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THE  QUAVBE, 


CHOICB  COllKCnOK 


NATIONAL    SONGS. 


In  oleuce  snd  tean. 
Half  brDken-hewted, 

To  sever  tor  jean, 
P>Ifl  grew  Ihj  cbeak,  uid  eo 

Colder  tbj  kini 
Tral  J  that  hem  tbrslold 

Sottow  to  thia. 
The  dew  of  the  Eaoralng 

Sank  chill  on  mj  brow. 
It  feh  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
Thy  TOW*  are  all  broken. 

And  li§;bt  u  thj  fame, 
1  hear  tbj  name  spoken, 


The;  name  thee  before  me. 


^ol^Mw^thei 


That  mj  lieart  wonld  forget, 

Thj  ipicH  deceive ! 
If  I  ^onld  meet  thee 


THE  LILT  AND  ZEPHYR 


Lo  I  lAen  tile  iboKeni  deecending 

Weigh  the  lUj"*  crest, 
How  ite  fi^  cap,  bending, 

Seema  iritb  woe  oppreaa'd ! 
DropB  on  drops  aanil  her, 

Whebn  each  lodd  leaf  ; 
The  pale  flower  grows  »et  paler. 

Lost  in  hopeleea  gri^, 

ZmbjT,  lightly  aweepin^ 
O'er  the  blooming  plain. 


Fondl;  benda  he  o'er  it. 
Blowing  diopa  swaT. 

With  ■  kiaa  reatoies  it, 
Ladf  of  tlie  Maj  I 


Nsfer  more  «  Chelsea  inrtj 

Shall  JDUT  Thomu  take  a  ipeU. 
But  to  bop«  ■□d  peace  a  stranger. 

In  the  battle's  Wl  I'll  go  ; 
Where,  eipos'd  to  erVy  dMgor, 

Some  fnendlj  hall  wiU  laj  me  low. 
Then  majhap,  when  homeward  iteering 

With  the  news  mr  meHmatea  come,' 
Eien  jon,  mv  story  hearing. 

With  a  itgh,  ma;  crj — poor  Tom. 


Tbb  fciH,  dear  maid,  thy  lips  hate  left, 

Shall  never  part  from  mme, 
1111  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 

Untamted  back  to  thine. 
The  partine  slance  (hat  fondly  gleams, 

An  eqaaf  loTe  may  see, 
The  tear  that  from  the  ef  eUd  streama 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me- 

I  aak  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest. 


Nor  one  «p 

Whose  tboughti  are  all  thine  oi 
Bf  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe, 

That  heart  no  longer  free. 


BRITONS,  UNITED,  MUST  PREVAIL. 

Ht  ihip'i  mj  hoiue,  mj  home,  m;  Und, 
M J  fflmUj  not  few ; 


And  if  the  foe  mteods 
To  venture  forth,  he  soon  umj  p 

The  nine  of  such  friends, 
For  while,  together,  thus  we  iBi 
Britoni,  oiiited,  must  prevail 


MABY,  1  BELIEVED  THEE  TRUE. 


A  eirl  bo  fair  and  bo  deceiving. 
Fen  have  ever  loved  hke  me  ; 

Oh  !  I  have  loved  thee  too  sincerely  ! 
And  few  have  e'er  deceived  like  thee, 

Ala* !  deceived  me  too  se^Brely. 


On  one  whose  M 
Who  now  wDnld  rather  tnut  that  smile, 

And  die  with  thee  than  live  ivithont  tbe< 
Fare  tbee  vein  III  think  on  thee, 

Thou  lesv'el  me  many  a  bitter  f^en  ; 


THE  MINUTE  GUN, 
Vhbh  m  the  itorm  od  Albion'i  ooa^ 
The  night-wWeh  ga»rd>  Ms  watj  post, 

FrocQ  thonghts  of  duiser  free. 
He  m&rks  Hnne  Tesael'a  dnsk;  form. 
And  hears,  amid  tha  howling  storm. 

The  minute  gan  at  Baa. 
Swift  on  the  shore  a  hard;  few 
The  life-boat  man  with  giilliint  crew, 

And  dare  the  dangeraiu  wave : 
Throngh  the  nild  sort  tbej  clenre  their  mf, 
Loit  in  the  foam,  nor  hnon  diimaj. 

For  ihej  go  ehe  crew  to  »ava 


Of  all  the  dangen  that  befi 
Then  heard  is  no  more, 
By  the  watch  on  the  shore. 
The  minate  gun  at  sea. 


TO  GUARD  FROM  FOES  HER  NATIVE  LAND. 
When  Valcao  forg'd  the  bolts  of  Jore, 

In  ^Etna's  raarinE  glow, 
Nepnne  petition'd  he  might  prove 

Their  me  and  pow'r  below  ; 
Bnt  finding  in  th^  boandleea  deep, 
finch  thunders  would  bat  idlj  sleep, 
He  with  them  arm'd  Britannia's  hand. 
To  goard  frotn  foes  her  native  land. 
Long  may  she  hold  the  avfal  right, 

And  when  thro'  oircUiiK  flame. 
She  darts  her  vengeance  in  the  tight. 

Ma;  joaliee  guide  her  aim  i 


While  if  Biuil'd  in  fatnn  win, 
II«r  toldien  brave  and  gallHDt  Tan, 
Shall  laanch  her  fire*  from  ererj  hand 
Od  er'rj  foe  to  Britain's  land. 


I  SAW  THEE  WEEP, 
1  3AW  tlwA  wAflp — the  bie  bri^t  tear 

C»me  o'er  that  eje  of  blue  ; 
And  then  methooght  it  did  appear 

A  violet  droppina  dew : 
I  law  tIiF«  cmile — 3ie  sapphire's  btaie 

It  coold  not  Duttch  the  living  rsji 
That  fill'd  tliat  glance  of  thine. 

Aa  clondB  from  yonder  snn  receiro 
A  deep  and  mellow  dye. 

Which  Hcarce  the  ahade  of  coming  eve 
Can  banish  from  the  «ky, 

Tboae  snulea  anto  the  moodiat  mind 


PALE  FACES. 
File  fitces  itand  bf. 


Come,  ti^  ap  your  pimplee. 

All  art  we  oatahine  ; 
When  the  plump  god  doth  paint. 


Miut  lit  a  go(»d  while. 


PROUD  WOMAN  1  aCOEN  YOU. 
pROUO  womao  I  acom  jon,  brisk  vrineV  my  delight, 
m  drink  all  the  daj  and  I'll  revel  all  night : 
Aa  great  aa  a  monarch  the  momenta  I''ll  pass, 
'nie  battle  caj  globe,  and  the  toeptre  m;  glaa. 
Hie  tables  mj  throne,  and  tavern  mv  court, 

I'a  the  qa«^  of 
Dear  cure  of  all  wi 
I^  a  king  vrbeu  I 


LOVE  WAKES  AND  WEEPS. 

Xjovb  inabea  and  weepa, 

White  Bsaatj  aleeps  t 
O  for  Mone^B  aefteat  nmnban  I 

To  prDDipt  a  theme 

For  Beanty'a  dream, 
Soft  aa  the  piUow  of  her  alumbers. 


nunn^  grovea  ol  pilia 

Sigh  ^es  of  balm, 
Pire-fliea  on  tfie  sir  ars  wheeling  j 

While  throngh  the  gloom 

Comcfl  eoft  perfoine, 
The  dislaat  beds  of  flowers  revaJing. 

0  wabe  and  lira  ! 

No  divam  can  give 
A  ahadow'd  blisa,  (he  real  excelling  ; 

No  longer  sleep, 

From  laMice  peep. 
And  list  the  tale  that  Love  is  telling. 


OUR  COUNTRY  IS  OUB  8HIF,  DTE  SEE. 

Ooa  oonnlty  is  onr  chip,  d'je  lee, 

A  gallant  vessel  too, 
And  of  his  fortone  proad  in  he. 

Who's  of  the  Albion's  crew  ; 
Each  man,  irtiaCe'eT  his  station  be. 

When  dotj's  call  commands, 
Shoold  take  his  stand. 

As  the  common  caose  demands. 

AniMig  oorselves,  in  peace,  Hii  true, 

We  qnanel,  nuke  a  nmte. 
And  having  no^og  else  to  do, 

We  farlv  scold  it  onl : 
Bat  ODca  me  enemy's  in  view, 

Bhake  haods,  we  soon  an  Mendi. 
Od  the  deck, 


DruD  the  ipackling  cap  I  pi^ ; 
Doea  ^onr  heart  in  sadness  piiie  f 

Dnok  and  sodneBi  clears  awtj' 
Now  may  nimble  troops  et  pleMon, 

Seftljoar  himrs,  in  morrice  light 
Deck  the  dsj  with  fancy's  treasure. 

Bless  yoni  dre&nii  and  crown  the  nigbt. 


FLOWING  HAIR: 

TiWB  has  uol  Ibino'd  mj  flowing  hsir^ 
Nor  bent  me  with  his  iron  hand  ; 

Ere  Aatumn  jet  the  fndt  demand. 
Let  me  enjoy  the  cheerful  day, 

Till  many  a  year  has  o'er  me  roU'd ; 
PleasM,  let  me  trifle  life  away, 

And  sing  of  love  till  I  grow  old. 


Doming  but  to  1 
Fe  is  like  an  Ap 


,n  April  hoiir- 
Tears  and  smi]^  together. 
And  hope  is  bat  a  vapour  light, 


O  joy  a  but 
LoTers'  h 


But  tho'  in  hopelesB  duk  despiur, 

Tbe  Oaatd  of  life  maj  Berei, 
ret  vrliile  it  beata,  dew  mud,  I  m 


BRUCE-S  ADDRESS. 

BC013,  «ha  hxe  vri'  Wallace  bled ! 
Scots,  wham  Brace  baa  aften  led  1 
■Welcrtae  to  ^oor  ^rj  bed. 

Or  to  glonooH  nctorj  I 
NoVe  the  day,  and  now'a  the  hoar! 
See  the  front  of  battle  lonY ! 
See  approach  proud  Edivard'a  powV  I 

Edwvd  I  ehaina  and  slaTery ! 


Whaaa 

Traitor !  coward  l  tnm  and  flee. 
Wha  tot  ScotlsDd's  king  and  law, 
Freedom^  award  will  strongly  drai 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa" 

Caledonian  1  on  wi'  me  ! 

By  Oppresnon^B  woeB  and  paina  ! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  ch^ns ; 
We  will  drain  onr  dearest  veins, 

Bnt  they  ehall  be,  shall  be  free ! 
lAy.the  proud  uaorpen  low  t 
Tjraiita  fall  in  eveir  foe ! 
liberty's  in  ereij  blow  I 

PorwardI  let  na  do,  or  die  1 


GENERAL  WOLFE'S  SONG. 

How  stands  (he  glau  aroaiid  ? 
For  ghame !  ya  take  no  ore,  boT«. 

How  itsndi  the  glua  arannd  ? 

Lei  mirth  and  Hina  abound  ; 

The  trompele  lound, 
The  colonrs  thej  are  Bjine,  hoyi ; 

To  fight,  kill,  or  woiin^ 

Ua;  na  etiU  he  found 
Content,  with  onr  hard  fare,  raj  boyi. 

On  tbe  cold  gcound. 

Whr,  wldieni,  whj 
Should  we  be  molanohotj,  bojs  ? 

Why,  soldiera,  whj  ? 

Wbow  bnainen  tis  to  die.        y- 

Whal,  righing  ?  fie  '. 
Drink  on,  and  let's  be  joUj,  boyi, 

Ta  he,  jon,  and  I, 

Cold,  bot,  wet,  or  drj, 
We'ie  alwajB  bound  to  follow,  boys. 

And  «eorn  to  fly. 

TLa  but  in  ™n, 
(I  meant  not  to  upbraid  yon,  boys,) 

"Ks  bnt  in  Tain 

For  soldieiB  to  compluD  ; 

Sboold  next  campaign 
Send  ni  to  Him  that  made  us,  boys. 

We're  free  from  pain 


THE  BEOQAR. 
A  BEOOAK  I  am,  and  of  low  degrs 
For  I'm  come  of  a  begging  family 


I'm  Lune,  but  wheo  in  »  figlitiiig  bont, 
I  whip  off  m;  leg  and  I  Rght  il  out. 
In  numlng  I  leave  the  beadle  belund, 
And  a  Ua  I  <»a  tee,  tho'  alaa  I  I'm  blind  ; 
Thro^  town  uid  villue  1  gailj  jog 
My  ninac,  the  bell  of  my  littlo  dog. 

I'm  clothed  in  rags, 

I'm  hnng  with  bags, 

TbM  lound  me  wags  ; 

IVe  B  bag  for  mj  salt. 

A  bog  for  mir  malt, 

A  bag  for  the  leg  of  a  gooBe ; 

For  aj  oats  »  bu, 

And  a  battle  to  bold  my  boose. 
It's  Mjr  Heaien  blesa  yon  tor  yonr  charity, 
And  timn  paeb  the  can  about.  M  de  ro!  de  rea. 
Id  begging  a  fartbing  I'm  poor  sjid  old, 
In  ipending  a  noble  I'm  stont  and  bold  j 
WLen  a  brave  fill  company  I  see, 
It'i  "my  noble  maMers  yoor  charity  !" — 
Bat  when  a  traveller  I  meet  alone, 
"Stand  and  deliver,  or  II!  knock  joa  down  I"* 
All  day  tor  a  wandering  mumper  pass. 
All  night — oh  !  a  bam,  a  buiom  lam. 

I'm  clothed  in  ragi,  &a. 


ADIEU,  MY  NATIVE  LAND,  ADIEU. 
Adieu,  my  naUve  land,  adieu  1 

The  vessel  spreads  her  swelling  uila ; 
Perhaps  1  never  more  may  view 

Your  fertilB  fields,  yonr  flowery  dales, 
Delmive  hope  can  charm  no  more, 

Far  ^m  the  faithless  maid  I  roam ; 
Unfriended  seek  some  foreign  ahon, 

Unpitied  leave  my  peacenil  home. 

Adieu,  my  native,  Ac. 


TTij  spires  jet  Rlod  laj  aching  ejtit 
TboDgh  frequent  falls  the  daizUDg  te 

1  acorn  to  shrink  from  fate's  decree  ) 
Aod  think  not,  cruel  moid,  that  e'er 

I'd  heave  another  sigh  for  thee. 

Adieu,  mj  native,  &r. 

Id  T^n  throuKb  shades  of  frowning  night. 

Mine  eves  th;  rockj  coast  ejiplors  ; 
Deep  dnks  the  flerj  orb  of  light, 

1  view  thj  beacons  now  no  more. 
BiK  I  billovFB,  rise !  blow  hollow  wioda  t 

Nor  night,  t^or  fitorma,  nor  death  1  fear. 
Unfriended  bear  me  hence,  to  find 

That  peace  which  fate  denies  me  here. 

Adieu,  my  nitive,  &.<:. 


CEASE  YOUR  FUNNING. 
Cease  jDiir  funning, 


B;  their  flirting, 

Women  oft  have  envy  sh 

Pleas-d  to  min, 

Others  wooing, 

Nerer  happj  in  tl^  on 


HEBE'S  THE  BOWER, 
Hebe's  the  boVr  ahs  Idf'iI  so  much, 

And  here's  the  tree  she  planted  ; 
He»>  the  harp  she  us'd  to  tooch. 

Oh  !  how  Chat  loach  enchanted  t 
Roses  now  unheeded  sigh, 

Wliere'a  the  hand  to  wrestlie  them  F 
Sones  aroond  neglected  lie, 

Where's  the  lips  lo  breathe  there  P 
Spring  maj  bloom,  but  she  we  lov'd 

Ne'er  ahill  feel  its  aweetnesa  ; 
Time  that  once  so  fleet);  mOT'd, 

Now  hatb  lost  its  fleetness. 
Years  were  dajs  when  here  sbe  etraf 'dl, 

Daja  were  momenU  near  her  ; 
Heaven  ne'er  form'd  a  brighter  maid. 

Nor  pitj  wept  a  dearer. 


LOVE  IN  THE  HEART. 

Wbw  is  it  that  drivea  the  red  rose  from  the  chesh, 
Or  the  lil;  dlBplaoei  with  blnshee  that  speak  ; 
That  dima  the  bright  beam  hy  a  tear  in  the  ere  i 
Tbat  checks  a  Toaug  emile  bj.  a  matraaring  sigh— 

Tia  lore  ;  'tis  love  in  the  heart. 
And  what  bids  the  sonl  the  emotion  declare, 
By  the  glance  of  the  eye,  when  the  lips  do  not  dare- 
AJid  what,  when  it«  mearung  another  can  gneaa, 
"—'■-"—  '*--  'ongne  the  fond  Ihonght  to  expnm- 
T'ia  lovB,  &1. 


le  floats  on  the  ambient  tides ! 


How  tr- _ 

yet  love  ID  a  tma  Briton's  h«art, 
With  gl'n/  contfinda  for  a  part  ; 
And  the  fair  cbeek  of  beantT  with  team  ii  impeoil'd. 
When  the  banner,  the  banoer  of  nar  a  nnfnclU 
On  the  Bhore  how  alart,  how  intrepid  the  crew ; 

Haw  firm  at  their  aqvereign's  cDmniand  ; 
Or  dauntless  o'er  ocean  her  toes  to  pnrsue, 
And  die  for  the  came  of  our  land  ! 
Yet  one  tear  ere  the  faeroea  depart, , 
One  Aigh  ahitll  be  drawn  from  the  heart : 

.__  kias OB  thee" -•--■-■-■- ■    " 

When  Che  banns: 

Now  forth  to  the  conqnest  I  the  battle  awells  high. 

And  fierce  round  the  veseet  it  roars  ; 
Hark  1  the  Bons  of  Britannia,  "ta  victory  !°  cry. 

Then  peaceful  again  to  their  borne, 
Shall  the  patriot  warriors  come  ; 

■     '  ■     '    -'    '   "    ■-'  'irsbeimpoarrd, 
er  unfurl  d. 


THE  BRAVE  OLD  OAK. 
A  SoNO  to  (be  Oak,  the  brave  old  Oak 

Who  hath  mled  in  the  green  wood  long, 
Here's  health  and  renovin  to  bin  broad  green  cro 

There's  fear  in  his  frown,  when  the  sun  goes  down 

And  the  fire  in  the  west  fades  out, 
And  he  aheweth  his  might  on  a  wild  midnight, 
Wbeo  the  storm  through  his  branches  ihent. 
Than  here's  to  the  Oak,  the  brave  old  Oak, 

Who  stands  in  his  [iride  alone, 

And  still  floniish  he  a  halo^reen  tree, 

.When  a  hnijflred  jean  are  gone. 


In  the  days  of  aid  when  tbe  spring  witb  colli, 

Had  bnghtened  hia  hrancbes  gre;, 
Through  tho  graa  at  hia  feet,  crept  maidens  eweet, 

To  gather  Uie  den  of  Maj. 
And  on  that  daj  t«  the  rebeck  gaj, 

They  {rolicked  with  loresoma  Bwaini ; 
Thej  are  gone,  thej  are  dead,  in  the  ohnrohjftrd  [ni. 

But  the  tree  it  still  remains. 


When  the  iqnire's  wide  hall,  and  the  cotlagB  small 
Were  fliled  with  good  Engti'Oi  cheer. 

Now  gold  hath  tbe  sway,  •vn  all  obe^. 
And  a  ruthletia  king  u  he, 

To  be  tosed  on  the  Btormj  eea. 

Then  here's,  &0. 


HE  WA8  SUCH  A  NICE  YOUNG  M 
Ip  pity  dnell  within  jour  breaal, 

Some  Bjmpathj  pray  spare. 
Of  love  that  breaka  young  ladies'  rest, 

Indeed  I'l-e  had  my  share. 
Hia  form  is  ever  in  my  sight, 

I'm  huinted  by  him  day  and  night. 

He  viaa  such  a  nice  young  man. 
Tmi  at  a  ball  held  in  the  weat. 

On  me  he  first  did  glance. 
So  gently  he  my  fingers  preat'd. 

And  asked  me  out  to  dance  ; 
I  blushed  and  whispered  No,  no,  no. 

Then  smiling,  dropl  my  fan. 
For  how  conld  I  refnse  to  dance. 

Be  WIS  snch  a  nice  yenng  man. 


Hie  dance  now  o^er,  taj  hftnd  hi  took. 

And  led  rae  to  a  aeat, 
Aod  aighing,  gave  me  each  b  look, 


When  giDHing  late  aboat  to  lean, 

ItmaodiatoirenUfart, 
S&id  he,  Dear  Miss,  1  really  grierB, 

I  fear  that  it  will  last ; 
Then  qoicli  he  hurried  from  the  room. 

And  for  a  coach  ho  lan  ; 
His  kindness  qalte  o'erpowet'd  me. 

He  wai  such  a  nice  jooug  man. 

Ab  thro^  the  hall  n«  went  along, 

Ua  bege'd  for  mj  address, 
1  gam  itbim,  not  thinking  vrong, 

His  card  embofla''d  he  handed  me, 
With  "Captain"  Miss,  I  am, 

Ht  Etajs !  thought  I,  O  here's  a  chanoe. 
He  vas  each  a  nice  joung  mauk 

Next  morning  drest  aad  hieilifast  doQe, 

Heart  beaUng  with  desire, 
The  hall-door  bell  was  loudlj  mug, 

Enough  to  break  tliB  wire  ; 
I  thought  1  abguld  have  died  irith  fri^t, 

Up  came  onr  servant  Ann, 
A  ^ntleman.  Miss,  waits  below. 

Be  is  such  a  nice  jnuisg  man. 

Almost  I'd  sunk 'twiit  hop*  and  fear. 


She  Bud  aba  no  objection  had. 


it  lint 

,11  wain  whene'er  yon  plesee, 

BoinalEerejfoncan, 
m  call  again  to-morrow.  Ma  am. 

Said  mj  terj  nica  joung  man. 
Froni,lionse  he  scarce  was  out  of  sght. 

When  from  the  lower  rooms, 
A  servant  maid  came  in  a  fright, 

And  cried.  He's  stole  the  apoona '.  _ 
Ah  1  fetch  >!'■"  back,  Mamma,  she  onei, 

OS  went  our  footman  Dan, 
Who  brought  him  back,  we  toond  Ihe  apoona 

Upon  thjs  nice  joung  man. 
A  eaalion,  ladies,  give  I  must. 

The  moral  I  well  know. 


For  thia  is  what  I  should  have  done, 

When  to  notice  he  began. 
Bat  who'd  have  thonght  he  waa  a  thisi, 

Hs  was  sodi  a  nice  joung  man. 


THE  GIPSY  KING. 


^  '"^  "«  b»TB  ptenty  0/  beer     ^ 
Ho  oonrtier  nor  ministol  h' 

At  thu  moment  the  pt^ttiort  b^ 
«'».Mn.d.I.n,,no,Ke^'"**f- 

Pot  I  am,  4j. 
'HE  MAID  OH  JUDAa 


Not  strike  the  hup  with  the  goldeii  atring 

llus,  thi)  mw  the  Ik;  of  ■  Jewiah  maid, 

Bat  not  in  her  fetbet's  bowen  ; 
^    sweetlj  she  sang,  oa  in  Badnesa  Khe  stnj*d 


Which  oi 
The  Breen  grass  grows  on  that  fertile  spot, 

Where  once  grew  the  aweeteit  of  Soweis  ; 
lAud  of  my  kindred,  then  sh&lt  ne'er  ba  ioigot. 


THE  WILD  WHITE  ROSE. 
AjJf  in  the  garden  of  benuty  there  grows, 
Prondest,  and  sweetest,  a  abvuge  tifaite  nse. 
Yet  thorns  dwell  aroond  the  spot  where  it  blows. 
So  maidens  beware  of  the  wild  yonng  ro«e. 

Bnt  iheru  is  one  hour, 

One  word  of  power, 
The  secret  one  happy  ladj  knows. 
To  call  a  fair  sprite  from  its  Icares  at  ni^it. 
The  genii  king  of  the  wild  white  rose. 

All  in  the  garden,  &b. 
The  iJHen  who  dares  its  sweets  ta  inhale^ 
Till  her  rosy  cheek  is  dnwr  and  pale  ; 
While  lore  and  four  contest  in  ber  heart. 
The  fairy  king  from  the  flower  may  start. 
Sweet  as  the  bnlm  that  round  ber  notn, 
^igbt  AS  the  bud  that  near  her  grows, 

Yet  thorns  for  her  breast. 

To  rnh  her  ol  r«(t, 
So  maideoi  beware  of  the  wild  trhita  roae. 


I  KEMEMBER,  I  REMEMBER 
I  KBHEMBIIR,  I  rememtiFr, 

How  my  cliilclliood  fleeted  bj. 
And  the  mirth  of  its  December, 

And  the  wannth  of  ita  Julj. 
On  mj  brow,  love,  on  mj  brow,  lore. 

Then  ore  no  ngns  of  care  ( 
Bnt  m^  pleaanres  are  not  now^  lore, 

What  childhood's  pleasnres  were. 

1  lemember,  Sa 
Then  the  bowexa,  then  the  bowers, 

Wera  us  blithe  as  blithe  coold  be  ; 
And  nil  their  ndknt  flowera, 

Were  coronals  for  me. 
GoDB  U>  night,  lore,  gemi  to  nigtit,  love. 


I  w»s  merrT,  I  was  merry, 
When  my  little  loien  came, 

With  B  lil J  or  a  cherry. 

Or  some  new  invented  game. 

Now  I've  yon,  love,  now  IVa  jon,  love. 
To  koeid  before  me  there  ; 


We  met— twaa  i 

He  camo— I  coul 
Fpr  bis  ayea  w 


He  spoke — his  words  were  cold. 
And  hia  amilB  vnw  nnaHend  ; 

I  knew  how  much  he  felt. 
Far  hie  deep-toned  voice  &lter'd. 


He  c&lled  me  bj  my  mune — ' 
As  the  bride  of  another — 

Oh,  thou  haet  ^een  the  cbosb 
Of  thia  angmsh,  mj  mother ! 

And  once  agaia  we  met, — 
And  ft  fiur  girl  was  near  bim, 

He  smiled,  and  whispered  low. 


Onoe  twae  mine,  and  mine  onl 
I  went — for  I  doeiVed 

To  leel  wretched  and  londj. 
And  she  will  be  hie  bride ! 

At  the  altar  he'll  give  her 
The  love  that  was  too  pure 

For  a  heartless  deceivBr. 
The  world  iDaj  think  me  gaj. 

For  my  feehnga  1  emother,-^ 
Oh.  thoD  hast  been  the  cause 

Of  this  angoishj  mj  mother  '. 


WE  HAVE  LIVED  AND  LOVED  TOQETHER. 
Wb  have  liv'd  and  lov'd  together 

Throngh  msnj  dun^ng  jean, 
We  have  ahar'Mlfh  odier'a  gladnen 

And  wspt  earn  other's  tears. 
I  have  never  known  a  lorrow. 

That  vras  long  nnsoolhed  bj  thee, 

Wbere  daAness  else  would  be. 


mm 


Uke  the  leavea  Cbst  fall  .nround  as, 

In  Anhnnn'B  iading  boQTB  ; 
An  the  traitor  smilefl  that  darken, 

Wlien  the  cloud  of  sorrow  low-rs. 
And  tboogh  oiaiij  sacb  weVe  knomi, 

For  pronet  slaa !  to  range  ^ 
We  both  cnn  speak  of  one,  love, 

Wbom  time  coold  never  change, 

We  have  Uv'd  and  lov'd  together. 

Through  aaoj  changiag  jears  ; 
Wb  have  shar'd  each  olher'a  gladneai. 

And  wept  each  other's  l«us. 
And  let  DB  hope  the  fature, 

Ah  tha  paat  bath  been,  will  be, 
I  will  share  with  Ihea  thy  aortowi, 

And  than  tbf  jo;s  with  me. 


PLY  THE  OAR,  BROTHER. 


Then  borne  as  swiftly  we'll  h 

Loaded  with  wealth  of  tfae  pi 

Poll  away,  pnlt  av 


A.  lon£  poll,  and  a  strong  polli 
And  off  ne  go. 


Hark  I  barh  1  as  the  nnghbimrlag  oc 
'     '"le  wafES  its  vesper  BT-' 


THE  MAID  OP  LLANWELLYN. 

I've  no  dietp  on  th«  mountain,  nor  boat  on  the  lake. 
Nor  coin  in  my  coffer  to  keep  me'  awake  ; 
Nor  com  in  mj  eirner,  udr  frait  on  the  tree, 
Yet  the  mud  of  Llanwellyn  smiles  sweetly  on  ma. 

Rieh  Owen  will  tell  you  with  eyes  full  of  ecarn. 
Threadbare  is  my  coat,  and  my  hosen  are  torn  ; 
8cDCt  on.  my  rich  Owen,  for  funt  is  thy  glee. 
While  the  maid  of  Uanwellyn  smiles  sweetly  on  ma^ 

The  farmer  rides  prondly  t>  market  and  fur. 
And  the  clerk  at  the  tavern  still  claims  the  great  duir ; 
But  of  all  the  proad  fellows,  the  prondest  111  be 
While  the  m 


BACCHANALIAN  SONG. 

GiILT  still  my  momenta  roll 
Whilst  I  qnaff  the  flowing  bowl  i 
Care  can  never  reach  tbe  soul 
Who  deeply  drinks  of  wina. 

Who  deeply,  &e. 

Bee  Ihe  lover,  pale  with  gnef. 
Binds  Ilia  brows  with  wiliow  leaf ; 
Bnt  bh  heart  soon  finds  rehef 
By  diinking  deep  ef  wine. 

By  drinking;,  Ac, 

&^i  of  ilre,  lips  of  dew. 
Cheeks  IhW  shame  the  rosea'  hue ; 
Dearer  these  to  me  and  you. 
Who  deeply  drinks  of  nine. 

Who  deeply,  &«, 


or   DATKUrU.  SOMOS. 

THE  SOLDIER'S  TEAR. 
Upon  the  hill  ha  tuin'd 

To  take  a  Uit  taad  look 
Of  ths  vHllej  Hnd  the  TilWe  chnrch. 

And  the  cottagq  bj  the  brook  ; 
He  lieton'd  to  the  sound) 

So  ^imUior  (o  his  ear  ; 
And  the  soldier  lean'd  npon  his  iword. 

And  wip'd  UVIS.J  a  tear. 
Beflidp  the  cottage  porch 

8be  held  aloft  a  snowy  tcarf 

Which  flotter'd  in  the  bn«ie ; 
She  breath'd  a  piayui  for  him, 

A  prayer  he  coald  not  hear. 
But  be  paiu'd  to  hlees  her  ni  she  knelt. 

And  wip'd  away  a  tear. 
Be  tom'd,  and  left  the  spot, 

Oh  !  do  not  deem  liim  weak. 
For  dauntleaa  was  the  soldier's  heart, 

Tho'  tears  were  on  his  cheek. 
Go,  watch  the  foremost  ranks 

Be  tnie  the  hand  most  daring  there 
Has  wip'd  away  a  tear. 

BEHOLD  HOW  BRIGHTLY. 
Behold  how  brightly  hreaks  the  morning, 

Tboogb  bteaV  our  lot,  oar  hearts  are  warm, 
Inur'd  to  toil,  all  danger  acoming, 
We'll  hall  the  breeze  aod  brave  tbe  storm. 
Pat  off,  pat  off,  oar  way  wa  know. 
Take  heed— whisper  low— 
IjOok  oat  and  epread  joar  nets  with  care, 

Take  heed — whiapw  low— 
The  prej  we  Beek  we'll  soon,  vmll  iood  onsnan. 


Avtkj  I  DO  cloads  are  lowering  o'er  as, 

Freely  now  we  l«mp(  the  nsve  ; 
Hoist,  hdst  e$«h  Sftil,  while  full  before  at 

Hope^  beacon  ehines  to  ch^er  the  brMve. 

Pnt  off,  pot  off,  &« 


HOW,  WHEN,  AND  WHERE. 
Oh,  tell  me  when,  and  tell  me  where, 

Am  I  to  meet  with  thae,  mj  £air  ? 
Ill  meet  thee  in  the  eiient  oigbt, 
When  HtajB  are  abining  gentle  li^ht. 
Enough  for  lore  hat  not  too  bright. 

To  tell  who  blndies  there. 
Yao're  told  Die  when,  now  tell  me  when 

Am  1  lo.meet  witli  tbeemj  fair? 
m  meet  thee  in  that  lovely  plsce, 


YooVe  told  me  when,  and  told  me  where. 
Bat  how  ahall  1  know  thoalt  be  there  P 

TIduIC  know  it  when  I  aing  thia  lay. 

Which  wandering  bojs  on  organs  play. 

No  lover  sure  can  misa  his  way 
When  led  by  tliis  aignal  sir — 

Fal,  Is,  la,  la,  this  ugnal  air. 


OHl   THE  MI88LETOE  BOUGH. 
The  DUBiletoe  bima  on  the  castle  hall, 
The  hoDy  branch  ahooe  on  the  old  oak  rfsll. 
And  the  baroo'a  retainers  were  blithe  and  g« 
And  keeping  their  Chiistmas  holiday  r 


WUIa  she,  with  her  bri^t  ejaa,  Meni'd  to  b« 
The  star  of  that  goodlj  compsn}'. 

Oh  ',  the  mioletjw  hoagh, , 
'I'm  wearfof  dMidng  now,"  she  cried  : 
"  Here  tun  ■  moment— I'll  hide— I'll  hide  ; 
And  Lorell,  be  loire  thon'rt  the  Gnt  to  tTiu» 
The  clue  to  mj  sscret  hiding-place." 
Awsj  she  ran — and  her  friends  began 

And  joaug  Lotell  cried, "  Ob !  where  dcM  thon  hide, 
I'm  lonewime  without  (bee,  mj  own  dear  bride." 
Oh  I  the  miflsletoe  bongh, 
^lej  BoQght  her  that  night,  and  thej  Bonght  her 

noil  day  ; 
And  thej  sought  her  Id  Tain  when  a  week  pan'd 

In  the  highest,  the  lowest,  the  loneliest  spot. 
Young  Loyell  (onght  wUdlj,  bat  fonnd  her  not. 
Andjeaisflt-" '  ■^-'- -^-' - '— 


11  (onght  wUdlj,  bat  fonnd  her 
ew  bj,  and  their  grief  at  lut 

, a  sorrowful  tale,  long  psM ; 

And  when  Lovell  appear'd,  the  children  cried, 
"  See  1  the  old  man  weepe  for  his  lost  &ir  bride  ''' 

At  length  an  oak  chest,  that  had  long  lain  bid. 
Was  fonnd  in  the  castle— Ihe^  nis'd  the  lid, 
A  skeleton  form  lai  mooldenng  there, 
la  the  bridal  wieath  of  that  ^aSy  fair, 
Oh  [  sad  was  her  fate — in  sportive  jest 
She  hid  (rom  her  lord  in  the  old  oak  ches««; 
It  closed  with  a  spring — and,  dreadfol  doom. 


BANKS  OF  THE  BLUE  MOSELLE. 


Where  flrat  we  met,  where  firs!  we  lor'd, 

And  1  coDfeased  me  thine. 
Tu  there  I'll  flj  to  meet  thee  alill, 

At  Ihe  saund  of  vesper  bell ; 
Id  the  starry  light  of  the  AommeT'  night, 

Od  the  banlia  of  the  blue  Moselle. 

It  (he  mrei  of  life  ahoultl  ehiide  mj  brow. 

Yes,  yes,  in  our  ostiTe  bowers ; 
Mv  late  Bnd  harp  might  best  ncoord, 

To  tell  of  ha.ppier  hours  ; 
Tia  there  I'd  sootbe  thj  grief  to  rest, 

Each  sieht  of  Borrow  quell ; 
In  the  stsrrj  Ught  of  the  summer  nighl, 

On  the  haoki  of  the  blue  MoeeUe. 


MY  HEART  AND  LUTE. 

I  GiTE  thee  all,  I  can  no  more. 

Though  poor  the  offring  be  ; 
MTheart  and  lute  are  all  the  atore, 

That  I  can  brine  to  thee : 
A  lute  whose  Eentle  song  reveals 

The  soul  of  love  fall  well, 
And  better  far  a  heart  who  feels 

Mneh  more  than  late  can  lelL 


life^  enchanted  strain, 
10  bnt  gentitr  touch  the  strings — 

I  give  (hae  »H,  too. 


THE  MAID  OK  LLANOOLLEN. 
Tho"  lowly  my  lot  nnd  poor  my  estate, 
I  eee  without  envy  the  wealthy  ajid  great, 
Contented  aod  proud  a  poor  Bh^h«rd  to  be. 
While  the  maid  of  Llangollen  amilea  weellj  on  me. 
My  vnj  o'er  the  moanttun  I  cheerfully  Uke, 
At  mom,  when  the  song-birds  their  melody  woke, 
At  eve  I  retom  with  h  heart  fuU  of  glee. 
For  Ute  maid  of  Unngolltn  smiles  sweetly  on  me. 
Qlennrron's  rich  lord  pases  soorafiilly  by. 
Bat  wealth  cajina  mak'  him  sAe  happv  as  I, 
And  proodei  than  ever  the  proudest  til  be. 
While  the  maid  of  Llangollen  smiles  sweetly  on  me, 


■  light  resij 
tflse  to  loy 
re  I  will  ee 


:or,  who  maliea  him  n 


I  aalj  caught  >  bU  of  n  od^tk 
Uj  wiffi  did  mue 
He  gtoel  take, 
Cnddlee  me  np  batween  ktndnen  and  scold. 
And  inth  ber  own  haoda  mj  pillow  did  Rlink& 
Wben  K  man,  ju. 
I  thiea  dnja  witli  feTer  waa  tomao'd. 
Balmj  sleep, 
To  me  'd  not  creep, 
ObUged  to  »end  for  the  doctor  lo  euneat  i 

Hap«  of  recovery  ftuntlj  peep, 
He  wHIi  long  sod  Kriona  fac^ 
Pronoanc'd  me  ill, 
Sent  bolos—piH— 
it-^Mntder— and  all  Uie  race 


LeediM— cnpp'd— Ued— And  Uiiter, 
»ipa  and  dofe. 
Eating  topa. 


Grew  weaker  atill, 
mm  had  a  bit  of  a  hint, 
t  die  »oonBr  for  making  mj  wUL 


Life's  a  boT«, 
llM  doctor  call'd  in  a  phjiddan, 

Who  phjHo'd  and  boloi'd  me  ton  tinea  mat», 
BMatloni  ronnd  with  aighir  and  tean — 
Each  nophen — mece 
Disturb  107  peaoe, 
Eren  mj  wife  cliuiK^d  bopea  for  fem, 
Fematlj  wiahwi"iBe  »  happy  releaui. 

When  a  maa,  Stc 


Skaleton  like  mj'  bonoi  peep  tbion^ 
Mf  BJM  I  fii,  _  ^ 


When 

Wuhing  to  lene  the  world  la  qniet, 
Of  draf^und  such, 
Ibtdtoo  maoh. 
So  I  took  ■  meal  of  taj  oioal  diet. 

Qot  better,  uid  'laiwd  tram  deMb'ecold  clotik 

Fttjido  ainoe  to  tbe  dogs  I  tlirow, 

Hsppj  •nd  my, 

I  piH  each  d»r  : 

And  when  I  am  siuimion'd  niten  all  mnit  go, 

I'm  dMenoined  to  w  in  the  nattinl  wbj. 

Whona  man,  Aa. 


IF  ANY  80  WISE  IS. 

If  buj  ao  mte  ii,  that  aaok  he  deBpiaea, 
Let  him  drink  his  snail  beer  and  be  aol 

Vhilat  we  driak  wine,  aad  sing  as  if  it  wi 
Ho  dull  droop  like  the  t 


Bat  be  rare,  otbt  niaht,  if  thia  dog  do  JO*  bite. 

Yon  take  it  hanixiforth  for  a  warniiu, 
So«o  ai  oat  of  jam  bed.  to  settle  jour ItM^ 

Take  a  hair  oc  hia  tail  to  the  mcming. 
Aad  luit  b*  ap  «ah,  to  idhnr  old  lill}  t 

For  thera^  netmnc  bot  nine  ibM  can  tune  tu 
Let  hia  Ne  aMoaacaa  Da  pntilnhuoape-caiBr 

Aad  Binf' bifaito  Tinnia  jt^iinwii 


DRINKING  SONG. 

Come  now  nil  je  soiijal  powen, 

Shed  jonr  inflnenco  o'er  qb  ; 
Crown  with  joy  tbe  present  honra, 

Enliren  thoee  before  as  ; 
Bring  the  fluk,  the  maaic  bring, 

Jot  bIuJI  qnickl;  And  n>  ; 
Sport  and  dance,  and  laagh,  aad  dng. 

And  caet  dull  core  beliind  na. 
Lore,  thj  godhead  I  adore, 

Source  of  generouA  possioQ  ; 
Nor  will  we  erer  bow  before 

Thoee  idols,  Wealth  and  Fathion. 

Bring  the  flask,  &c. 

WhT  the  plagoe  tbonld  we  be  Bad, 

WluUt  on  earth  we  moulder  ? 
Rich  or  poor,  or  grave  or  m&d, 

We  evetj  daj  grow  older. 

Bring  the  flask,  &c 
Frieadahip  1     D  thr  smile'*  divine  ! 

Bright  in  all  its  featnrea  ; 
Wlial  bQt  friendship,  love,  and  wine. 

Can  make  oa  happj  ereatores  ? 
Bring  the  flaak,  UK. 
Since  the  time  «iU  pan  awaj. 

Spite  of  all  onr  sorrow. 
Let's  be  blithe  aod  gay  lo-daj. 


CARE  THOC  CANKER, 


FU]  tba  men;  bowli  mj  bojs. 

Join  in  BacdukTiAliBa  mar. 
O'or  the  merrj  midnigbt  bowl, 

O  how  happ;  we  ahaU  be  ; 
Daj  w^  mue  for  vuJgai  Bouli^ 

Night,  mj  boys,  for  joo  and  me. 
Seiie  the  villiiin,  plimge  him  in  ; 

See  the  luted  miscnsat  dies ! 
Mirth,  with  all  th;  tnin,  coma  in, 

Bonith  •OTTowa,  tears,  and  agfaa 
O'er  the  merrj,  &. 


SWEET  IS  LIFE. 

Sweet  in  life,  when  lore  direct!  ni 

To  a  kind  and  virtooua  fair  ; 
Bnl  when  doabtmg  fears  perplex  ns, 

Thea  ^  angiiian,  grief,  and  caro, 
Fste  the  cap  of  life,  will  mingle 

With  it  swe«ta  and  bitten  too  ; 
They  who  ta«te  the  honej  single, 

MnM  partake  their  share  of  roe. 

When  two  hearta  in  union  meet, 
Bat  tbe  pun  of  aeparation 
Hin^e*  bitten  with  the  ivreeta. 


DROWN  rr  IN  THE  BOWL. 

TsE  glsnes  uparkla  on  Che  board. 

The  wine  is  mbj  bright. 
The  rtdgn  of  plewnre  ia  restored. 

Of  eaie  and  fond  delight. 


Whj,d 


inthebowL 

iirld,  Okj  uj,  *■  a  vrorld  ef  woa, 

one  thM  I  da  den;  ; 
Can  XHTow  from  the  goblet  Bow  ? — 

Or  pain  from  beastr's  eye  I 
The  wise  are  fools,  nith  all  th«r  rnli^ 


That  time  fliea  fast,  tlie  poet  dngs  ; 
Then  sorelj  it ' 


In  Twr  wine  to  dip  his  wingi. 
And  uiie  Um  aa  he  fliea. 

Thianigbtisonn  ;  then  etreir  witi 
The  momenta  as  the;  roll : 

If  any  o»re  or  pain  remMn, 
Wh;  dnwn  it  in  the  bowL 


RI8E,  GENTLE  MOON. 

Day  ha>  aone  down  on  the  Baltic's  biosd  billaw, 
Ev'mDK  Eaa  aigh'd  her  laat  to  the  lone  willosr. 
Night  hnnies  on,  earth  and  ocean  to  Dover : 
Biee,  gentle  moan,  and  light  me  to  my  lorer. 
Twaa  b;  thf  light  he  Brat  stole  forth  to  view  ma, 
Brighter  rinoo  then  hast  then  eyar  seiim'd  to  me 
Let  the  wild  wavee  atill  the  red  aan  toU  otbi, 
Thine  u  the  light  of  all  lighta  to  a  loyer. 


TIME  IS  ON  THE  WINQ. 
SntBir,  atiew  with  rosea 
yfo'i  loogh  path,  and  let's  b«  pj ; 


Hionfdillea  joath  pnqMMs, 
Aod  triflaa  tbne  trnj ; 

Bat  j^onCh's  a  Seciing  April  nuni, 

Tbia  leSBOn  nemi  to  bring, — 
Eyerj  mae  will  bur  a  thorn, 


Wuble,  tans  of  plmwire, 

Down  the  flowerj  grove  : 
Bot  Lovs'b  BWMt  Toice  will  oft  betnij, 


w£bo°I 


TELL  HER,  IXt  LOVE  HEB. 

Tbu.  ber.  111  Ibn  her  while  the  cloadi  drop  nun, 

Or  while  then'a  water  in  the  pathleaa  main  ; 

Tell  her,  I'll  lore  ber  tiU  this  life  is  o'er. 

And  tbea  mj  riioat  dull  visit  tbia  swMt  thore ; 

Tell  ber,  I  onlr  uk  she'll  lUnk  of  me— 

ill  lere  her  while  there's  mit  within  the  M«. 

Tell  ber  all  this,  tall  it  o'er  and  o'er  aRun, 

I'll  lore  her  while  there's  salt  within  Uie  main. 

Tell  ber  all  this,  tell  it  o'er  and  o'er— 

Tbe  anebor'a  weigfa'd,  or  I  would  tall  her  moral 


HELMET  ON  Hia  BROW. 

Wira  &  hehnent  on  lut  brow. 
And  hia  enbrs  bj  bie  aide. 

The  aoldier  mouila  hia  pUnnt  ateed. 
To  oanqim  or  to  die. 


Uin  plume,  like  the  pendant  etrcam. 

In  the  piitli  of  glorj  atill 
A  brigbt  plume  Eball  be  And. 
Than  let  the  trumpet  Boand, 
To  the  braien'd  drum  replj,— 


Blight  as  his  own  good  bwop 

A  soldier's  fsme  must  he, 
Ab  pare  at  the  plume  that  sil 
And  his  lielmet  white  and 
No  fear  in  his  breast  must  d' 
Nor  dread  thnt  shame  maj  tl 
A  spot  on  bis  blade  bo  hnght. 


hnght, 


The  bine,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free  : 

WiChont  a  mark,  witbout  a  bound, 

It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  region  round ; 

It  plajs  with  the  clouds,  it  mocks  the  skiea, 

Orlike  a  cradled  creature  lies, 

I'm  on  the  sea,  I'm  on  the  sea, 

I  am  where  I  would  over  be. 

With  the  blbe  above  and  the  blue  below. 

And  silence  wheresoe'er  I  go. 

If  aBtonnfhouIdcomeandawttkethedoep, 

What  mattet  P    I  shall  ride  and  sleep. 

I  loTe,  O  how  1  lore  to  ride 

On  the  tier?e,  foAmin^,  bursting  tide, 

Where  every  mad  wa?e  drowns  the  moon, 

And  whistles  aloft ' 

And  wh;  the  sonlb-w 


I  nerer  waa  on  th«  dall,  Ume  shore, 

And  backward  flew  to  her  billowj  bf  e»Bt, 
Like  a  bird  that  seeketh  her  motber'a  neat— 
And  a  mother  she  waa  and  ia  to  mo, 
Pot  I  naa  bora  on  the  open  i«B. 
The  waves  were  white,  and  red  the  morn, 
In  the  noiBY  hour  when  I  was  born  ; 
The  whaJe  it  whistled,  the  porpoise  roll'd. 
And  the  dolphins  bared  their  backs  of  ^Id  i 
And  never  was  heard  snch  an  outcry  wild, 
Ab  welcomed  to  life  the  ocean  ohild- 
I  have  lived  ^nce  then  ii\  calm  and  strife, 
Full  fifty  Bu  ■   '" 


Shall  come  on  Che  wide  uubonnded  >ea  1 

1  HAVE  PLUCKD  THE  FAIREST  FLOWER 
I  HiVe  plnck'd  the  forest  Bower,  I  have  dresm'd  in 

fani^a  bower, 
I  have  bask'd  in  Beaulj's  eyes,  I  have  mingled  melt- 
ing sighs. 

I  have  pluck'd,  &o. 
If  all  thofie  sweets  to  hire,  I'm  the  goiltiest  mnn  alive — 
Bnt  gentle  maids  believe  I  never  can  deceive. 
Nor  canae  jour  hreaat  to  heave  with  a  sad  heigh  ho. 
With  a  sad  beigh  ha,  with  a  sad  heigh  ho. 
Bnt  to  raise  in  beasty'i  frame  the  burning  blnah  of 
Nnr  bid  thp  laar  to  start,  far  he  it  &om  Dl;  heart. 

ns  spare  the  heart  ;dq  tbns  ensnare, 
Kfc  luH  vviiiuv  I  must  wear  with  n  sad  heigh  ho, 
With  a  mi  heigh  ho,  willi  a  aad  hei^h  ho,  &e. 


iiBR  home  t 
Sineini,  "  Fnnn  PaleBtine  liitber  1  corns, 
LadyB  lore,  Udya  love,  weloome  me  home  I" 
She  for  the  Troobodoar  hopeleaslj  wept, 
Sadlj  ibe  tbougbt  of  him  nhile  others  slept ; 


of  thee  would  T  might  i 
to  thine  hou 


rronbadoiir,  Troabadt 
Hark  I  ^Cwaa  the  Troubadour  hreBthing  her  lu 
Under  the  bnttlemenU  aottlj  he  cune, 
.  Singing,  "  FVom  PaJefltioe  hither  I  come, 
■LadjB  laye,  ladTe  kve,  welemae  me  home !" 


=.  THE  BRIDAL  RING. 

I  DftEANlJast  night  of  our  earlier  days. 

Ere  I  Bi^'d  for  Bword  and  feather, 
Wlien  we  dsnced  on  the  hill,  in  Che  moon's  pale  rays, 

Hund  iitnand  together  i 
I  Ihooght  joa  gave  me  again  that  kiss, 

More  iweeC  than  the  perfume  of  ipring. 
When  1  pressed  on  jonr  finger  love's  pore  golden 


Lndal  lUng ! 


!  the  Bridal  Ring  ! 
I  dreamt  I  heard,  then,  the  trompet  Mjund, 

And  al  once  was  forced  to  lerer. 
That  I  fell  on  the  heath  with  mj  IsM  death  woond, 

LoU  to  thee  fot  ever  1 
I  thoo^t  that  Ton  gave  me  again  that  kin 

Empearl'd  like  a  Qoner  in  spring, 
'Neath  ita  warmth  I  awoke,  on  thia  dear  hand  to  pna 

The  Bridal  Ring  I   Ilia  Brid^  Ring  I 


JENNY  JONES. 
Dud  UorgsQ,  I  lived  at 

t.Tafvd,UieflowBiof:  __._  .._ 

My  fftther  and  motlier,  too,  live  U  LUngoUen, 
Good  Irnth  I  was  bom  in  ths  (weelest  of  vtHa 


Anda? 

Par  twenty  long  yean  I  hars  ploDgh'd  tbe  alt  ooeui, 

And  wrVed  my  fuU  timB  ia  a  mau-o'-war  ihip  ; 
And  'deed,  goodnsH  knom,  ne  had  UoodabM  an- 
gagamenla. 

And  nUDj'  a  dark  Bt<»m  on  the  pitllen  deep. 
And  IVe  Ken  all  the  lands  that  an  famaiu  in  Itarj, 

And  many  fair  damaeli  to  gain  me  have  itrove  ) 
But  I  uid  in  my  heart  I  do  love  that  LlanEollen, 

And  nveeC  JenDj  Jonw  too,  in  truth  1  do  love. 

IVeKen^oodkineGeorfieuid LordUay'rof Londioiii   .' 

Withlungsof  fir  coontrica,  andmany  aqaeeot   ' 
The  great  Pope  of  Ronke,  and  the  Dnchesa  Ang^eoH, 

Up  from  Sing  Oeoive  to  Sir  Watkin  IVe  w«n. 
But  no,  notprinooBO,  ungi,  dakes.  nor  conudJaBionen, 

Mo,  ■DDdnen  knam  it,  my  envy  could  move  ; 
FarinSaedtaiivlieart  Idolore  that  Llangollen, 

And  tweet  Jenny  Jonee  too,  in  truth  1  da  love. 
I  parted  a  lad  from  the  vale  of  my  father^ 

And  IeA  Jenny  Jones  then,  a  cockel  yonng  laa ; 
Bat  now  I^  retom'd  a  norm-beaten  old  tUBnnr, 

Jenny  from  Jonea  into  Morgan  tbail  post. 
And  well  hre  on  oar  idieeeB,  and  oar  al»  in  eonCent- 

And  MU  thiODEh  ODT  dear  native  valley  we'U  rove  [ 

For  indeU  in  onrheartawe  both  love  Una  UaoodteD, 

And  iwaet  Jenny  Morgan  with  troth  will  I  lova. 


Then  quickly,  mj  dearest,  arise  &om  jonr  ■ 

And  make  the  night  day  with  the  hghl  of  joai  ejus. 
That  fairer  than  jou  no  one  ever  nmj  provA, 

The  brighl  mould  that  formed  yon  thej^e  broken 
my  love. 
And  DOW  yon  ntono  can  yonr  itn»^  renew. 

Then  oh  !  for  ereation'a  eaka,  nee  dearest  do. 

The  daylight  bu  loog  been  nmk,  fix. 
Pretty  Btar  i>f  my  HOnl  1  Heaven 'h  BtHra  ^-mtdiiDing, 

Sweet  dteain  of  my  alimiben,  ah  1    Ion,  pny  you 

Enchantreu  1  all  hearts  in  your  fetters  entwining. 

To  my  earayoa  aremnaic,  and  light  to  my  eyes: 

To  my  BnguiBh  yoa  are  balm,  to  my  plcwores  yon're 

To  my  tonch  yon  are  joy,  there's  the  world  in  yoor 


LT  of  my  aonl,  &e. 


SWEET  EYE8. 
Sweet  ejea,  sweet  eyes,  how  beaatifo)  ye  are. 

Sweet  eyes,  sweet  eyes,  how  mnch  je  seem  to  i 
Bright  OS  the  shining  of  a  star. 

In  Heaven,  (ar  away,  far  away. 
Then  how  ye  change,  and  how  ^e  close, 

As  thongh  ye  thought  yonr  light 
Too  dazzling  for  the  sight  of  those  g 

Who  live  like  me,  in  night. 


SwBBt  eypB,  <we*t  ejm,  how  dark  Iha  tTorld  wonld  be, 

Sweot  ej^f,  aweet  ejHs.  were  je  to  pua  Awa;  ; 
How  weak,  how  weak,  and  poor  onr  poeij , 

In  lunguage  whnt  demj,  whnt  deci^- 
*n>  Cnie  the  fraatfol  tongoe  can  apeak. 

To  all  each  hope  uid  fenr  ; 
Bat  to  a  glance,  itB  loice  bow  weak. 

How  feeble  to  ■  tear. 

Sweet  e;e«,  lie. 


WAPPING  OLD  STAIRS. 
YouK  MoUf  baa  never  been  bl»,  ihe  deolarea. 
Since  iMt  time  wb  purtsd  at  Wapping  Old  Staira  ; 
When  I  swore  that  1  Mill  wonld  contmue  the  aaam. 
And  gave  joa  tbe  iMCCO-bax  mark'd  with  m;  name. 
When  I  paas'd  a  whole  fortnight  between  deck*  with 

IHd  1  e'er  gife  a  kiss,  Tom,  to  one  of  the  crew  ? 
To  be  lueful  and  kind  with  m?  Thomas  1  ataj'd, 
For  hie  troweera  I  wseb'd,  and  his  grog,  too,  I  made^ 
Tho'  jou  promis'd  last  Sandaj  to  walk  in  the  null, 
With  aosan  from  Deptford,  and  likewiie  with  Sail, 
In  nlenoe  I  stood  ^nr  anlondnesB  tolear. 
And  onl;  upbraided  my  Tom  with  a  cear. 
Wh;  BhDiild  Soil  or  should  Susan  than  me  be  more 

For  the  heart  that  is  faithful  should  ne'er  be  despis'd ; 
Then  be  constant  and  kind,  nor  jroor  Molly  forsake. 
Still  your  troweeia  I'll  wash,  and  yonr  grog  loo,  I'll 


ENQ1.AJJD  THE  HOME  OF  THE  WORLD. 

HuL  to  thee  I  England,  bleat  Isle  of  the  coean, 
Tot  proud  deeds  awaken  the  fondest  emotion  ; 

Tbt  watch-wotd  of  freedom,  Che  bblh-plara  of  i^orf ; 


Hie  Jojs  thM  snTTannd,  bat  m  Englnnd  ttre  foon^ 
In  BnglHad  the  home  of  the  world — 
Cooeh'dla  her  I4on,  Brilajinia  reponi, 
EncirclM  bjr  Ltureb,  amid  her  bright  roaea — 
Her  tratiion  at  rest  tmd  her  btuiuera  ciu  forl'd. 

Hail  to  thee  England,  &«, 
Ye  v^D  furei^  '^inst  the  land  of  the  itraager. 
Who  woul<I  hj  disunion  ita  hleaaings  endanger. 
Go  «eek  foreign  climes  for  a  countrj  bo  gloruwu ; 
Ab  England,  old  Englimdf  for  ever  victorioos : 
Her  li^t  v/ui  the  beacon  that  eoided  to  freedom, 
Whed  nations  oppiesa'd  call'd  on  Enalaod  to  ud 

them- 

Her  clarion  ihe  blew,  stood  itAadfast  and  tme 

And  apread  her  thidd  orer  the  world. — 

Long  DUf  ha  nary,  triamphant]]'  a^na, 

And  armj  Btill  conqnor  with  connge  tmmiling, 

Their  thnuaer  for  ever  'gainst  tjranta  be  hnrl'd. 

Hail  to  tbee  GngUnd.  Ac. 


HARRY  BLUFF. 

WaENaboj,  HwrjBlnff  left  hia  friends  and  home. 
And  hia  dear  native  land,  on  the  ocean  to  roam : 
Uke  a  aapling  be  apmng,  be  waa  fair  to  the  new, 
Atid  wa)  tme  British  oak,  bojt,  when  older  he  grew. 
Though  hii  bod;  waa  weajc,  and  hia  handa  tlie;  were 


For  thongh  rated  a  bar,  he'd  the  son!  of  a  man. 

And  the  heart  of  a  troe  Britiah  aaolor. 


8a  tnu  to  bll  Ion,  and  in  bauta  H  bnre, 
The  myrtle  uid  Isonl  entwine  o>r  bis  gnrc 
For  hii  cDnntr;  he  tail,  Hheu  bj  rictoi;  crowned — 
The  flag  shot  swaj,  fall  in  tMWn  uvnnd : 
The  toe  thought  he'd  utmck — bat  he  anng  krut  \ 
And  Che  coloom  of  Enclnnd  be  niuled  to  the  nM&L 
Then  ha  died  like  a  troe  Btilub  wilor. 


IS  THERE  A  HEART. 

Is  there  a  heart  that  nerer  bved  * 
Nor  fell  soft  woman's  ^  I 

Ii  there  a  man  oaa  mark  nnmored. 
Dear  womao'*  Isarfol  eye  ? 

Oh,  bear  him  to  wime  distant  ahorv, 

Where  nODght  but  nragemotistera  rear 
When  lore  ne'er  de^oed  to  dwalL 

For  there's  a  oharm  in  womaa'a  e;e, 
A  lanfuage  in  her  tear, 


And  ha  w , 

With  bmtea  ^one  riioold  iiTe  ; 


Not  taste  that  JDf  which  oare  bBgiiilta, 
tj  her  vutnes  giTS. 


DRINK  TO    ME  ONLY  WITH  THINE  EYES. 


Drihk  to  me  onlv  with  thine  ej 
And  I  wHl  ple<^  with  mine  i 
Or  leare  a  kisa  bnl  in  the  cop. 


And  I-U  not  Uok  (or  wi 


Ngt  SO  much  hon( 

0,  that'thei 


9  givine  it  a  hopOf  that  there 

II  woulcl  not  witber'd  be. 

at  IboD  thereon  did'st  on!;  hresthe, 

Dce  then,  it  grows  and  anells  1  Btreai, 
Not  of  itself  bat  thee. 


O  SAY  NOT  WOMAN'S  LOVE  18  BOUGHT 

Ob  I  sa;  not  woman's  love  is  bonght, 
With  vain  aad  eraptr  tresaure  ; 

Oh !  saj  not  woman's  heart  is  can^, 
Bj  everj  idle  pleasure. 

When  flnt  her  gentle  boaom  knowi 
hate't  flame,  it  wandiTs  navap  : 

Oh  <  nj  not  woman'a  Itiae  as  fair  ; 

"Riat  like  the  bee  ehe  langes  ; 
Still  seeking  flowers  more  sweet  and  rare. 

As  Scble  fancj  changes : 
Ah,  no,  the  loie  that  Unit  can  warm 

Will  leave  her  bosom  never :  ' 

No  second  paraioa  e'er  ciin  clivm. 

She  Imree,  and  loves  for  ever ! 


LET  THE  WAITER  BRING  CLEAN  OLASaES. 

Let  the  wiuter  bring  olefm  glarao, 

With  s  fresh  ssp^  of  wme, 
For  I  6ee  by  &1I  your  faces 

Id  my  wuhes  }«a  will  join. 
It  ia  not  the  chamx  of  beantj 

Which  I  pDrpose  to  exptiun, 
We  Hvrhile  nill  lenre  thnt  dot; 

For  ft  more  prevailing  theme. 
To  the  health  I'm  tunr  propoung, 

Lefi  haie  one  fall  glui  at  lea^ 
No  one  hare  can  thinkt  imporing — 

Til  the  fooader  of  ibe  teut. 


MARCH  TO  THE  BATTLE-PIELU, 

MlRCB  to  the  bMtle-field, 

'Ibe  toe  a  now  before  u»  ; 
ExA  bmtt  ta  Freedom's  shield. 

And  hesTCD  ii  ahining  o'er  na  I 
The  noes  and  psina,  tbe  goUiiig  duini. 

That  kapt  onr  apirit  nnder. 
In  proud  diadaiii.we've  broke  sgaiD, 

And  tore  AWih  link  Aaoiider  ! 
Much  to  tbe  bsttle-field. 

The  foe  ia  now  before  ns ! 
Each  heart  ia  Preedom'a  ahield. 

And  heaven  is  shining  o'er  na  1 
Wbo  for  his  oonntry  brave 

Wonld  tij  from  her  invader  ? 
Who,  hia  baae  life  to  aare, 

WoaU,  traitor-like,  degnda  her  7 


Our  halloKod  cawe,  our  hucne  arid  lan^ 

■Gainst  tyrant  Power  snslaining  ; 
We'll  gAin  a  crowo  of  bri^bt  renown, 

Or  die,  our  rights  maintaining  '■ 
March  to  the  hattle-field. 

The  foe  is  now  before  as  : 
E^Hch  hetut  is  Freeilam's  shield. 

And  heaven  is  smUinE  o'er  dh  > 


TOM  BOWLING. 
Hbiu:  a  sheer  hnlk  lies  poor  Tom  Bowling, 

No  more  he'll  hear  the  tempeet  howling, 

For  death  has  brought  him  to. 
His  form  was  of  the  manliest  beauty, 

Hia  heart  WM  kind  and  3oft ; 
Faithful  below  he  did  his  duty, 

Tom  never  from  his  word  departed. 

His  friends  were  many,  and  tme-hearted, 

His  Foil  was  kind  and  fair  : 
And  then  he'd  sing  so  blithe  and  jolty. 

Ah  I  ma»y's  the  time  and  oft ; 
But  mirth  is  turuEd  to  melancholy. 

For  Tom  is  gone  aloft. 
Yet  shall  poor  Tom  find  pleasant  weather. 

Shall  give  (to  call  life's  crew  together) 

The  word  to  pipe  all  hands. 
Thus  death,  who  kinea  and  tors  despatches 

In  TMn  'Tom's  life  has  doff'd  ; 
For  Iho'  his  body's  under  hatches 

Bis  eoul  is  gone  aloft. 


HE  THAT  WILL  NOT  HEBRY  BE. 
He  thU  vill  not  merr;  merry  be, 

JUt  ha  in  Bridenell  be  Bhnt  up. 

And  bst  baond  to  a  post : 
Let  him  be  merrj  raeirj  there  j 

And  irell  be  merrf  merry  here  ; 

To  be  men;  tmotber  jear  ? 
He  IbM  Bill  not  merrj  merrr  be 

And  take  hit  glan  in  conree, 
Maj  he  be  obli^  to  drink  aoull  beer, 

Ne^er  a  pennj  in  his  pane ; 
Let  him  be  merrj,  &a 
He  that  will  not  merrj  merry  bo 

With  s  company  of  jollj  bOTS, 
Hbj  he  be  pUeaed  with  s  scolding  wife. 

To  oonfonnd  him  with  her  noiie. 
Lei  bim  be  meny,  &c. 
He  that  will  not  merry  merry  bo 

With  bia  minress  in  his  bed  : 
I^  him  be  boried  in  the  chon^jud. 

And  Bia  be  put  in  hia  atoHd. 
Let  !am  be  merry  &c 


QITE  ME  THE  RUBV  QKAPE. 

Lbt  loren  liiig  of  r»ea  aweet, 

EicUimi  the  toper  ny, 
Such  itraiDS,  fOr  mBadlin  bnciea  meet 

Bear  bx  (mm  me  amy. 
My  fancy  msnly  strains  would  apa, 

A  noble  th«M  proposes. 
GCto,  oh  give  me  the  roby  grape, 

And  mingle  it  with  roses. 


iven  ^TS  the  cmpe  for  Iwalth,  bnt  man 

Fnt  pouon  in  the  cap  ; 
Aai  wba  would  lore's  chute  power  eacapa. 

Which  half  our  blin  compoBeeP 
Giro  Uien,  givs  me  raby  gmpe, 

But  miogla  it  with  rosea. 

AWAY  WITH  MELANCHOLY. 


For  iriiat't  the  use  of  lighing, 

_  When  time  IB  on  the  wing  t 

re  prereut  it^  flying  ? 


Come  on  ye  lot}  hoars, 
Gaj  Bnuling  momenta  bring, 

Well  ittew  the  waj  with  flowera, 
And  menilr  merrilj  nde, 
Falla. 


WHEN  ARTHUR. 


When  ArtltBT  Gnt  in  conrt  hegm. 
To  wear  long  hanging  deevea ; 

He  entertained  tliree  Berving  men. 
And  all  of  thsn  were  thierei. 


Tbe  Bnt  be  wm  an  Iriitmun, 
The  KcoTid  ha  mu  ft  Soot ; 

The  thiid  he  tnt  a  WeLghmui, 
And  all  were  kiuiei  I  wot. 


UHiiebaagh  bnmt  ths  Irisman'B  throat. 

The  Scot  m*  droim'd  in  ale. 
The  Welshman  hail  hlw  to  hare  been  chok'd  bf 


Bnt  be  pnU'd  it  oat  bf  the  UuL 


MEET  ME  IN  THE  WILLOW  OLEN. 

Meet  Die  in  Um  willow  glan, 

Where  the  dItstt  moon  ia  beaminj:, 
Soo^  of  lore  111  erne  thee  then. 


No  prjiDg  eye  aball  come,  love, 
No  stcanger  toot  be  seen, 

Aod  the  bnaj  villai^  bam,  lore, 
Shall  echo  thiongb  the  glen. 

Meet  me,  he. 


To  melodious  mandolioB, 

^? 

Ilia     , 
No  ptjing  eje,  Sm. 


Mr  sODgi  1-U  BofClj  Uend,  loye : 
While  to  thee  mj  melodjr 
A  lODthing  belm  aball  lend,  love. 


BE88Y,  THE  SAILOR'S  BRIDE. 

Vooa,  Benj  mu  s  uilor'a  bride, 
*    "  "Ftosea, 

wtu  bf  her  ade, 

FOTcet  me  not,  forget  me  not, 

Whan  jTOa  are  far  from  me. 
And  whatA 

ShswiU 
A  twelTemonth  scarce  had  past  awaj, 

As  it  was  lold  to  me, 
Whan  Willj  with  a  gUdaome  henrt 

Came  home  agun  from  tea. 
He  bonnded  ap  the  cnggj  path, 

And  aonght  hU  cottage  door, 
But  hia  poor  wife  and  lovelj  child, 

Poor  Willj  WW  no  mora. 
"  Forget  me  not,  forgot  me  not," 

The  woida  rang  in  his  ear  ; 
He  asked  the  Qeighbonis  one  bj-  one. 

Each  answer  d  with  a  tear. 
ITiej  pointed  to  the  old  chnrch-jaid. 

And  there  his  youthful  bride, 
With  the  pretty  child  he  loied  ao  well, 

Ware  resting  wde  bj  aide. 


FAR  OVER  LAND. 


Wliers'er  I  ttay,  bj  night  or  d< 
Or  paciiig  MUth,  or  bnvini;  h 

Bkat  wonla  1  bh}'  &iid  daJljr  praj 
For  her  who  never  pniTi  for  e 

Vunl]'  alone  to  BHinta  I  kneel, 
■B  doublj  giyei 


AWAY,  AWAY,  TO  THE  MOUNTAIN'S  BROW. 
AWAT,  BWS]',  to  the  motmtain'a  brow. 

Where  the  tieet  are  gentlj  waving  ; 
AwBT,  awHj,  to  the  niount&in's  brow, 

Wliere  the  etream  ia  gently  laving ; 
And  beaotj,  mj  love,  on  thy  cheek  shall  dwell  [ 

Like  the  rose  when  it  ope's  to  the  day  ; 
And  the  lepbTr  thatbreaUiea  thro'  the  floneiy  dell, 

Shakes  the  sparkling  dew  drops  awaj. 

Awaj,  awaj,  to. 
Away,  B»»T,  to  the  rocky  glen. 

Where  the  deer  are  wildly  hounding  ; 
And  (he  hills  shall  echo  in  gladness  again 

To  the  hunter's  bogle  ttounding. 

And  beauty,  my  love,  &c. 


■  are  now  forUd  to  apeak,  that  once  familiar 
iport  to  sport  they  hurry  me,  to  banish  my  re- 


H  i   tBOTCB    MLLBCnOH 

The;  bid  me  seek  In  cbuige  of  scene  the  chamu  that 
Bat  were  I  in  a  foreign  Ucd,  the;  wonld  find  no 
TiB  trne  that  I  behold  no  more  the  Talley  where  we ' 
I  do  not  see  the  hawthorn  tree,  bnt  horn  can  I  forget. 
For  oh  I  there  aie  ho  manj  things  recall  the  put  to 
The  bieete  npon  the  mumj  Mils,  the  billows  of  the 


They  hint  that  she  forgets  mo 

Perhaps  like  me  she  struggles  with  each  feeling  of 

Bnt  if  she  fores  as  I  do  love,  she  never  can  forget 


"OHt  MO,  WE  NEVER  MENTION  HER!" 
Oh  !  am  I  then  remembered  still, 

Remembered  too  bj  thee ! 
Or  am  I  quite  forgot  by  one, 

Whom  I  no  more  shall  see  ? 
Yet,  say  no 

E^sh  imgnish  t< 
1  dare  t^ot  hope  to  bo  recalled. 

Yet  would  not  be  forgot. 
Hod  they  who  parted  ns  bnt  known 

How  hearts  Lke  onr's  can  feel, 
Thej  would  hsTO  spared  us  both  a  pang, 

nyond  their  power  to  beoL 


I  know  not  it  mj  heut'retaiiu, 

ICa  wonted  warmth  or  not  i 
Thong)]  I'm  forbid  to  think  of  thee, 

Tiwa'll  Doier  be  foigol. 
May'st  thoa  enjoy  that  peace  of  mind. 

Which  I  can  never  know, 
If  Chat's  denied,  m  j  prajer  shall  be, 

That  I  ma;  shan  ib;  woe. 
'Where'er  thou  art  m;  ever;  wish, 

Will  linger  o'er  that  spot, 
UTererr  thonght  will  lie  of  thee, 

Thonpi  I  may  be  forgot. 
If  we  ahoold  meet  in  after  jmm, 

Thon'it  find  that  I  am  ohanged  ; 
Mj  eje>  grow  dim,  mj  cheeks  grow  pale, 

Bnt  not  mj  faith  oatrang'd ; 
From  roem'ry'a  page  the  hand  of  death. 

Alone  thy  name  shall  blot, 
Porset,  forsske  me,  if  than  wilt, 

Tbou'k  nerer  be  forgot. 


MY  OWN  BLUE  BELL. 


le  blue. 

Thoagh  oft,  I  own,  I  have  foolishly  flown 

To  peeo  at  each  bud  that  was  newly  blown. 

1  now  have  done  witb  folly  and  fon, 

For  there's  nothing  like  constaocj'  nnder  the  son. 
My  own  bhie  bell  I  my  pretty  bine  bell  I 
I  nerer  will  rove  where  rosea  dwell ; 
My  winga  you  view  of  Toni  own  bright  hoe. 
And  ehl  never  doubt  but  my  hearth  troa  udi 


Some  Belles  and  Blaei,  iuroking  the  Kaae, 
And  talking  of  VMt  inlellcctmil  »iews  ; 
Their  crow-q^niU's  tip  in  the  ink  thej  dip, 
And  thej  prate  with  the  lore  of  e,  ksmed 


d  they  prate  v 
le  hdla  like  tb 


But  I  love  mr  own  blue  bell  that  bendi 
Pride  pa»se9  hep  hy — but  ahe  channi  mj    . 
With  ■  tint,  thai  reaembles  a  cloudleM  eky. 

My  own  bine  bell !  mj  pretty  blDe  beU  ! 

I  never  will  rove  where  rosea  dwell ; 

Mj  wiam  yon  view  of  yaar  own  bright  hne, 

And  obi  never  donbt  that  my  heart's  true  bine. 


THE  VOICE  OF  HEB  I  LOTE. 

How  sweet  at  close  of  silent  ere, 

Ths  harp's  responsiie  sonnd, 
How  sweet  (he  vowa  tbat  ne'er  decdve. 

And  deeds  by  virtue  crown'd' ; 
How  sweet  to  atC  beneath  a  tree. 

Id  some  delightful  grove, 
Bnt  »h  t  more  soft,  more  sweet  to  me, 

The  voice  of  her  I  love. 


Which  lephjra  waft  awaj ; 

The  frowns  of  fate  I  calmly  bear, 

In  humble  sphere  I 


ALICE  GRAY. 
Sbe's  all  my  tuiej  piunled  her,  she's  lovely,  "he's  Si. 
But  W  heiDt  it  is  onotlier's,  itnareieBDbeiiiinei 


Yet  I  hare  lov'd  ta  man  ns'er  lor'd,  ■  lore  witbout 

0)> !    mj  heart,  mj  heart  it  breaking  for  the  love  of 

Alice  Gnj. 
Her  dark  brown  hair  ii  braided  on  a  brow  of  Bpelleia 
Hei  soft  bine  aje  now  languishes,  now  floibes  with 


dsli^  ; 


Tlie  hair  ia  Raided  itot  {or  me,  the  eje  is  tamed 


I've  nuik  beneath  the  sammer's  sun,  and  trembled  in 

the  blait, 
Bnt  my  pilgrimage  ia  nearlj  done,  the  weary  conflict's 

past. 
And  wben  the  green  aod  wraps  my  grave,  may  pity 

haply.  Bay, 
Oh !  his  heart,  his  heart  ia  broken  for  the  lore  o( 

Alice  Gray. 


LOVE  AMONG  THE  ROSES. 

Young  Lore  flew  to  the  Paphian  bowir, 
And  gsther'd  sweets  from  many  a  flower. 
Prom  rosea  and  sweet  jcAsamine, 
Tho  lily  and  the  eglantine. 
The  graces  there  were  culling  posies, 
And  found  young  love  among  the  roses. 
O,  happy  day,  O,  joyous  hour  '■ 

Yonng  love-shall  dwell  vrilh  us  for  evw, 
Etpnnl  spring  the  vireath  compoees, 
Content  is  lovs  among  the  rosea. 


MY  NATIVE  SHORE,  ADIEU. 

Adieu!  adieu  1 — mj  lutiTe shore 

Fades  o'er  the  nsMrs  blue. 
The  Digbt-winds  dgh,  the  breaken  tow. 

And  shrieks  Ihe  mid  sea-mew- 
Yon  snn  ttui  sets  upon  the  aea. 

We  follow  In  hie  fli 


With  thee,  1117  bsik,  111  swiftly  go 

Athwart  the  foaminK  hrine  ; 
Nor  care  what  land  thoo  bear'st  me  to — 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  walcoDie,  je  dark  bine  waves, 

And,  when  ye  fail  nij  fligll^ 
W"elcome,  ye  aeaerts  and  ye  cares, 

M;  native  land  good  night. 


BE  MINE  DEAR  MAID. 


Twere  easier,  far,  bum  life  to  part, 

Than  cease  to  live  !or  jou. 
Mrsonl,  goae  forth  from  this  lone  breast, 

Livca  onlj,  love,  in  thine  ; 
There  is  its  onlj  home  of  rest. 

Its  dear,  its  chosen  Bhrine. 
Then  torn  thee  not  awaj,  1117  dear. 

Oh !  torn  thee  not  away,  kive  ; 
For  bi  the  Ught  of  truth  I  swear 

To  hjTO  thee  nij{ht  and  d^,  lore.- 


Ill  not  mine  eja  thy  bauit;  IotM, 

Mins  est  thj  tnnc^  rmoe  ; 
Bat  'tis  m;  bekrt,  thy  baart  approTn, 

A  life  endnring  choico. 
Ths  laik  alutll  flnt  forget  to  nng. 

When  mom  nnfoldi  the  But, 
En  I  by  dunga  or  ooUoras  ming 

Thj  toad  eonSdiug  bnut. 
'Bien  tan  thea  not  mnj,  mj  deu,  fto. 


O  NETEB  DOUBT  MY  LOVE, 

Oh,  nerai  doubt  my  lore,  thy  aoironB  III  ban 

And  nieet  ihall  1  ting,  while  the  night  Siei 

And  ere  the  mid  gloom  o'er  the  motintaias  id 


Oh,  nsTST  donbt  my  ion,  its  fondnns  AM  Uee>  thee, 
'Twill  aoathe  thee  lAeiie'er  by  the  rude  world  op- 
prest  : 
And  if  the  cold  hand  of  miifbrtnne  ahonld  -pnm  the* 
The  kngel  of  pity  yonll  find  in  my  breuU 

Oh,  nerer  doabt  my  ion. 


WHY  HOW  NOW. 


le  apoTt  of  such  i 
Saucy  jade ! 


O!  T13  LOVE!  TIS  LOVE! 

O!  Tislove!  "Us love!  "tislove! 

From  woman's  briglit  eja  gUncinft 
O  I  'tis  love  !  'tis  iova  !  'tia  love ! 

Even  heart  entrandnr. 
What  claima  the  monareh'a  duty  ? 

WhBi  soothes  the  pemant's  pain  ? 
What  melts  the  haughlj  beantj. 

And  conqnera  her  disdain  ? 

0  !  'tis  to™  !  &c, 

0!  tia  Iova !-'ti8  lore!  "^lovsl 
The  warrior  doth  inspire. 

That  kindles  soft  deaire. 

In  palaces  or  vales. 
In  Hiy  aaJoona  near  tonntains, 
"ISa  love  alone  prevaiU. 

O! 'tis  lore  !&c 


THE  LAND  WE  LIVE  IN. 

The  sparkling  liqnor  fills  the  slam. 
And  briakiy  n>nnd  the  board  it  Koa  ; 

The  toastjot  course,  our  favoariWlaas, 
We'll  drinli  confusion  to  our  toea. 


OT    NinONtl.   S0N09. 

Itwn  eMb  in  tarn,  catch  the  glee, 


Then  let  M  all  IhrOQehont  aeres, 
Witb  a  load  haiu  sad  thn»  times  tiiree, 
Hoizal  leave,  "Theluidweliieia.'' 
The  oaoti^n  alwBjTi  gixel,  "  Ths  Kiag  -" 


1  give,  "  The  land  we  hw  in." 

Then  let  ai  all,  &c 
8oms  felks  maj  eavy  foreign  porta, 

And  ffiah  to  gain  a  foreign  ahore  ; 
Wbj,  let  them  go  with  all  oar  hearts. 

We  dull  be  plflgn'd  with  them  no  moi 
Then  while  od  abrnt,  let's  aJl  agree. 
The  Bone,  the  toaat,  &c. 


THE  OLD  COMMODORE. 
Od'sbuwd^  wliat  a  time  for  a  seaman  to  tknlk 

Under  gingerbread  hatches  ashore  ; 
What  a  d— d^bad  job  that  this  batter'd  old  hulk 


But  the  puppies,  as  tbej  pa 
Cocking  np  their  Bqaintinj 
:n  down  the  old  comn 


That  ■»  the 


ID  distins,  like  a  ghip  wHtsr-Iogg'd, 
'-rops  Bt  hand,  or  an  oar  ; 
ift  bj  mj  crew,  and  maj  I  ba  flogg*!! 


But  the  doctor'a  b  Bon  of  a  w— s. 
WhilB  I'm  swaUowine  bia  slops 


Musn't  flatlflr,  commodore,  sajs  he 

Far  the  bulletg  aod  the  gont 

Have  BO  knock'd  jonr  hull  abmt, 

That  joall  never  more  be  St  for  set 

What,  no  sum  to  be  afloat  ?  blood 

I'm  a  saamao,  and  odIv  three  score  ; 

And  if,  aa  they  tell  me,  I'm  likelv  to  die, 

Oadzooki !  let  me  not  die  on  ehore. 


F  blood  and  tvajl  thaj 
three  score  ; 


The  tough  old  oominodore — 

The  Bghttng  old  commodore :— He '. 

Whom  the  devil,  dot  the  gont. 

Nor  the  Preoch  dogs  to  boot. 

Shall  Idll  Idll  Oiej  grapple  him  at  sea. 


THE  BRITISH  GRENADIERS. 

Upon  the  pl^ns  of  Flandets, 

Onr  fathers  long  ago, 
Tbej  fonsht  libs  Aleianden 

Beneath  old  Morlborgagh ; 
And  Etill  in  fields  of  conqofwt, 

Oor  Taloor  bright  has  gbona. 


With  Wolfs  and  Abereromtne, 

And  Moore  itui  WellinEtOD. 
Onr  plnmts  have  wsted  in  combaa, 

lliat  ne'er  ahiill  be  forgol. 
Where  mnnj  n  mightj  Bquidron 

Reeled  bnckwardt  from  our  dwt. 
In  chafes  xilb  the  hajonet, 

We  lead  oar  bold  compeerB  ; 
Bnt  Frenchmaa  like  to  M»j  not 

Far  BritUli  grenadiers. 

Once  br&Tel;  ai  Vimiera 

They  hoped  to  plaj  their  parta. 
And  sing  tal  lira,  lire, 

Td  cheer  their  drooping  hearts. 
Bnt  English,  Scotch  and  Paddy  whacki. 

We  gave  threB  liBarly  cheers. 
And  (he  French  aoan  turned  thnr  hacks 

To  the  British  grenadiers. 

At  9t.  Sebostiano, 

And  Badajoa'  town, 
Tboogh.  raxing  like  lolcanoea 

The  shell  and  shot  came  doini. 


■amparCalu 
ritisb  eniig 


la  gtorioui  victory. 

And  what  oonld  Bonaparte, 

With  all  his  enrasaiers, 
In  battle  do,  at  Waterloo, 

With  British  ^nadien  ? 
Then  ever  iweet  the  drum  shall  beat 

ThAt,march  onto  onr  eare. 
Whose  martial  roU  awakes  the  ttnil 

Of  British  n 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURU. 


Ii  happ;  in  ita  littla  nsj, 

And  finda  exutouoe  cweet. 
The  brntcB  which  peridi  too,  onjn; 

A  (hort  but  b^py  t^gn  ; 
Delight  anmingled  with  aBitf, 

And  pleasure  frm  from  jnijl. 
Hie  nioged  leiutoU  of  tba  ui 

On  pleainre'g  piniona  borne, 
liTe  thonghtleu  and  deroid  Of  cnn, 

Hii  infancT  is  weak  aod  run, 

His  nniUi  the  paaMons  rend  ; 
His  prune  of  life  is  care  and  ptun. 

And  death,  coid  death  hia  end. 
Ttw  emptj  blast  of  noin  air 

Whioli  aweepi  the  vallejB  o'er 
Races  and  Bwells  a  moment  there. 

And  then  te  heard  no  more. 
Snch  is  the  life  of  man,  a'blaat 

Unmeaning  and  forlorn, 
Which  bnt  pmclaiipa  this  tenth  at  bit. 

That  man  was  made  to  maam. 


STEAM  ABM. 

On,  wonderg  anre,  wiU  nerer  oe 
While  Horki  of  art  do  lo  increa 
Ho  matter  wliether  Id  war  or  pi 
Han  can  do  whaterer  the;  pleai 


A  nrioni  tala  I'm  goiiu  to  oufbld 
le  tiU  of  nm,  u  I  un  told, 
About  ■  »ld[er  itont  and  bold, 
WboM  wife  tin  nid  mi  an  amuit  Kold. 

RiMona,&o. 
At  W«t«rioo  he  liwt  an  aim, 
Wbich  gSTe  him  piun  and  great  alum, 
But  be  MOD  got  well,  and  gmw  quite  calm. 
For  a  ihilling  a  daj  wta  a  Mirt  o'  balm. 


Ha  want  at  onoa,  itTangB  it  ma  j  seem. 
To  have  Due  made,  to  worii  br  tteam, 
Pot  a  raj  of  hope  b^aii  to  ^eam, 
That  force  of  aniu  would  win  her  esteem. 

Kil6otal,&& 
The  Hmb  was  Snished,  and  flied  imto 
Uii  ttomp  of  a  tboulder,  neat  and  tme, 
You'd  hare  thongbt  it  there  br  natora  grew, 
-   Foi  it  node  to  ita  place  ai  tight  as  ^ne. 

Ititaonl,dHt. 

Ha  started  home,  aud  knock'd  at  the  door. 
His  wife  bar  abuse  began  to  pour. 
Ho  tamed  a  small  ^eg,  and  befots 
He'd  time  to  think,  she  fell  ou  the  fioor. 

With  polineman  aoon  the  place  waa  ftllM, 
'  But  ererr  one  he  ncarlj  kdl'd, 
For  the  soldier's  arm  had  been  so  drill'd, 
That  once  in  action,  it  conlJ'nt  be  ttill'd. 

Ilitaoral,««. 


The  Major  cried,  "  Siske  jour  Art  if  joo  dare !" 
When  (hid  atc&m  um  knock  \i  him  out  of  hJA  chair. 

This  isis'd  iu  court  a  lut  of  cluaonr, 
The  arm  going  like  an  auctioueer'a  humnBT 
It  fell  in  Bcipht  like  h  pavionr's  rammer. 
And  man;  mlh  fear  hegau  to  stammer. 

KitoaTa],&o, 
He  wu  locked  in  a  cell,  from  doing  harm, 
lo  satistT  Ihem  who  had  still  a  qualm. 
When  aU  at  once  thej  had  an  alarm. 
Dona  fell  the  walla,  and  out  popp'd  the  am. 

KiCoanl,&c 
He  aaoD  escaped,  and  reached  hia  door. 
And  knocked  1^  steam  rapa  half  a  score. 
But  aa  (he  arm  in  power  grew  more  and  more. 
Bricks,  mortal,  ana  wood  aoon  Mrew'd  the  fioor. 

Bi  too  ral,  &C. 
With  eagemes  he  stepped  orer  each  chair, 
FoppM  into  the  room,  hiB  wife  was  there, 
O  come  inCo  mj  arma,  >he  cried  !  mj  dear, 
When  his  ateamer  smuli'd  the  crockerr  ware. 

KitDo»l,&e. 
He  left  his  house,  at  lenrtb  outright. 
And  wanden  about  just  like  a  sprite  ; 
For  he  cant  get  sleep  either  by  oaj  or  nightj 
And  hia  arm  keepa  moring  with  two  horse  mi^iL 


CHILD  OP  EARTH  WITH  THE  GOLDEN 
HAIR. 
Child  of  earth  with  the  golden  hair, 
Thj  eoul'ii  too  pots  and  ihj  face  too  fur. 


To  dwell  vith  ereatares  of  mortal  mould, 
Wlune  lipa  us  warm  as  their  hearti  ve  cold  ! 
Ronm,  roam,  to  our  tairj  bome. 
Child  of  earth  nith  the  golden  hair. 
Thoa  >halt  daace  nitb  the  fair;  qoeeu, 
Througli  summer  nighli,  on  the  moonlit  gram. 
To  monic  mnrmnring  sivePter  far. 
Than  e?Br  was  heard  "neath the  morning  atari 
Roam,  rooai,  &c 
111  rob  of  ita  sweet  the  honihle  hee, 
111  cmiih  the  wine  from  the  cowslip  tree  ; 
I'll  poll  the  berrice,  111  trap  the  bed, 
Of  down;  moss,  and  the  poppies  red. 

Boom,  roam,  tm. 
Dim  sleep  shall  woo  thee,  my  darling  boj, 
In  her  mildest  moods  wiUi  dieams  of  joj, 
And  when  the  morning  ends  her  leign, 
Fleasoie  shall  bid  thee  welcome  again. 


THERE'S  A  LIGHT  IN  HER  LAUGHING  EYE, 

TaEBE'8  a  light  in  her  laaghing  eye,  ^ 
■         >  '■      '  *    m  the  mind  within  ; 

in  the  ekj, 
m  the  world  that  knows  no  sin. 
There's  a  charm  in  her  graoiaus  smile, 

A  charm  that  driTss  e«ch  donbt  awa; : 
As  the  daWD  to  some  foror'd  isle, 

la  the  dawn  of  hope  to  sameslorions  daj. 

There'!  a  light,  &a. 
O,  them's  a  charm  in  her  gentle  dgh, 

A  Toice  that  whispers  ofjoy  and  love  ; 
As  the  mnrmnring  hreeia  in  its  melody, 
lis  a  whisper  we  catch  from  the  blest  above. 
Iliere's  a  light,  An. 


SOME  LOVE  TO  ROAM. 

BOME  lore  to  roun  o'er  the  dsrk  am  fouu, 

When)  the  "hrill  win<U  whiitle  free  ; 
But  >  dunen  band  in  a  monnlBin  land. 

And  lifbin  the  woodH  forme. 
Wben  moniiDg  beams  in  the  momitain  strensu, 

Ohi  Dierril^fortbwega; 
To  follow  the  >tai  o'er  tl»  slippeiy  crag, 

And  to  chase  t£e  bouading  roe. 

Ye  liD,  je  ho,  Ac 
rhe  doer  we  matk,  in  the  forest  dark. 

And  the  uonUnx  vmlf  we  tra^  ; 
And  oar  right  gooa  (^eer  i'  the  wild  wood  here, 

Oh,  nhf  diould  the  hnnter  ladi  F 
With  iteadj  aim  at  the  bonndiiig  game. 

And  a  heart  that  feua  no  foe  j 
To  the  dariuinne  riade  in  the  foreit  shade. 

Oh,  meml;  foAi  we  go. 

Ye  ho,  je  ho,  ke. 


ISABEL. 
WakbI  dearest  waks!  and  again  united. 

Well  pore  by  Tender  wa, 
And  where  our  fint  rows  of  lore  woe  plighted. 

Our  last  ferewell  shall  be. 
Tbsm  oft  I  bare  gu'd  on  thf  emilea  delighted. 

And  there  I'll  part  from  thee. 
Inbel !  Inbel  t  Iwbel  I 

One  look,  tho'  that  look  be  in  aortow. 
Fare  thee  well !  &re  thee  well !  fare  thee  well ! 

Far  hence  I  shall  wander  lo-moirow. 
Dark  is  my  dooni,  and  from  thee  I  HTW, 

Whom  I  hare  lev'd  aloae  ; 
Twere  cruel  to  link  thj  &te  for  ergr^ 


JtaA  irhen  at  length  in  these  lovelj  bmr'n. 

Some  hsDpier  joiUliToa  see  ; 
And  joa  cdU  for  hinrBpring^  aireeteit  floo'n, 

And  he  dogs  of  lore  to  thee. 
When  joa  Ungfa  wiUi  him  at  theae  ram^'d  hoan, 

Oh  <  tell  him  to  love  like  me. 

Iuhe1,ftii. 


THE  DEW  IS  0*1  THE  GRASS. 

tJOPTLV,  Wftlj  Kill  I  puss, 

Ab  I  Steal  ont,  love,  to  thee, 
When  the  dew  ia  on  the  grau, 

And  the  moonlight  on  the  tree. 
When  the  loft  winds  in  the  shade, 


In  the  bosom ,. 

When  the  dew  ia  on  tlie  gnuB, 

And  the  moonlight  on  the  tre^ 
Softlj,  softliwill  Ipaas, 

As  I  Bteil  oat  to  thee. 

Oenllj,  gentlj  will  I  glide. 

To  OUT  quiet  liTMiag  tree. 
When  Ibe  ran*!  iBiit  bmm  l^th  died, 

And  the  nui  look  on  the  KB ; 
When  the  moonbeam  pale  and  cold, 

QUnoei  thro'  the  fonsl  shade. 
Shall  Chr  tales  of  ten  be  told. 

And  &J  Tona  of  trath  be  inode, 

Wban  thedew,  Ita. 


THE  SICILIAN  MAID. 

I  XHIff  a  Sidlian  i 


widen  woold  choose  for  henelf. 
He  kept  her  cIoh  ailder  control, 

Bj  m«fmR  of  A  strong  lock  and  kfy. 
Thig  mudeo  one  evening,  poor  Kiat, 

Look'd  down  from  ber  Isltioe  on  me. 

Her  Trindow  with  iron  he  bniT'd, 

To  nons  she  coold  ntter  n  word  ; 
I  thonght  it  was  monatrooa  hard, 


rt  faU  of  gloe, 
And  said,  shoold  the  house  be  on  fire. 


till  her  btlwr  awrikc, 
And  let  down  tbia  poor  tremhting  maid. 

He  nai  nearl;  dead  with  the  fright, 

Bat  no  flame  nor  no  sparki  could  be  M«  ; 

Then  tbu  majden  fiew  (town  with  delight. 
And  qnicklr  got  wedded  to  me. 


BONNIE  DOON. 

Y>  flowerr  Iienks  o'  bannie  Dood, 
Hon  can  je  bloam  aae  fair  ? 

How  can  je  cbant,  re  little  birda, 
Andlueb'o-cue! 


TboBllbmkmTbearti  thoatKHiniebird, 

Thst  Kngf  lipon  the  bough  ; 
Thou  mind*  me  a'  the  happf  dk^i 

WIioD  my  fame  lure  ma  troe. 
Tbaall  brank  mj  heart,  (houbonnie  bird, 

ThHt  «nga  beeide  thr  male ; 
For  ue  I  at,  and  ne  I  ong. 

And  wut  na  o'  mj'  fata. 
Aft  hae  I  rar'd  bj  bonnie  DooD, 

To  He  the  woodbine  twine, 
And  ilka  bud  aaUK  o'  its  lore. 

And  aaa  did  I  o^mine. 
Wl'  lightaoQie  heart  1  pa'd  a  roM 
And  mi  f*oaa  lover  stole  the  roae. 


Ajdrnrj  ndoming 
Tbt  muiderer'i  waj, 

When  yooi^  hope  wna  gaj  ! 
The  blue  hills  are  ihronded. 

The  gTOTBi  are  o'ereagt, 
The  bnght  alreami  are  cloaded, 

ThB  breeie  i>  a  blast  i 
The  light  hath  departed 

The  doU  noon  of  lih. 
And  hope,  timid-heaned, 

Uath  fled  from  the  ttnfe. 


WHEN  BIBO  THOUGHT  FIT. 


Whek  Bibo  thoqghl  fit  from  the  «orid  to  retnat, 
Ab  full  of  Champugne  us  an  en's  full  of  meat ; 
He  Kak'd  in  tlie  boat  and  to  Chkron  he  said. 
He  woald  be  ron'd  bock  for  hs  was  not  jet  dead  ; 
Trim  the  boat  and  ait  quiet,  ■lem  Charon  replied, 
Yoa  maj  have  forgot  joo  were  drunk  when  jou  died. 


DAME  DURDEN. 


DiMB  Dniden  kept  6m  Berring  girla. 

To  cawy  the  mulling  jiail ; 
^ie  also  kept  five  labouring  men 

To  ose  the  epade  and  flau. 
TwBi  UoU  and  Bet,  and  Doll  and  Kat«,  and  Dototl^- 

Draggletail, 
And  John  and  Dick,  and  Joe  and  Jack,  and  Hnm- 
pbrej  with  his  flail. 


And  Joe  kio-d  DoUr, 
And  Jack  kin'd  KMtr, 


And  Dorothj  Uia^letiiil. 
And  Humphrey  ynui  hia  fUil 
And  EittT  whs  a  ehamiing  girl  to  cmt;  tbe  nuUdng 


TwM  MoH  u>d  Bi 


TwM  on  tlw  iDom  of  TalentDUi 
The  1>irdB  began  to  prMe, 

Dame  Diirden^  aerrants,  maida  aod 
Tber  all  bt^gau  to 


Tmu  Hon  and  Bet,  tUL 


N  Old  England 
.7b  ■»  landed  ou . 

Secnra  from  tbe  atormH  of  the  i 
For  great  George,  and  his  canse, 
For  oar  conntrj  and  lawn. 

We  bare  conquered,  and  will  do  again. 
Wboe  the  nan's  orient  ra; 
Firat  opens  the  da; 

On  IndiaV  extended  dmuin, 
The  iwarthj-faced  foes. 
Who  dared  to  oppoae, 

We  haxe  conquered,  and  will  do  ag«n. 
Oome,  my  brare  heuta  of  oali. 
Let  na  dnuk,  tinr  and  Joke, 

Whila  bere  on  Uie  ihon  we  lemun  > 
When  oar  coonCi;  dRiwnds, 
With  hearts  and  with  bands. 

We  an  nadj  to  amqaer  again. 


A  HOLY  FRIAB. 

£  AH  A  friar  of  orders  ST^Ji 
And  down  the  vttlliss  f  tiike  toj  waj  ; 
I  poll  not  blackben;,  haw  or  hip. 
Good  iW™  of  TOn'Km  does  fill  mj  scrip, 
Kr  long  beard  roll  I  merril]'  duiunt, 
yfbtnver  1  jraJk  no  monf^  I  want  i 
And  whj  I^»o  plump  the  reason  I'll  Mil — 
Who  leads  »  goodlife  is  Bare  to  live  well. 


nut  tnat  IB  iHt  pallet  and  cioni 
Myself,  bj  denial,  I  morti^— 
With  a  dainlj  bit  of  a  warden 
I'm  cloth'd  in  sack -cloth,  for  mi  sm  ; 
With  old  sacli  wine  I'm  lin'd  within  ; 
A  chirping  cap  ii  m^  nutiii  sons, 
AndthBTeBpflr^abelliamybowt,  cuag,dong. 
What  baron  or  squire,  Sx. 


ERE  ARODND  THE  HUGE  OAK. 

Eke  around  the  huge  oak  that  o'eishadows  ;od  mill, 

The  fond  It;  had  dar'd  to  entnine  ; 
Ere  [he  church  was  a  min  that  noda  on  the  hill, 

Or  a  rook  built  ila  neat  on  the  pine. 

Coald  t  tnce  back  the  time,  a  lai  distant  date, 
Since  mj  foiebtliBTs  toil'd  in  thia  field  ; 

And  the  tiim  1  now  hold  on  jout  honour's  sMats, 
It  the  lame  which  m;  p— *•-'—  ""'■' 


Ho,  Hying,  bsqnmth'd  to  hia  wn  >  good  nune, 

Which  onnUly'd,  dwcended  to  me  j 
PorniTdiild  rvBprejerr'dit,  nnbl«midi'dwithdi«IlML 

And  it  rtOl  from  ■  Bpot  ahsU  be  free.  ■ 


OHl  TURN  THOSE  DEAR,  DEAR  EYES  AWAY, 

Oh  1  turn  those  da»r,  dear  ejes  bw»j, 
Mj  cheek  with  love  ii  blushing ! 

And  though  a  smile  mnj  o'er  it  plaj, 
Mj  ejes  with  tean  are  goBhing, 

Oh  !  loolt  not  in  my  eyes  lore. 
They  tan  a  tale  to   ' 

""-Jtmyblnaha 


Nor  Uiten'to  m;  nghJi,  li 

For  blnahn,  nglu,  and  e 

All  ipeak,  all  speak  fo 


TIS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OP  SUUMER. 

Tre  the  kit  rote  oF  sonuner 

Left  blooujing  alone  ; 
Alt  her  lopely  companions 

Are  faded  and  gone  ; 
No  fioWBT  of  her  kindred, 

No  ro«e-hnd  is  nigh. 
To  reflect  back  her  blaihn. 

Or  give  ogh  for  sigh. 
Ill  not  leave  thee,  thon  lone  ana. 

To  pine  on  thj  stem. 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping, 

60,  sleep  thou  with  them  j 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 


Aod  from  life^  ahining  cirelfl 
The  gema  drop  »waj  ; 

When  troB  hewrts  he  wither'cl 
And  fond  onea  are  flowti, 

Oh  I  who  Cionid  iohaliit 
This  bleak  norld  alone  I 


KATE  KEARNEY. 

Oh  !  did  Toa  ne'er  hear  of  Kite  Keanwj, 
Bbe  dwells  on  the  banks  of  Bjtjarnef , 

From  the  glance  of  ber  eje,  shnn  danger  and  flf. 
For  hiaVt  the  glance  of  Kate  Kearny. 
For  that  Eje  {3  to  modeath  beaming, 
Von'd  ne'er  thiik  of  mischief  sbe'e  dreaming. 

Yet,  Oh  !  I  can  tell,  how  htal-a  the  apell. 
That  tuika  in  the  aje  of  Kate  Kearney. 
Oh,  should  yon  e'er  meet  this  Kate  Kearney, 
Who  dwells  on  tie  banks  of  KiUaniw, 

Beware  of  her  smile,  for  many  a  wue, 
Lms  hid  is  the  amile  of  Kato  Kenmey. 
'Iho'  abe  looks  so  bewitchingly  nmple, 
Vet  there'a  miacbief  in  merj  dimple. 

And  who  datsi  inhale  her  aofl  spicy  gsle, 
Hnat  die  by  the  breath  of  Kate  Keamq. 


THE  ARAB  STEED. 
Ob  !  bring  me  but  my  Arab  staec 

Mj  prinody  Prensi's  right, 
And  I  nill  to  the  battle  nieed, 

To  guard  him  in  th;  DgM. 


Hii  noUto  cieat  111  naadlj  wear. 
And  gird  hii  warl  uoood, 

.  Bat  I  mxM  to  the  field  npsic, 

For  buk  '.  the  timnpaU  uimd. 
Oh,  with  my  Ar»b  atoed  I'll  go, 

'Hid  battle's  gloriooa  erf, 
Mt  »o™reiga  meeli  Ih"  inTBdiiu  foe, 

Hi  mye  or  with  him  die. 
Hii  buLihioB  ^dit  the  bnre  h«11  bw 

Hii  cooiHT  paws  tbn  groond  ; 
Bat  1  nuiN  to  the  Add  tepair. 


HURRAH  FOR  THE  ROAD. 

HintiLiH  o'er  Hoanelow  llflaUi  to  nwm, 

Humh  for  the  bUII j  boar  ; 
WheD  the  mooD  lovki  pale  from  her  lohj  6oaiB, 

As  »  maid  from  her  Wtle  tonV, 
When  sparks  of  Ore  from  mj  conair'i  itoed 

Spring  flashing  at  eiei?  goad  ; 
And  the  distant  aonod  of  wheeli  I  greet, 

Then  hnrrah,  hoirih  for  the  loadt 
Stop,  Btop's  the  word,  sU  dread  to  bear, 

Yonr  gold  and  toot  g^ras  resign  ; 
■When  mj  pistol's  cock  d,  and  my  looki  leTerc, 
'    For  a  despentto  life  is  mine. 
How  ladies  scream,  how  with  nge  men  ^ow, 

While  their  panes  I  onload  ; 
Then  I  cry  good  ni^t,  with  a  smile  and  a  bow, 

And  hurrah,  hurrah  tor  the  road  ! 
What  mirth  at  joriafs  hone  of  call. 

O'er  wina-cap  oar  deeds  to  teU  ; 
To  forget  one  Jbt  we  mnst  paj.for  all, 

Andiwiog  hi^  to  tha  diawal  baU. 


Bemone  too  Ute,  thia  deipised  he&rl, 
Wh;  vith  dungeon  fetters  bode  ? 

With  cDiinge  I've  lii'd,  so  mlh  life  I'D 
Then  hornhf  hurrah  tar  the  rood ! 


DO  YOU  EVEE  THINK  OF  ME. 

Do  you  erer  think  of  me,  lore  ? 

Do  jou  erer  think  of  me  ? 
When  I'm  swaj  from  thee,  lore. 

With  say  hark  upon  the  sea  ? 
Hj  thoughts  are  eier  turning, 

On  the«,  where'er  I  roam, 
And  mj  heart  is  ever  yearning. 


Then 


m  mj  bark  is  on  the  se 


The  Etreamlet  and  the  willow, 

No  ;  1  fancj  thon  art  near  me, 
When  the  galos  are  mnrmuring  bj. 

When  the  waves  alone  can  hear  me. 
And  'tit  bat  the  lephjr's  ligh. 

Then  tell  me,  bk 

THE  LIGHT  OF  OTHER  DAYSl 


moming'B  mwiUa  elonded, 
iw  ahtmuled, 

Hie  I«Bf  which  »nttuiin  tempeita  wither. 

The  birds  which  there  take  wing. 
When  winter  winds  are  pan,  come  liitber 

To  wfijcome  bade  the  spiing  ' 
The  TBij  ivj  on  the  min, 

Ja  Kloomfal  life  displajn  ; 
BU  the  he4rt  aloiie  seai  do  i 

The  light  of  other  daji. 


HAIL,  SHILlNa  HORN, 


U  preeence  darkneae  aiea  nnj. 


MBBEY  ROW  THE  BONNY  BARK. 

O  1  HEBBT  row,  O  menr  row, 

Ike  bonn;,  bonny  bejk, 
BriDE  book  mj'  lore  to  calia  mj  woe, 

Buore  the  nif^t  grows  dark  ; 
H>  Donald  wears  a  bouDet  bine, 
A  bonnet  bine,  a  bonnet  blue, 
A  uiow-wlule  rose  npon  ic  too, 
A  Highland  UdU  he: 


Her  absent  lore  Iwwail : 

The  wsTM  ran  high,  the  wsyee  ran  high, 
Aud  dark  and  murkj  -wsa  iLe  skj. 
The  billows  load  did  row. 


IT)  BE  A  BUTTERFLY. 


I'd  bo  a  bntteiflT  bom  in  n  bower. 
And  kining  all  bnda  that  are  preltj  and  Bweet 
I'd  be  B  butterfly,  jcc 

Oh  I  coold  I  [alter  the  wand  of  a  Faiir. 

I'd  have  a  pair  of  those  beautiful  wings, 
Tb^  Bnrnmer  day's  ramble  is  Bporttve  aod  airy, 

They  sleep  in  a  nae  ^lere  the  aightingale  sings  ; 
Those  who  have  wealth  must  be  watchful  and  wary, 

Power,  alas  1  nonght  but  misery  brings. 
I'd  be  a  bntterflj,  sportive  and  aity, 

Rook'd  in  a  rose  where  the  nightingale  dngs. 
I 'd  he  a  butterfly,  &c 

What  thoDEh  you  tell  me  «ach  gay  little  mrer, 
Shrinks  from  the  breath  of  the  first  sutmnn  day, 

Snrely  tis  better  when  lommer  is  over. 
To  die  nhen  all  fur  things  are  fading  amy; 


him."       ""■     ^^-^  "W  8  bottle  to  ^ 
^d  WB  all  know  etWBitT.n       ™,?'""j 


THE  MIN8TREL  BOY. 
Tse  miiutrel  boy  lo  tha  »«■  i.  «_. 


Ths  Tmnstrel  feU,  bnt  the  fbenuui'a  cluini, 

Cooid  not  ItBBp  his  prond  Mnil  nnder, 
The  harp  he  loTeil  ae'er  apoka  tgua. 

And  tud,  "  no  chaiQB  ehall  anllj  thee, 

Thoo  «oal  of  lovB  and  bravarj, 
Thr  Bon^  were  rnadB  for  the  pore  and  tree. 


Thr  Bon^  were  nuulB  for  the  pore 
Thej  ihill  never  Bound  in  alaTei 


THE  FILQRIM  OF  LOVE. 

A  HiRHTT'thit  dwells  in  th?ee  Botitadeg  erWd  m 

As  veary  and  faint  o'er  the  moantain  1  pren'd 
The  sfed  man  pansed  on  hia  MafT  to  accost  me, 

And  pruffer'd  hia  cell  as  mj  miuiaian  of  rest. 
Ah  I  no,  holj  father,  at  onward  I  rove, 

No  Teat  bnt  the  giaTC  for  the  pilgrim  of  love. 
K»,  lanj  mj  xm,  till  (he  burning  nooi 

Let  groiw    '        '  '  ■"  " 

Thejolceof 


C9  ihelter  thine  head  j 
nice  of  ripe  mnHstel  Sowi 

Ahl  ""         "" 


COME  WHERE  THE  ASPENS  QUIVER. 

Comb  when  the  aapena  quiver 
Down  bf  (he  fkiwing  river : 

Bring  ^nr  guitar,  bring  jota  guitar. 

Sing  me  the  aonga  1  loro. 
Sing  me  of  fame  and  glorj. 
Sing  of  the  poor  maid^  it(^,  ' 

Wlwn  her  tnie  love  did  ]<       ""  " 
CUJ'd  Co  the  boll 


Ivvntr. 

Conie  id>eTe  the  a^m,  it* 


CoKW  ta  (h«  kM  TO 


Sing  me  of  false  hopea  blighted. 
Sing  nw  of  fond  Una  alighted  ; 
8uig  of  the  iewj  Boner, 
Bing  of  the  er'ning  >Ur. 


BLACK-EYED  SU8AM. 
All  In  the  Downs  the  fleet  waa  moor'd, 

Mlien  black-ajed  SoAan  cuna  on  boeid, 

O  where  shBll  I  my  true  lote  flndP 
TeU  me,  je  jovial  Bailors,  1«11  me  tme. 
Does  my  sweet  William  sajl  among  yaai  erew  t 
William,  who  high  npon  the  yard 

Rocked  hy  the  oillows  to  and  fro. 
Soon  aa  her  well-known  Toico  he  heard, 

He  (idled  and  cast  hia  eyes  below. 
The  eai3  ffiei  iwiftl^  throuh  his  glowing  handi. 
And  qnick  aa  Hgtataung  on  uie  de&  he  itauda. 
0  Susan,  Soaan,  lorelj  dear, 

Hy  TOWS  than  alwaya  tme  remain- 
Let  me  kla  off  that  ftUling  tear. 


We  only  part  to  meet  agun  ; 

9  as  TB  liat,  ye  winds,  my  heart  ib»n  be 
ithfol  compaoa  that  still  peinta  to  thae. 


Believe  Dot  what  the  landansn  sa. . 

Who  tempt  with  donbts  thy  oonataat  miod, 
They  tell  thee  aailon,  idiea  away, 

In  erei?  port  a  mistreaa  find  ; 
Yea,  yea,  bdieve  them  when  they  tell  joa  lo. 
For  Uioa  art  jireseiit  wheraaee'er  1  go. 


It  ttaj  on  board, 

)  Bighed,  ha  bnng  hii  b) 


Tltaj  fciiMid,  >he  aighed,  ha  bnng  hi 
Bar  iMMning  boat  onirillins  ront  lo  uu 
Adkm  1  >he  cried,  and  vn.i'i  her  lillj  ha 


UURPHY^  WBATHEK'  ETB. 

McBFHY  hath  a  wealber  eje, 

H«  can  tell  whene'er  he  pleuea. 
If  it  wiU  be  net  or  drj. 

When  'twill  thaw,  and  when  it  freeu*. 
To  the  etan  he  haa  been  up, 

Higher  than  the  Alpa'  high  nuniDita, 
Invited  by  the  moon  lo  siq» 

With  her,  the  planets  and  the  comets. 
Mnrphj  hath  a  weather  eje  ; 

He  can  tell  whene'er  he  pleuea, 
If  it  will  he  net  or  dir, 
When  twill  thaw,  and  vbea  it  treetea. 


Hold  the  raina,  have  hail  at  pleaaore, — 
Qet  in  tlie  nin  nhen  he'9  a  mind. 

And  blow  a  eland  when  he's  at  laiaoie. 
He  know*  how  to  rase  the  wind. 

Morphj  hath  a  weather  e^,  tea. 

HnrpbT  can  the  world  eclipse,^ 

Can  light  the  lun  if  he  ihoold  &il,  ^,— 

At  Tenui  nighllj  hcb  bia  lipa, 
And  pnll  Che  great  bear  bj  the  t^l,  ^. 


Ha  knocks  tha  qnickslver  »baat, 
Nor  srer  a>lu  what  there'i  to  pnj,  Sir  ; 

Dont  lat  hta  moCber  know  he's  oo^ 
But  drinki  tm  in  tbe  Milkj  W>t,  Sir  I 

Hurphf  hath  &  wcBthei  ■}•,  kc 


THE  BAY  OP  BISCAY,  01 
Loud  roared  the  d 

The  clouds  were  n 

Bj  Iwhtning'a  yivid  poweri  ; 
TTio  night  both  drear  and  dark. 

Oar  post  derated  bark. 
Till  next  day,  there  she  lay 

In  the  Baj  of  Biscaj,  0 1 
Now  d»«hed  npon  the  billow. 

Oar  opening  timbers  creak, 
Each  [ears  a  wafrr  pillow, 

None  stops  the  dretidfal  teak  ; 
To  cline  to  alippYy  shrouds 

Each  breathless  seamon  crowds 
As  she  lay  till  the  day 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  0  ! 
At  IcQgth  the  wished-tor  morrow 

Broke  through  the  hazy  skj, 
Abswbed  in  silent  sorrow. 

Each  heaved  a  bitter  sigh ; 
The  dismal  wreck  to  view, 

Slrock  horror  to  tha  crew, 
Ai  she  lay  on  that  day 

In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O I 
Her  yielding  timbers  sever. 

Her  pilcliy  seams  are  rent. 
When  HesveD  all  bonnteona  eT«r, 

Its  boimdleia  meroj  asnt ; 


A  v^  in  n^t  ^>pem, 

ff  e  ha3  her  -vrith  three  dieera, 
Now  vre  xul  nitb  tlw  gale 

Ftdhi  the  Baj  of  Bisea;,  01 


WHEW  WE  WENT  OUT  A  QlPSYlSa. 
Im  tbe  d^i  when  ire  mot  gipsTuig, 
A  long  Qsu  igo, 

Tlie  ImIi  ud  Ibsh  in  their  beat, 

Wen  dnet  from  top  to  toe. 
We  dsnoM  and  Bang  the  jocand  >ang, 

tjpon  the  foiHt  ^TsSD, 
Aod  Danabt  bat  mtrth  and  JoIBt;, 
Around  ns  could  be  seen. 

And  thns  we  poae'd  the  menj  tirae, 
Nor  tliooght  of  care  or  woe, 
'     In  the  dajB  when  we  went  gipaying, 
A  long  time  ago. 
An  heart*  Were  light,  and  eyes  were  Imght, 

And  natnre'B  face  waa  gay, 
The  trees  their  leaf;  brancnei  aprend. 


And  thna.we  paaa'd,  &e^ 
We  fiU'd  ■  glaas  to  eret;  lam. 

And  all  oar  fnenda  »  dear, 

'  *  'd  them  nunj  happy  days, 


Aod  inaqj  a  happj  /earV 
We  gave  the  Idng  with  all  oi 


And  abonld  wa  ma  p«j  mgtin 

A  ri^  to  th«  whub, 
Well  BUf  with  atl  out  beait  and  virioa, 

"  Ood  blen  our  graciam  Qasen,'* 
Hm  ihe  lin  timg_  o'ec  lu  to  reign. 

And  bf  her  actumi  pnrm. 
That  dta  hu  aain'd  her  ntmut  iriih, 
A  po(i|ri*'i  Usflng  love, 

And  thni  we'U  pu*tbe  merijr  time. 

Not  think  of  care  or  noe^ 
Ai  we  did  when  we  vent  gXftjinga 
A  long  Ume  ago. 


HUKRAH  I  FOB  THE  BONNKTB  OF  BLUE. 

Hekr's  ■  health  to  theta  that's  sin', 

Here^  a  health  to  them  that'a  awa,' 
And  vha  winna  wish  gnid  Inck  to  onr  mnae. 

Hay  never  gnid  lock  be  their  h.' ;       ( 
Til  gnid  to  be  merrf  and  wihb,  : 

Til  pnid  to  be  merry  and  tree,  ) 

Tu  gnid  to  Bappwt  Caledonia'!  cwue,  i 

And  me  bj  the  BoiiDetg  of  Bloe.  I 

Hmrah  1  tor  tfae  Bonnets  of  Bine.  | 

"Us  gnid  lo  lapport,  tm. 

Here's  a  health  to  them  that'i  am', 

Here'i  a  healtli  to  them  that'a  awa'. 
Here's  a  lieatth  to  Charlie  the  duaf  of  Ih*  elaa, 

Althoogb  that  bii  baad  a  but  oat' ; 
Here  s  freedom  to  him  that  weald  read, 
Here's  freediMi  lo  him  that  would  mita. 
There's  none  ever  fear'd  that  the  truth  abonld  ba 

Bat  thjej  whom  the  tmth  ^ould  indite. 
Hamh  I  for  the  Bonaets  of  Bine. 

Tia  gtH  to  rapport,  Iw. 


I  A  CH01C8  COLLECTION 

HY  NATIVE  HIGHLAND  HOHK' 

Mt  HiRWand  home,  where  tempuU  blow. 

And  cold  thy  wintrj  looks, 
ThT  moantaina  crown'd  wi'  drinlil  maiT, 

And  ioe-bonod  are  thy  brooka ; 
But  colder  lai's  tba  BritoB's  heart. 

However  far  te  roam, 
To  whom  these  woida  no  joj  impart, 


When  sammar  cornea,  the  healher-bBll 

Shall  tbib'iit  th;  feel  to  rore  ; 
The  ^der  dove,  wiibin  the  deli, 

InAes  to  peace  and  love  ; 
For  blithe»omB  is  the  breath  of  daj, 
^od  sweet's  the  bonnie  broom, 
MA  pore  the  dimpling  rills  that  plaj, 

Aioond  my  Ui^iland  home. 

Tbea  gang  ni'  me.  Ice. 


TOO  WELL  I  LOTE  THEE. 

tjo,  lover,  false  I  go,  man,  anMnd  ! 

H;  heart  maj  break,  bat  cant  forget  thee ; 
E'aa  though  romerabrance  probe«  my  mind, 

And  tdds  ma  rue  the  daj  I  met  thee  '. 
Qo  where  jon  will,  o'er  land  or  teas. 
Where  nm-beams  bora,  or  waters  freeie, 

Ye«,  tTMlor !  yes,  too  well  I  loye  thee  I 


'Whnt  Towi  jon  nude,  whut  pnis«  nma;, 
And  m^e  tfa;  boMt  how  1  believed  Inee  ? 
Qo  when  f  on  will,  &0. 


Wonnd  DO  food  breast  with  blMhood*!  dart. 
Nor  whiaper  Ulei  like  tboie  jou  tuld  me  I 

Oo  when  tboa  wilt,  Ac 


I'LL  LOVE  THEE  EVER  DEARLY, 

Lbt  othen  breftthe  the  melting  aigh, 

And  Bwear  Ihej  love  to  ina<fiioas, 
To  them  I  leave  the  tearful  eye, 

And  all  love's  sober  endoras  ; 
No  tender  vows  and  pisjers  nra  mine, 

Bat  this  I  awrar  sincorel;, 
"Wbile  truth  and  honest  love  are  Ibine, 

111  love  thee  ever  deailj. 
Then  lady,  thongh  I  acnm  the  wilei 

Which  lave  too  oft  diacoven. 
Ne'er  apum  the  heart  that  wooa  with  smiley 

For  amilea  were  made  for  lovers 
And  though  no  tender  vowi  aie  mine, 

Yet  thia  I  aweor  dncerel;,  &c. 


BEGONE  DULL  CARE. 


fiiaoNB  doll  care,  I  prjthee  begone  from  m 

Begone  dull  care,  thoa  and  I  ahall  never  aj 

Long  time  thou  hart  been  tarrjing  here, 

Acd  fain  thou  wonld'al  me  Mil, 

But  i'fallh  dull  care, 

Thou  nerer  ahalt  have  tlw  irilL 


Too  modi  one  wiU  tnm  b  joang  man , 
Tim  much  can  will  tnm  ui  old  nun  to 
Mj  wii«  shall  danca  and  I  will  aiog, 
80  merrilj  puB  the  daj, 


LET  KOSr  GARLANDS. 
Let  tobj  KarlaTulfl  ni 


templea  wn 


ir  odoun  breaOiB  ; 
Thy  lErdant  thTimia  now, 

Biing,  0  Bacchus  bnng, 

And  fill  me  with  thj  joy. 
Aad  than,  O  pleasing  loie. 

And  Venn*  BTer  fair  ; 
And  hrigbt  Apollo,  too, 

With  thj  Roldea  hair  ; 
And  mirthM  MorooB,  all, 

Come,  Taj  banquet  join, 
And  wrap,  0  winp  m;  eoal ! 


POOR  JOE  THE  MARINE. 
FoonJoe,  theHarinB,  waa■(Ports^unl[hffelIkno«l^ 

No  lad  in  the  corps  dnss'd  sa  smart ; 
Tlie  laiKS  oe^  loob'd  at  the  jontli  wiui  a  bown— 

Hia  manUnMB  won  enrj  heart. 
Street  Pollj  of  Portaea  ha  took  ferliii  brida, 
'     And  tonlr  th««  nevn  wu  aeea 
A  coaple  so  m  inarch  to  chnrch  aide  b;  ad«, 
Aa  Follj  iiA  Jea  the  Marine. 


Bn  HTmen'i  bright  tonA  at  ibai  mptUIi  canld 

IiOad  thonduiDg  gnoi  thsj  hwd  ntOe  g 
And  Jm  in  Ml  iiutsnt  WM  ftircad  to  tba  HU, 

To  gira  ■  Md  enamj  battle. 
The  ■ctiou  wai  dreadful    taeb  ddp  »  mo*  wnek ! 

Such  iho^ilM  few  sulon  have  wen  i 
Two  bandied  brate  faUowB  la;  ■tnw'd  o'er  tbs  deck. 

And  among  them  poor  Joe  the  Marine. 


>rT,  futhfol  to  brave  Britiah  tan, 
{th  pnt  an  end  to  tbe  fight  ; 
mewflfd  ther  steered,  mh  of  g^oir  and  ec 
And  won  had  fam  d  PartaDaath  in  i^t. 


Lmpartd  vere  crowded^  the  hfffoea  to  greet. 

And  foremoit  sweet  Pollj  wu  Men  ; 
Bnt  the  verj  first  boat,  her  keen  sTea  chano'd  to  meet. 

Bore  the  corpse  of  poor  Joe  the  Marine. 
The  ihock  nai  severe  ;  swift  as  lightniDg'i  forkM 

I       Her  poor  head  with  wild  beni;  flr'd  ; 
'    fibe  Sew  to  the  beach,  aoftlv  cried,  ^  Mj  poor  heart  !* 
Clasp'd  hii  hnads,  kim'd  tdi  lips,  and  expired. 
Their  bodies  were  hud  'neath  a  widfrspreading  ^w. 

And  on  a  BiiDoth  stone  maj  be  teen, — 
"  One  tear-drop  let  tall,  all  ve  loven  lo  tine, 
"  On  Folly  uid  Joe  the  Marine !" 


BY  THE  GAILY  CIRCUNQ  QLASS. 
Bt  the  gaUj  oircling  ghua, 
We  can  eee  bow  minatea  ^aM  ; 
Bf  the  hoUow  cash  we're  told, 
riow  the  waning  night  growl  old. 
Soon,  too  soon,  tiie  bna;  daj, 
Drive*  ui  from  onr  sport  awaj. 
What  have  we  with  dav  to  do  ? 
Bona  of  Can,  'tnaa  mad*  for  JM 1 


A   CHOICE   eOLLBCTlOlt 

Bj  tba  uleitce  of  the  awl, 

B;  the  chirping  on  the  thorn, 
By  the  bolu  that  emptj  rgll, 

Wb  foret«lI  lb'  aptn^h  of  mom. 
Fill  then,  till,  the  ncant  glSH, 

Let  no  precious  momanUi  slip  ; 
Floor  th«  moraliiing  ua  ; 

Joji  find  entrance  at  the  lip. 


THE  QUEEB  LITTLE  MAN. 
A  VBRT  little  man,  Ter;  '  how  ome  joa  to.' 

Wont  home  on  a  dingy  night  i 
It  wse  pan  twelve  o'clock,  he'd  a  long  war  to  go. 

And  be  walk'd  like  a  crsb,  left  and  right. 
At  the  comer  of  a  lane,  quite  a  lonelj  retreat, 
He  saw  something  tstl  and  ai  white  at  a  aheet ; 

He  shook  and  he  shivered. 

His  teeth  chattered,  and  lips  quivered, 
And  with  fear  ai  well  as  faddling  he  stagger'd  to  a 

This  qaeer  Uttle  man,  who'd  a  great  way  to  go. 

This  queer  httle  man  then  tell  on  hie  knees. 

With  frigbt  jonll  suppose  half  dead  : 
And  as  on  >(  he  looked,  it  o'ertopped  the  trees. 

And  bad  two  sancer  eyes  in  its  head. 
When  a  vary  deathlike  voice,  said  in  very  drear  toi 
With  me  yoa  must  go,  for  your  grave's  nearlv  done. 

He  shook  and  be  shivered, 

''is  teeth  cb-" — '  — ' '■— 
mhe  cried 

To  a  queer  little  nun,  who's  a  great  way  to 
The  qnaer  little  man  he  teU  flat  ai  a  flail, 
A  ^reat  explooon  beard  be  i 


From  aronnd  the  goblin'a  bead  bant  aome  long  gtrowna 

•of  nre, 
And  the  cnckei  once  apent  left  him  aprawling  in  Ihe 

Some  wagfl  (^wiu  a  mcker), 
Thna  with  turnip,  squib,  and  eracker, 
Cmcd,  through  feu  ut  ijl  hii  fuddling,  oomplatelj 


THE  BROKEN  HEABT. 

F^BBWBLL ',  in  despair 

I  egcape  &om  Ihy  wilei, 
ThT  trowm  I  can  bear, 

And  even  tb;  aailea  ; 
Take  back  that  deu  tokeo, 

That  blmed  me  before, 
Tlie  heart  70D  have  braken 

Can  priie  it  no  more. 
Now  TMD  wen  Ihj  bTonr, 

Thy  pity  more  vtun, 
I  am  lost,  and  tor  erer. 

To  pleasure  to  pain. 
Words  awoetlj  apokan 

Decaiied  me  before, 
But  the  heart  ;im  have  broken 

Can  trust  it  no  more. 


THE  RED  RED  ROSE. 


Aa  bit  Ktt  tbon,  mj  bonn 
So  deep  in  love  am  I  ; 

And  1  will  lar«  tbeastiU, 
Till  ■'  the  >eu  gang  drj 


HEAVING  OF  THE  LEAD. 
For  EogUnd  whm  with  far'ring  gale. 

Our  gallant  ship  ap  channel  eCeer'd, 
Andi  acadding  Tinder  eagr  sail, 

He  high  1>Iae  western  land  appeared  ; 
To  hetiTe  the  lead  (he  se 


And  b>  the  pilot  cheerlj^taj 


^  deep — nil 


While  oft  the  lead  the  aeanuui  flnng, 
And  to  tbe  pilot  cheerly  gong, 

"  Bj  the  mark — «Bven  1" 
And  as  the  mnch-lov'd  Bbore  we  near, 

With  Iranquirt  wo  behold  the  roof 
Where  dwelt  a  friend  or  partner  dear. 

Of  faith  and  \on  a  mMchleei  pnof. 
The  lead  onn  niore  the  wtunan  flung, 

A  nd  to  the  watchful  pilot  inng, 

"QptiteikM— fire!" 


Vow  to  her  birth  tha  Bhip  draws  nigh  ; 

We  rfiorten  Mul— she  fofls  the  tide— 
"  Stand  clem  the  caible,"  is  the  tr<— 

The  ■nchor's  gone  ;  we  lately  nde. 
The  wateh  u  let,  and  throuch  the  night. 
We  hear  the  Muaen  with  delimit, 

Proclaini— "  ilh  well  I" 


AULD  LANG  SYNE. 

SaoCLD  aold  acquuntsnce  be  fergot. 

And  nerer  bronjjhl  to  mind  ; 
Should  uild  acqimiiitonce  be  foTKot, 
And  (he  days  o'  lang  ijne, 
For  snld  lang  sjne,  mj  dear, 

For  Buld  lang  .yne, 
Well  take  a  cup  of  kindnew  jet 
For  aiUd  laEig  ijne. 

We  twa  hae  ran  about  the  braea. 

An*  pnM  the  gawanfl  fine, 
Bot  we've  wani&'d  mon;  a  weary  fit, 

Sin'  auld  lang  gjne. 

Foi  add  lang  9700,  lie. 

And  there'*  a  band,  nf  titutj  friend. 

And  cie's  a  band  0'  thine. 
And  Wll  toom  the  Btoop  to  Mendsbip'i  growth. 

And  anld  taog  syne. 

For  aald  lang  (jrne.  Ice. 

An*  snrelj  joalj  be  your  pint  etc»p.  — 

Aemroaalllbemlnej 
And  well  tak'  a  right  good  willie  naught. 

For  anld  lang  eyne. 

For  anld  lang  lyne,  &c. 


FOLLOW,  FOLLOW,  OVER  MOUNTAIN. 


Follow,  follow  over  m 
Follow,  toUow  ovet  i 
AndlUlgi* 


And  lUl  guide  Ihee  to  lo> 
Ifjonilft^,  follow 


Follow,  follow,  ftd. 


And  tho  roses  oi 

Shall  to  thee  >  balm  impait. 

FoUow,  foUow,  St 
For  woman'a  lova  U  daarlj  bought, 

If  bought  nith  peace  of  mind, 
Bnt  taste  the  fount,  and  not  a  thooght 
Of  love  is  left  behind. 

Follow,  follow,  &0. 
Ill  £aD  thee  with  the  tepbji'a  wiap, 

And  watch  thee  niEht  and  day  j 
YD  gnide  thee  to  love  a  heaUng  spring,— 
So  tbilon  and  awav. 

Follow,  follow,  &c 


THB  GAY  aUlTAR, 

Yes,  I  nil]  leave  mr  fathei'a  halla. 

To  roam  (Jong  with  thee  ;— 
Adieu,  adien,  mj  native  vaU>  I 
To  other  sceues  I  flee. 
-Yes,  »e  will  leave  the  silent  glade, 
'Where  we  have  atisjed  atai ; 
And  Jon  shall  plaj,  m;  dearest  maid 
Songs  on  joar  gaj  gnilar. 

Songs  on  yonr  gay  guiW 


Lore,  gentle  lore,  ilull  be  oar  gnido 

To  ■  fu  diMant  Und ; 
And,  whether  blisi  or  woe  lietide, 

Thia  heATt  vou  aha]]  commaiid : 
m  tell  JDS  tn^a  of  older  jcan. 

Of  lu3)l«ii  lore,  of  war ; 
But,  ihoold  thsf  came  yon  pearij  (eois, 

Sound,  »onnd,  Tonr  piT  guitai. 

SoDud,  •oond.  jonr  gaj  gniUr. 


LISTEN  TO  MY  WILD  GUITAR. 

Oh,  irilt  thou  leare  thj  bther'j  hallm 
To  wander  forth  with  me, 

And  quit  the  lov'd,  the  cherished  walli. 

Where  thou  nert  blese'd  and  free  ? 
To  Aeek  awhile  the  quiet  stream, 

Ansj'd  b;  av'ning  star. 
And  listen,  us  in  tuicj'a  dream. 

Unto  mj  wild  guitar. 
1  cannot  boast  of  wealth  or  power ; 

These  dwell  from  love  apart ; 
But,  if  thooll  share  mj  rimple  bower, 

I'll  give  thee  all  m;  heart ; 
And,  when  the  ev'ning  shades  appear, 

I'U  roam  beneath  her  star. 
And  nng  the  aong  thou  lov'at  to  hear 

Unto  my  wild  guitar. 


ISLE  OF  BEAUTY,  FARE  THEE  WELU 

Sbadks  of  er'ning,  eloae  not  o'er  m. 

Leave  our  lonelv  bazk  awhile  ; 
Horn,  alas!  will  not  reatora  us 

Yondor  dim  and  distant  isle. 


8tiU  tnj-  Iknaj  can  discover 

Sannj  spoU  where  friends  ouj  dwell ) 
Duler  riiadovra  ronnd  m  hover, — 

Igle  of  beaatj,  Fore  tbee  well  I 
*ns  the  hour  when  hkppj  facea 

fimile  aroocd  the  taper's  light ; 
Who  will  fill  our  vacant  pl&cesP 

Who  will  sine  onr  songs  to-night  ? 
Tbrongh  the  mmt  that  floats  above  m 

Faintly  aonndi  the  veipar  bell, 
Ljlie  n  voice  from  those  who  love  ns,. 

foeathing  fondlj,  Fare  thee  well  1 
When  the  vravea  are  round  me  breaking, 

As  I  pace  the  deck  alone, 
And  my  eja  in  VKn  ia  seeking 

Some  green  leaf  to  rest  npon. 
When  on  that  dear  land  I  ponder. 


THE  SAILOR'S  TEAR. 
ih 

He  tbongbt  of  thas«  ha  loVd  the  beat— ■  wifc,  an 

infant  dear. 
And  feeling  filled  the  sailor's  hresat,— the  sailor's  eye, 

They  Mood  npon  the  hi^off  clif^  and  wav'd  a  kerchief 

lAite, 
And  gazed  npon  hi*  gallant  bark  till  ihe  was  out  of 

sight! 


Tlunil^  casta  kiok  behind,  no  longer  thej  were  neai 
""" "        -     '  -■  B  t«  hi»  eye,  and  wiped  awnj 


lliea  rwsed  the  caoTara  to  hu  eye,  and  wipod  ana;  ■ 


The  g»Uimt  I 

And  tliiiB  he  niiBed  hia  mightjr 


VOUNli  CHARMS. 

Bblieve  me,  if  alt  those  endearing  fonog  dunni, 

Which  I  gaie  on  bo  fondly  lo-day. 
Were  to  chiiiige  bj  to-morroiv  and  tads  in  my  amn, 

Lite  fairy-gifts  flMting  awsj, 
Tbou  nouldat  still  be  adured,  as  thta  moment  than  art, 

Lai  thj  loteUneaa  fade  a>  it  mil  j 
And  »Tonnd  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  mj  heftrt 

Wonld  ehtwine  itself  Terdiintl;  still. 
It  is  not  while  beaat j  and  foath  are  their  owD, 

And  thj  cheeks  nnprofan'd  bj  a  tear, 
TbaC  the  fecyoor  and  taJth  of  a  snul  can  be  known, 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear. 
Oh  !  the  heart  that  has  Imly  loT'd,  never  forgsta, 

But  »3  irulj  loves  on  to  the  close  ; 
As  the  son-flower  toma  on  her  god,  when  be  »eta, 

The  same  look  which  the  tnrned  nhea  he  rose  ! 


THINE  AM  I,  MY  PAITHPUL  PAIR. 


Thine  am  I,  m;  faithful  fair, 
Thine,  mj  lovelj  Nanej; 

Ever;  pulse  amavg  mj  itiaM, 
£verj  roving  iaaej. 


To  thy  hoiom  Uj  m;  heart, 

There  to  throb  and  languuh, — 
Tboagh  despair  haa  wrnng  its  cairt^ 

That  nould  heal-  its  sugoiBh. 
Take  anj  than  nn^  lipi, 

Ttich  with  bahnj  treaciire  ; 
Tara  HVSJ  thoae  cjet  of  love, 

L«t  T  die  with  pleuoie. 
What  is  life  when  nnting  Ime  ? 

Night  withoat  a  morning. 


THE  BUTTERFLY  WAS  A  CtENTLEHAN. 

Tbb  bntterflj  was  a  gentleman. 

Of  DO  VB17  good  repnte, 
*     '  'le  roved  in  the  (nneliine  all  da;  long, 


a  kia  for 
Hia  lady-nife  waa  a  poor  glow-norm, 

And  seldom  from  home  ehe'd  «lir, — 
She  loT'd  him  better  than  all  the  world. 

Thoi^h  little  he  oared  for  her  ; 
Uahee-^  she  pass'd  the  daf,  she  knew 

Her  lord  wa«  a  rover  then, 
Bat  when  ni^ht  came  on,  she  lighted  the  tamp. 

To  guide  him  over  the  glen. 
One  nisht  the  wanderer  homeward  came, 

Bnt  he  aaw  not  the  glow-worm *a  ray,-— 
Some  wild  bird  aaw  the  aegleeted  one, 

And  flew  with  het  fai  awaj-. 


Then  beware,  je  butterflies,  rU  brnare, 
Utoyoa  Bach  ■  dme  ahonld  come  : 

Paraakea  bj  wnnderiiu  lighta,  joaTl  wiih 
Yon'd  hare  cherished  the  lamp  U  home. 


8WEET  GIEL  I'LL  LOVE  THEE  EVER. 
Thovoh  (orron's  fiend  duj  iuterpow, 
'-'    -"^  -irheutitose 


Whilst  lilj  blooms  or  hawtboD  ^ows, 
Sireet  nrl,  111  love  thee  erer. 

Let  worldings,  fickle  as  the  hen. 
Long  tor  eaeh  flower  the;  view : 

Jtf  er'rr  hope's  combin'd  in  thee — 

Though  aorrow's  Oend,  &c 
Thoogh  doom'd,  perhsps,  within  the  atrifs. 

By  some  r-'-*^--^ ■  ■ 

Mjfaithful 


ide  hand  to  perish, 

list  I  hare  life. 

Thy  lovely  ioim  shall  cherish  ; 

Far  tliejr  who  love  so  trae  as  me, 

.   No  grief  their  iove  csn  weaken  ; 

Though  I  toay  be  forsooli  by  thee, 

Thoult  Dsrer  be  for»«kBD. 

Though  (otrow's  fiend  maj  interpose, 

And  seek  our  hearts  to  sever, 
Whilst  hly  blooms,  or  hawthorn  irrowi. 
Sweet  girl,  I'll  love  thee  ever. 


Habch  !  march  1  Ettric 
"Tlj,niyladB,diniia] 
■chi  march!  EsltdHL  .... 
11  the  blue  bonnets  are  01 


Fiallf  n  aboie  joar  Lead, 
KuiT  >  creM  thM  ia  GunoDs  in  itOTj  ! 
HooDt  uid  make  resdj,  then, 
Sims  of  tha  monntain  glen, 
F1^  for  jonr  king,  and  the  old  Scottieli  glai7. 

March !  much  !  &c 
Coma  fwim  the  hilli  where  your  hirsela  are  gimiing. 

Come  from  the  glen  of  the  bock  end  the  roe  ; 
Come  to  the  crag  where  the  beacon  is  blazmg, 
Come  wilb  Hie  buckler,  the  luice,  and  the  boir. 
Tmmpeta  are  sounding, 
War  >leeda  are  bounuing. 


r«.'^- 


Tell  of  the  bloodj  fr  , . 
WbeD  the  bloe  bonnets  came  over  the  bolder. 
Murdi!  ni&tcli!  &c. 


THE  MERRY  SWI3a  BOY. 


Oo»E,  arooae  thee,  aronse  thee,  mj  braT 

eSwiaboy 

Talie  thy  pail,  and  to  hibonr  awey  ; 

The  sun  a  op  with  ruddj  beam. 

The  kine  are  thronging  to  the  stream  ; 

Come,  srouso  thee,  aronee  thee,  my  biav 

Take  thy  pail,  and  to  labour  away. 

Am  not  I,  am  not  I,  a  menr  Swi«  boy 

When  1  hie  to  the  mountain  away  ? 

For  there  a  shepherd  maiden  dear 

Awaita  my  song  with  lial'ning  ear. 

Am  not  I,  am  not  I,  then,  a  merry  Swiu  boy, 

When  I  hie  to  the  mountain  awaj? 

Then  at  night,  then  at  night,  oh,  gay  Swiu  boy. 

''^duhip's  round,  unUl,  at 


With  "  Good  ni^  t"  Mill  "  Good  nii^t 

Spy  Shu*  boj, 
ome  and  his  itumbeii  away- 


THE  BANNERS  80  BtiUE. 
Stsike  ap  1  ttiike  up ',  tfiike  np !  Scottidi  mlnatidi 

Tell  of  wUlMe,  that  bnT«  wulike  num '. 
Sing  alio  of  Brace — jonr  bannen  dbplay. 

While  fcb  ohivf  leadi  on  hi>  bold  clan. 
■  Hoe's  Buccaa,  Caledonia,  to  thee ! —  ' 

To  the  wna  of  the  thiitle  m>  tme,— 
TbKia,  Diarch !  mil;  m«rch '.  ao  csntie  and  free,— 

lliem'i  none  like  the  banner  eo  bine. 
BUrch  on !  nuich  on !  march  <hi  !  to  tha  bruen  tram- 


Hon  quickly  in  battle,— in  battle  s 

£ach  brave  Highland  chief  asaembie: 

And  Che;  march,— and  the;  march 


flfHY  ARE  YOU  WANDERING. 

Wbt  an  ;oa  wandering  here,  I  pia;. 
An  old  man  ntk'd  a  mud  one  da;. 
Looking  for  poppies  bright  and  red, 
Father,  said  jihe,  I^m  hither  led  : 


TeU  me  n^a,  the  old  mnn  aid. 
Whj  ue  ^n  loitering  here,  fur  maid. 
The  nightiueale's  BOUg  so  inset  uid  clew 
Father,  nidshe,  I  came  to  heu' : 

Fia,  as! 

She  heard  bim  cry, 
Nightingsles  all — so  people  an, 
Wublebr  night  and  not  bj  cbj. 
The  BBge  look'd  grare,  the  maiden  ahy, 
When  Labia  jump'd  orer  the  Mile  hard  1 


£,»■. 


The  old  man's  ciy, 
.  like  this,  I  own,  are  rare, 
snch  nightingales'  socgs  beware. 


THE  EXILE  OF  KBI»f. 

Thbbe  came  (o  the  beai^  a  poor  eiile  of  Erin, 

The  dew  on  his  robe  it  was  hearj  and  chill  ; 
For  his  conntit  ba  sigb'd  vbeii  at  ttnlight  repdrtng 

To  waoder  alone  bj  the  Bind-beaten  hill ; 
But  the  daj-star  attracted  his  eye's  sad  devotion, 
For  it  rose  on  his  own  native  isle  of  the  ocean, 
Whore  onue  in  the  flon  of  his  youthful  emotion. 

He  snug  tbe  bold  antbem  of  Krin  go  biaghi 
"  Oh,  nd  it  my  taM,"  said  tbe  heart-broken  Untnget: 

The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee  ; 
Bat  I  have  no  refnge  from  famine  or  danger, — 

A  home  and  a  country  remain  not  for  me ! 
All !  never  sfain  in  tbe  green  ahadj  boweri^ 
Where  my  forefathers  liv'd,  shall  I  spend  tbe  sweet 

Or  cover  my  harp  with  the  vrild-woven  flowere, 
Anid  strike  the  sweet  aumben  of  Erin  go  bntgh. 


Oh,  Erin, 

Bat,  alu  I  in  a.  fu  diiMnt  liuid  I  awaken, ' 

And  ligh  fur  the  frieDda  1  ihall  ustoi  He  mon. 
And  Iboi],  cruel  fate,  wilt  Ihim  nsrsr  replace  me 
In  K  majuianof  peaoe,  wbsce  no  peril  ""  -■""•—  — 
Ah,  nerer  afain  dull  m;  brothen  embrace  me, — 
Tbey  died  to  defend  me,  ei  lire  to  depl<»e. 

Wbere  now  ia  m;  cabia-door,  so  taxi  b;  the  wild 

Siaten  and  sire  all  weep  for  ite  fall,^ — 
Where  is  Ae  mother  that  look'd  on  my  childhood  ? 

And  where  Li  the  boaom-^end  di  ^^ 

Ah.  mr      ■ 
■Whjdi 
Tears,  like  the  ra 

Bat  raptare 

But  jet,  all  iti 

One  dying ' 
Erin,  an  exile  beqaealhs  tliee  hia  bleuing, — 

Land  of  mj  forefathers,  Erin  go  hra^  ! 
Buried  and  cold,  when  mj  heart  etills  ita  motion, 
Green  be  thj  fields,  sweetest  isle  of  the  ocean, 
And  th;  harp-sCrikihg  bards  eing  ^oud  with  derotio 

Erin  ma  Toumeen,  sweet  Erin  go  bragh '. 


MERE'S  A  HEALTH. 

He&b's  a  healt])  to  all  good  laaees. 
Pledge  it  merrily,  fill  jODr  glaues. 
Let  toe  bumper  toast  go  round. 
May  they  live  a  life  of  pleamro, 
'Wilhoul  mixtore,  witbout  measure 
For  with  them  true  Joyi  are  foiuid. 


THE  POST  CAPTAIN. 
When  Sf«enrell  hK&rd  me  flrst  impart 

With  ardent  teal,  his  jouthfnl  heart 

SwellM  liigh  for  nnial  glarj  ; 
Eesolv'd  to  gain  a  raliant  name, 

For  bold  adcentum  eager, 
When  first  n  little  cabin-boj  on  board  thd  Fama, 

He  woold  hold  on  the  jigger. 
While  lea  Jollj  tars  with  moucol  Jo?,         . 
Hore  the  BBCbor  a-peek,  unging  yeo,  hesre,  jeo,  jeo. 

The  hand  top-^'^l^lB  next  he  leBm'd, 

With  quickness,  care,  and  a|)iril, 
Whose  generoQB  master  soon  discem'd. 

And  prii'd  hia  dawning  merit : 
He  taai^ht  him  soon  to  reef  and  steer. 

When  storms  convols'd  the  ocean, 
Where  shoals  made  skilful  ret'rana  feni  ; 


When  he  gnve  the  command  in  the  pool,  or  at  na, 
Haid  A-port,  helm  a-lee. 

For  valour,  skill,  and  worth  renown 'd ; 

The  foe  he  oft  defeated  ; 
And  now  with  fame  and  tortnne  orown'd, 

Post  Capuin  he  is  rated  : 
Who,  ahoold  onr  inior'd  conntrr  bleed, 

sun  bracelf  would  defend  her : 
Now  blest  with  peace.  If  bemtj  plead. 

Hell  prove  hia  heart  is  tend^. 


Untw'd,  jet  mild,  to  hi^  ind  low. 
To  poor  and  wealthy,  fnend  or  toe, 

Woouded  tan  (hara  hit  wealth, 

All  the  fleet  drink  hii  health. 
nii'd  be  «ich  hearts,  for  aloft  thej  will  go, 
Vhich  alwajn  are  leaidy  compMsioD  to  ahoir. 
To  a  bran  oanqiiar'd  toe. 


BOUND  TBENTICE  TO  A  WATERMAS. 

Bound  Weutice  to  a  WHtermui,  I  leam'd  a  Int  to  row. 

Bat,  blesi  jour  heart,  I  always  WM  «o  g»y. 
That  to  treat  a  little  water-nymph,  that  took  mjheart 

I  ran  mjaeii  a  bit  ia  deht,  and  then  I  ran  away, 
^giag  ri  fol,  lie. 

Board  of  man  of  war  1  enter'd  next,  and  kam'd  to 
qtuff  good  flip, 
And  far  from  home 

That  run  what  will,  why,  dam-me,  if  ever  I  ran 

Singing  ri  tbl,  lie. 

With  Nelson  I've  lul'd  the  world  around,  and  leam'd 
a  bit  to  flght, 
Bnt  aomehow  a  prisoner  1  was  la'en. 
So,  when  my  Spanish  jailor  tn  my  daogRni  show'* 
sUght, 
I  joBt  blinded  both  hia  peepers,  and  I  run  awaj 

Kn^ng  n  fo),  be 


on  BO  pay, 
ngs,  bat  lik'd  so  well  my  captain,  ersw,  and 


Vn  ran  nianf  risks  in  life,  on  ocesn  and  on  shoie, 

Bat  alwafii  like  a  Briton  got  Ibe  day  ; 
And  flghtmg  in  old  EngluuFg  otnse,  111  ran  M  man: 


n  tbonsuid  toes,  will  norer  n 
Singing  ri  fol,  &a 


FAIREST  OF  THE  PAIR. 

O  NiNNiR,  wilt  thou  gang  vn'  me, 

Nor  BLgh  to  leave  tbe  flannting  town  j 
Can  nleut  glens  have  charms  for  thee. 

The  lowly  col,  and  ruaaet  gown  ? 
Nae  langer  drest  in  silken  sheen, 

Nae  Linger  deck'd  wi'  jewels  rare, 
day,  canst  thou  qnit  each  eonrtly  seone, 

Where  thou  vrut  faiieat  of  the  fair ! 

O  Nannie,  when  tlioa*rt  tar  am, 

V/at  thon  not  cast  a  k»k  behind  f 
Say  cangt  than  face  the  Oakj  enaw, 

Nor  shrink  before  the  wsrping  wind  ? 
O  can  that  saft  and  gentlest  mien, 

Severest  hardahipa  learn  to  bear. 
Nor  sad  regret  encb  coortlj'  scene, 

Where  tEou  was  fairest  of  tbe  &ir  ! 

O  Nuinie.  canst  than  love  lo  tnie. 

Thro'  perils  keen  wi'  me  to  me  ? 
Or  when  thy  swain  mishap  sliall  rno. 

To  share  with  him  the  pans  of  wae  ? 
And  when  inrading  pains  befal. 

Will  thon  Bssnnie  the  nuise^  care. 
Nor  wishful  those  gay  scenes  recall. 

Where  thou  iraat  fairest  of  the  ttixt 


And  when  »t  bit  thrlo 
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parting  breath  ? 


Wilttbonre, „- „    ^ 

And  chwT  with  miles  the  bed  of  dc 

And  wCt  Ihaa  o'or  his  mnoh  Wd  cUj, 
Stiew  Bc»werfl,  and  drop  the  tender  tear 

Moi  thisn  regret  those  Bosnes  «o  gay, 
Wbere  thon  was  fairest  of  the  fair? 


THE  DEATH  OF  NELSON. 
ti  Nelson'a  tomb,  with  silent  grief  oppieta'd. 


Twaa  in  Ttafalgnr's  baj, 
We  un  the  Frendunen  laj, 

Each  heart  was  boDDdirg  then  ; 
We  seorn'd  the  foreign  yoke, 
Uui  ships  were  British  osli. 

Our  NelHon  mark'd  them  on  the  wa 
lliree  cheers  onr  gsllsnt  Beamen  gai 

fior  thonphl  of  home  or  beaaty  ; 
Along  the  hoe  lliis  signal  ran, 
"  England  expecta  thai  ever;  man 

Thu  daj  will  do  his  dntj." 


Along  the  albighud  shore 

Onr  Nelson  led  the  w»j. 

His  ship  the  Vict'rj  nam'd. 

Long  be  that  yie'trj  fam'd ! 

For  rie'trj  orowii'd  the  daj, 
Bot  dearly  was  that  conqneat 
Too  well  Che  gaDiiat  hero  fou( 


Al  but  the  fatal  wound, 
'    Which  Bpread  cliamaj  around. 
The  benra's  breiut  receiv'd  ; 
«  Heav-n  fights  on  oor  nde, 

"  Now,  long  enoi%h  I've  liv'il. 

For  England,  home,  and  beanlyl" 
Thai  ending  hfe  aa  he  Ingan, 
EnttUnd  confeu'd  that  ertr}  man 

'Chat  dsj  had  done  hia  dnt;. 


IN  THE  DOWNHILL  OF  LIFE. 

Is  the  downbiJ!  of  ILfo,  when  I  find  l"m  declining, 

Maj  m;  fate  no  less  rortunate  be, 
Than  a  snug  elbow  chair  can  affard  for  recliaing, 

Willi  an  ambling  pad  poney,  to  pace  o'ec  the  lawn. 


Look  forward  w; 

With  a  porch  at  i 

Aa  the  autj^ini 


A  CO*  tor  my  dairy,  a  dog  for  mj  game. 

And  a  pnrae  when  a  f  nend  wanta  to  borrow  i 

IT]  eiivj  110  Nabob  his  riches  or  faoie, 
Nor  what  hooouiv  await  ~ 


From  the  blenk  northero  blaat  ma^  mj  col  be  cum- 
pietely 

Seeur'd  hj  a  neighbonring  hill  ; 
At  night,  maj  rspow  ateftl  upon  me  moie  smetl}', 

Bt  the  Bido  of  a  mnmiariiig  rill ; 
And  nhile  pence  had  plenty  I  find  at  ig;  board, 

With  a  hoATt  free  mna  Hickaesa  ai^d  aorrow. 
With  my  fneads  uill  I  ahare  what  tia-daj  may  afford, 

And  let  them  spread  the  table  to-manan. 
Bnt  when  1  at  last  mast  Ihrolr  off  this  frsil  coTtfring, 

Wbich  I've  worn  for  threeuore  jears  and  ten, 
On  the  briak  of  the  grave  111  not  seek  to  keep  horep- 

Nor  my  thread  wish  to  «pJn  o'er  kgMn  ; 
Bat  mj  face  in  a  glua  II!  terenel^  nirvej, 

And  with  amiles  coant  each  wnnkle  and  furrow, 
As  thia  old  worD-ont  gtnif  wMchJn  threadbare  to-dar. 

May  become  eyerlaating  lo-moltaow. 


ENGLAND'S  WOODEN  WALLS. 
Wbat  dionld  file  b  Briton's  heart 

When  hia  land's  in  danger ! 
Conrage  and  hia  patriet-strengtl^— 

To  repel  each  stranger  1 
Should  the  toe  insult  otir  flag, 

What  Bhall  canse  his  wander? 
England's  conquering  wooden-mils. 

And  their  deep  moulh'd  thnnder  I 
Thna  shall  En^nd  eier  prove 

Great  in  wu^ke  storr. 

In  the  page  of  glor; ! 
Heart  and  hand  will  e'er  anite. 
Fearless  what  befalls  them  ; 


At  the  peaceful  midnight  hooi, 
Ev'ry  sense  and  ev*rj  poi/c 
Fetter"d  lies  in  downy  sleep  : 


Gates  are  barr'd,  a  rain  resiaUnce, 
Femalea  ehriek,  but  no  assistance  : 
"  Silence  !  or  you  meet  jonr  fate — 


HIP,  HIP,  HIP,  HURRAH. 

BniOBT  are  the  beams  of  the  moraing  sky, 
And  spi'eel  dew  the  red  bloBBoms  ap. 

But  brighler  the  gLmce>  of  dear  woman's  eje. 
And  sweet  is  the  dew  on  her  lip ; 

I!er  mouth  is  the  fountain  of  rapture. 
A  source  from  whence  poiitT  Howa  ; 

As  the  hone  J  bee  sips  from  tjie  rose. 
Then  the  toast,  then  the  toaal  be  dear  woman. 

Let  each  breast  that  is  manlT  approve  ; 
Then  the  toast,  then  the  toast  be  dear  woman ! 

And  nine  cheers  for  the  girls  that  we  love. 

Hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah! 

Come,  raise,  rai»  the  wine  eup  to  heaven  high, 

Ye  gods  on  Olympus  approve 
Tlie  offering  thua  mellowed  by  woman  e  brignt  eye, 

Outrivals  tbe  nectar  of  Jove. 


Xhen  raiae  hiah  the  goblet  nith  tnniporC, 
The  q>eU  of  life's  best  jop  impart, 

The  cna  tlios  deroted  to  nomsD, 

Yield!  the  onlj  true  balia  to  the  heut. 

Hip,  hip,  liip,  ham 


GALLANT  TROUBADOUR    i 

OxowiNo  nith  lave,  on  fire  for  fame, 

A  TroalHUloiir  who  hated  soirow, 
Beneath  his  lady's  ■ 


Mt  arm  it  is  mj  country's  righl, 
Mj  lieart  is  in  mj  troe-lova'a  bower, 

GmIj  for  loTB  and  fnme  to  fight, 
Befita  a  gallant  Troubadour. 

Ajid  while  fae  raucb'd  with  helm  on  he 

And  harp  in  hand  the  descant  aucg, 
Ai  futhful  to  his  fitv'ritd  maid. 

The  Hinatrel  tnirthen  still  he  eung  \ 
Mt  arm  it  is  mj  countrj's  right, 

Mj  heart  is  in  mj  true-love's  bower, 
ReMdTed  tor  lore  and  fame  to  fight, 

I  come  a  gal^t  ^nbadour. 

Alaa  I  npon  thAffiodj  field, 

He  tell  beneath  the  foeman's  grave, 
Bnt  AtUl  reclining  on  bis  shield, 

Eipirinp  sung  the  esnlUng  state  ; 
My  life  it  la  my  country's  right, 

Mr  heart  is  in  my  tmo-love's  bower. 
For  love  and  fame  to  fall  in  li^ 

Becomes  a  gallant  Tronbadottr. 


Bt  the  mrain  «  fiur  ioncB  s  wwara — 

Dwelt  a  jontli  whcwe  foBd  heart,  night  and 
For  the  fairest  of  fair  Zniich'S  daoglilete— 

In  a  dream  of  love  melted  awar. 
When  alone  no  one  bolder  than  fie. 
But  with  her  none  more  timid  conld  be  ; 
Will  TOO  list  to  roe  dearest  I  pray  ?— Ayieo, 
When  she  did,  this  wa«  all  he  eonld  an-j  :— 
Ayieo  I  ajieo  !  alack,  well-a,daj, 
Ajieo  I  ajieo  !  waa  all  he  lould  say. 
Bj  the  laargin  of  fair  Znrich'a  waters— 

At  the  close  of  a  floe  (maimer's  day, 
To  the  faireW  of  fair  Zurich's  daughtera— 

This  fond  yonth  (onnd  at  last  tongue  to  saj 
I'm  in  love,  as  you  plainly  may  sea, 
Conld  I  love  any  other  bat  thee  ; 
Oh,  eay  then,  wilt  thou  be  niy  linde  ? 

Can  yon  leniiow  this  fair  one  replied  ? 


KING  DEATH. 

KiSQ  Death  waa  a  rare  old  fellow, 
He  «at  where  no  sua  conld  shine, 

And  he  lifted  hii  hand  so  yellow, 
And  poured  out  his  coal  bhiok  wf- 


Hutnji '.  for  tlie  coal  Mack  wine. 


H«i«  cuDg  to  hiiD  aaoj  ■  nitiden, 

Wbow  sjea  bad  (argot  to  Mat, 
And  widowi  with  pirf  o'erWleii, 


The  acbolar  left  all  his  leambg, 

The  poet  hiE  fancied  woo, 
And  tho  beaatj  her  bloom  retonung. 

Like  life  to  the  fading  rcwe. 

Hnmh,  Ac- 
All  cuie  (o  the  rare  old  feUov, 

Who  laoghM  till  bis  eyeA  dropped  brina, 
And  ha  ga<e  tiiem  bia  hand  ea  jetlow, 

And  pledg'd  them  in  Death*  black  wina.  , 


THE  BRATE  OLD  ADMIRAL. 

How  gladlj,  hoir  mernlr,  m  ride  along  tbe  aea. 
The  moToing  ia  all  aDnihine,  the  wind  ia  bloiring  trtiB, 
ThebiUomaieallapBrklingandboandinginthe  li^. 
Like  cmatona  in  whoae  Bonn;  Teina  Uw  blood  ia  mo- 
iling bright- 
All  natore  knows  onr  tiimnph—atrange  Incda  abmit 

nsBwaep— 
Stmnge  thincs  come  op  to  look  at  ni  the  maateia  of 

the  deep. 
In  our  wake,  like  an;  serraut,  fbllowi  even  Uie  bold 

■hark— 
Oh,  prond  must  be  onr  admiral  of  such  abonnj  barqne. 

Oh,  proud  miut  be  out  adminl,  though  be  i>  pale  to 

daj. 
Uf  twice  five  bondrod  iron  men,  who  all  hi*  nod  tAmj— 


lis  i    CHOICE  COLLECTION 

Who've  fought  for  him  and  conqoei'd — who've  won 

witli  sweat  and  gore, 
Ifobilitj,  which  he  shall  haTe,  whenever  he  touch  the 

Oh,  wonld  I  were  an  admiral,  to  order  with  a  word, 
To  lose  A  dozen  drops  of  blood,  and  straight  riso  up  a 

I'd  ahont  to  jon  shark  there,  which  follows  in  our  lee. 
Some  daj  I'll  make  thee  can;  me  like  lightning 

through  the  sea. 
Our  admiral  grew  paler  and  paler  as  i^ 


8UU  talk'd  he  to  the  officers, 

and  smiled  upon  the 

And  he  look'd  np  at  the  heave 

e.  and  he  looked  down 

And  at  1^  be^s^the  ereatur 

that  waa  fotlowiag  in 

ourUe, 

He  sbook-'twas  bnt  an    ins 

pride 
Ban  crimson  Ic  his  heart,  till 
It  threw  boldness  on  his  fore, 

his  breath, 
And  he  look'd  hke  some  grim 

from  death. 

lant-for  speedilj  the 

JlehfloceBhedefled; 
bead,  gave  lirmnese  to 

That  night  a  borrid  whiapcr  tell  on  os  where  we  Iflj, 
And  we  knew  our  Bne  old  admiral  was  changing  into 

.   And  we  heard  the  wash  of  waters,  though  nothing 
could  we  see. 
But  a  whistle  and  a  plnDge  among  the  billowa  on  our 


ir  heard  the  creatore  that  had  tbilowsd  ia 


3AVOUBNA  DEELI3H. 
Oh  1  the  niomeot  was  sad  when  mj  lo/o  and  I  parMd, 

Saroariia  deelish  anigaD,  U  ! 
Aa  I  kias'd  off  her  tears,  I  was  nigh  broken-hearted, 

"Sayooma,  &c. 
"Wau  wu  her  cheek,  which  hung  an  mj  ihonldei, 
Damp  nu  her  hand,  no  marble  wse  colder 
L  felt  that  I  nerer  again  should  behold  her, 

SaTOama,  kc 
When  the  word  of  conn 


I  baekled  mj  knapsack  Is  cntsa  the  wide  ocean, 

SaTODtna,  kc.  , 

Brisk  irere  oar  troops,  all  roarinE  like  thondei^ 
Pleased  with  the  vofage,  impatient  for  plnnder, 
Uj  boaom  nith  grief  waa  'most  lom  asonder. 

SaTouma,  Sic 
Long  I  fought  for  my  coonttj,  far,  far  from  mj  true 

Saronrna.  &c. 
All  mj  paj  and  bootj  I  hoarded  for  jou  love. 

Savonma,  &c. 
Peace  was  proclaimed,  euiap'd  from  the  slaughter. 
Landed  at  tomB,  mj  sweet  girl  I  Bonght  her, 
But  Hurow,  alas  I  to  the  cold  giave  had  brought  ber. 


YOUNG  ELLEN  LORAINB. 
Waci)  I  parted  from  Erin,  heart  broken  lo  leave  thee, 

I  dreamt  not  of  falseheod,  jonng  Ellen  Loraine, 
I  thought  dio'  but  woman  thou  wouldst  not  deceive  me. 

Ah,  why  art  thon  faithless,  lonng  Ellen  Loraioe. 
I  loved  thee  in  aorrow,  1  sought  thee  in  danger, 

And  desr  was  the  peril,  anl  sweet  waa  the  pain  ; 
Bnt  DOW  is  thj  look  like  the  look  of  the  stijinjjer. 

Ah,  wh/  art  Ihon  faithless,  jonng  Ellen  Lorauw. 


Oh,  tlion  wert  the  vision,  that  lighten-d  mj  pillow. 
The  Bl&t  of  my  dBrkneffi,  joung  Ellen  Lorsine  ; 

Aj  the  bloom  to  the  rose,  us  the  Kia  to  the  billow, 
Thoa  came'at  in  my  BlambBr,  yonng  Ellen  LOTBtoe. 

Then  think  of  me  jet,  when  the  false  world  deoeirea 


Thoall  think  how  I  lored  thee,  ronng  Ellen  Loraine. 
Ob !  qieak  not  to  me,  In  those  ejus  I  discorer. 

T^ewronnthoohasCdone  me,  yonDg  Ellen  LoAiae  ; 
Go,  roit  in  5ie  arms  of  a  happier  lorer — 

Go,  lovely,  but  faithless,  young  Kllen  Loraine ; 
The  moments  of  mptore  the  tow  and  Iha  token, 

The  thrill  in  my  bosum  and  bnm  in  my  bmin, 
Oo,  false  one,  and  Inugh  at  the  heart  thou  han  broken, 

Uo,  lovely,  but  faithless,  yoang  Ellen  Loiaine. 


ELLEN  AUREEN. 

O  COLD  wu  the  eUmntB  and  ebeerleis  the  moor. 
Where  Ellen  had  bloomed  till  siiteen, 

But  warm  was  the  bosom  and  6iendly  the  door. 
Of  the  blher  of  Ellen,  meet  Ellen  Annwn. 

Sir  Hubert  came  banting  in  iplendid  amy. 
But  was  dash'd  from  his  steed  on  the  green, 

And  was  bame  to  the  cotlAge,  and  nnrs'd  nigbt  ai 
day. 


Oh,  bow  can  nieb  kindness  and  cate  be  lep&id. 

Or  where  can  more  graces  T 
Hj  heart  and  my  fanmie  are 

Aoeept  them,  dear  ElUlen,  s 


Hj  heart  and  my  fanmie  are  toui'b.  genti 
' ■-—   ->—■"'--    -Kiren; 


Sweet  Ellen,  tee. 


Forgive  me,  ahe  anawned,  and  grtLcetaWj  mliled, 
' '   I  wish  not  to  alter  tbe  meDe, 
While  the  tieart  of  »  parant  content  with  hii  child, 
Js  tha  fortnne  of  EOen,  blest  Ellen  Aoreon. 


MbttUj  O  !  Merrilj  O ! 
Then  the  sweet  bellei  look  tender, 
Then  their  blue  e^ee  ehed  gplendonr. 
With  raptore— bins  oonfonndad. 

Merrilj  O!  Merrilj' 01 

Bat  whto  married,  oh  hon  fannj  I 

Wearilj  O  !  Wemily  O  ! 

Thev'rB  no  lonKer  sweet  as  honej, 

WeariljO!  WeariljO! 

Ererr  belie  has  then  a  clapper, 

"Tieblof ^.--.-- 


The  bine  eja  get  blacker, 
'"■'"'     "  'enow  fopmooej. 

Wearilj  01  WeaiiljO! 


Then  iwearisf  comes  and  madncaa, 

Drearil  J  O  I  Drearil;  O I 
A  doicD  brsta  look  ndneaa, 

Drearily  Ot  DreaiiljOl 
Tin  wifaj  qnile  the  dandr, 
Uea  aniuing  dropt  of  bruidj, 
And  the  nouiand  cries  for  riadnMSp 
UeniljOl  MerrilrOI 


OPBOUSE  YE  THEN,  MY  MERKY  MEN. 

The  choogh  tuid  crow  to  Tooet  ace  gone, 

The  OKFaita  on  Ihe  tree, 
The  htuh'd  wind  vraila  nith  feeble  moui, 

Like  infant  ctiaritj. 
The  wildfire  dances  on  the  fen, 

The  red  star  sheds  ila  ray, 
Uptouse  ye,  then,  my  merry  men. 

It  is  oor  op'niag  d»y, 

Uprouae  ye,  then,  kc 
'Both  child  and  nnrse  a»  fast  aeleep,  ' 

And  elos'd  is  eveij  flower, 
And  waking  tapers  faintly  peep 

Uieh  from  my  lady's  bower  ; 
Bewildered  hinda,  with  shorten'd  ken, 

Shrink  on  their  murky  way, 
" """"   mymerrymen, 


Nor  board  nor  garner  own  we  now. 

Nor  roof,  nor  latched  door, 
Nor  kind  mate,  bonnd  by  holy  tow, 


Upronse  ye,  then,  my  merry  men, 

Upronae  ye,  then,  kc 

MY  HEAHT'S  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS, 
Hy  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a  chasing  die  deer, 
Chadng  the  wild  deer  and  following  the  roe, 
My  heart's  in  the  Hightanda  wherever  I  go. 

Hy  heart's,  &C 


All  iuul  t«  the  Huhkndi,  itll  hul  to  the  North, 
The  birtb-pUtce  M  ntlonr,  the  couDtrf  o(  mwlh, 
Wherever  1  w&ader,  w^ererer  I  rore. 
The  luUa  of  the  Highlands  for  eier  I  lore. 

Mj  beut't,  &e. 

F&rewell  to  the  mouDtMm,  Ugh  ci 


Adieu  for  ■  while,  I  can  ue  ei  forget  thee, 
The  land  of  mj  fnthers,  the  «oiI  c*  the  free, 
I  nigh  for  the  hoar  that  ahall  bid  me  retrace 
The  path  of  my  childhood,  1117  own  native  place. 

M;  heart  H,  flee. 


TBE  HARPEK  OF  MULL. 

Wheh  Bosie  was  faithful  how  happj  waa  I, 
Still  gladMme  as  Bunimer  the  lima  glided  by, 
1  pla/d  my  harp  cheerie,  ^rhile  fondly  I  aang 
Of  the  cii&nas  of  my  Roaie  the  ninter  night  lang  ; 
But  now  I'm  ai  w&efit'  aa  vtaefn'  can  be. 

Pot  the  dark  gloom  of  falEetii>od  aae  oloudimy  aad  si 
That  cheerleu  for  aye  ia  the  Harper  of  MulL 

I  wander  the  glena  and  the  wild  woods  atane, 
In  their  deepest  receaaes  I  make  my  aad  Diane  ; 
My  harp's  mourafol  melody  joins  in  the  strain. 
While  sadly  I  siog  of  the  days  that  are  cane  ; 
Thonah  Bosie  is  ftitbleBS,  she's  not  the  Ibb  fair. 
And  the  thought  of  her  heauly  hat  feed*  mv  dwpi 
■With  painful  lemembraneo  my  boBom  is  full. 
And  weaij  of  life  it  the  Harper  of  Mu!L 


12i  1  cao:CE  coLLEcnoN 

As  slambarini;  I  lay  br  the  d&rk  mDnnUlu  etream, 
M ;  1o7e1j  joane  Rosie  ■ppear'd  in  mj  dieun  ; 
1  thauElit  her  still  kind,  sni!  1  ne'er  tns  Baa  bleA, 
Aa  in  fanej- 1  elasp'd  tha  dew  njmpb  to  my  brsut. 
Thou  fait  fleetinj  vision,  too  soon  tlion  wert  o'or, 
Thou  wak'st  me  lo  tortures  anoqnall'd  before  ; 
Bat  death's  silent  slnmben  m;  niefs  won  thall  lull. 
And  the  green  gnu  wave  oier  Uib  Haqiec  of  MnU. 


WHEN  THE  ROSY  MORN  APPE4BINQ. 


Pi^nte  with  dew  the  verdatilla 

Beea  on  banks  of  thpne  disporting. 

Sip  the  meeta,  and  bail  the  dawn. 

Warbling  birds  tbe  da 

Carol  sweet  the  live. 
The;  roisake  their  leafy  dwelling. 

To  secare  tbe  golden  grain 

See  content  tbe  hnmbla  gleai 
Takes  the  acatter'd  ears  tbi 

Natore,  all  her  chiWren  view 
Kindl J  bounteonSj  cares  fo 


GOD  SAVE  THE  QUEEN: 

OoD  save  our  graciaus  Qneen, 
Long  Uto  oar  noble  Qneen, 
God  laie  the  Queen. 


Happj  and  gloria 

Long  to  reign  orer  us, 

GlOD  save  tbe  Qneen. 


O  LojiD  our  God,  arise. 

And  make  them  tail  j 
Confound  tbeir  politics. 
Frost  rate  tbeir  knamb  tricki. 
On  ber  our  hopes  m  Gi, 

God  wve  as  all 
The  chdeest  gifts  in  store, 
Oti  h«r  be  ple&sed  to  poor. 

Long  maj  >he  rden. 
Maj  (be  defend  our  lawi. 


og  iMJKheart  w 


THE  WHITE  SQUALL. 

Thk  sea  «■■  brigtit  and  tlie  bark  rode  well. 
And  tha  breese  bore  the  tone  of  the  reaper  beU, 
Tms  B  EBllant  bark  with  a  erevr  as  brave 
Ab  erer  uouflhed  on  tbe  hesTing  wsve, 
She  >hone  in  the  light  of  declining  da;, 
And  each  bvI  was  net  and  each  heart  ms  gay, 
Thej  neared  the  land  where  in  beanty  smiles. 
The  annnr  shore  of  the  Grecian  Isles  -, 
All  thOQ^t  of  home,  and  that  welcome  dear, 


A  white  cloud  Biea  tbn'  the  amre  Aj, 
What  meuu  that  wild  despairing  erf  ? 
Farnvrell !  the  yinon'd  scenes  of  home. 
That  cr;  is  help  nboe  do  help  can  come. 
For  (he  while  squall  ridei  on  the  mrging  wai 
And  the  bark  is  |)ulpb'd  in  an  ocean  gnre. 


PUSH  ABOUT  THE  PITCHER. 
The  iUver  rooon,  tlmt  ehines  90  bright, 

And,  if  mj  minate-glaai  runa  nght, 

We've  lime  to  drink  another  pitcher. 
Tis  not  yet  day,  *Cifl  not  jet  day, 

Then  why  shoald  we  forsake  good  Uqno] 
Until  the  luntjoams  round  ns  play, 

Let'i  jocund  push  shout  the  pitcher. 
They  la*  that  I  must  work  all  day, 

And  ileep  at' night,  togow  mnch  richer 
BntntutiBBll  the  woi^^kn  say. 

Compared  to  mirth,  i^Hkod  and  pitch  p 
T^  not  yet  Qa7,,S; 


It  Btrange  vaxari? 


And  boldly  oaU  ton 

t'other 
Tis 

pitcher, 
not  yet  day. 

&c. 

1  dearly  love  a  hearty  man, 
(No  sneaking  milksop-Je 

Who  loves  a  lass  and  loyes  a 

And  boldly  calls  for  t'othe 

Tia 

mmjlvntc 

r  pitcher, 
not  yet  day. 

,er,) 

WHAT  ARGUFIES  PRIDE. 

What  argufies  pride  and  am 

Soon  or  late  death  wiU  tak 

Each  ballet  haa  got  its  comm 

bilion, 
lisrion, 

The  halter  was  made  f 

He  that's  now  alive  and  lusty — to-morrow 

Perhaps  roHj  be  slretcb'd  on  the  deck. 


There  was  little  Tom  liiutock  of  Dover 

<iot  kill'd,  nnd  left  PolEj  in  pain, 
Poll  crj'd  ;  but  her  grief  wM  soon  over. 

And  then  she  got  mexried  Main, 

Then  drink,  &c 
Jack  Jtuilc  mu  ill-D»d  by  Bet  Ccoeker, 

And  >o  took  to  gunling  the  atoff, 
Till  he  tumbled  in  old  Davy's  locker, 

And  there  he  got  liquor  enengh. 

Than  drink,  &c 
For  onr  prizeHDaonej  then  to  the  proctor, 

T»ke  M  joy  while  'tii  gmng  out  ffe»k  i 
For  what  Brgnfles  calling  the  doctor, 

Wheo  the  aochor  of  Ilk  ia  it-peak  p 

Then  drink,  &c 


THE  CHAPTER  OP  GOOD  THINGS. 

^  QLAES  ia  good,  and  a  Liaa  ia  eood, 

And  a  pine  to  smoke  in  cold  weather  ; 
rho  world  is  (" '        '" 


-,....,  ...jd  the  people  fl__  „ , 

I  all  good  fellows  together. 
A  bottle  it  ia  a  very  good  thing. 
With  a  good  deal  of  very  good  wine  ia  it  ; 


ZKl 


A  table  ia  good,  when  spread  with  good  cheer. 

And  good  company  ailting  ronDd  it ; 
When  A  good  way  off,  we  axe  not  very  near, 

And  fur  sorrow  the  devil  confound  iC 

A  glass  is  good,  &c 
A  friend  ia  good,  iriiea  you're  oat  of  good  Luck 

For  that's  a  good  time  to  try  him  ; 
For  a  luatice  good,  the  haunch  of  a  buck, 

WitA  puh  a  good  pneent  yon  buj  him. 


A  fine  old  womaa  i«  good  when  die's  dcsd, 
A  rogofl'B  yerj  good,  far  ^ood  han^ng, 

A  fool  u  good,  b;  ths  now  to  be  led, 

And  m;  good  loiig  doaerres  ft  good  biuigiiig. 
A  glass  is  good,  fitc 


FRIENDSHIP  AND  LOVE  ABE  DIVINE. 
Let  fiune  smad  tlie  tmmpet*  and  crj  *  to  the  war,* 

Let  gloi?  re«<^  Che  strain  ; 
He  fill]  tide  of  honoQr  msj  tloir  ^vm  the  bciu, 

And  haroea  ma;  smile  on  theii  pain. 
Hie  troaeuree  of  autonm  let  Bacchos  display, 

And  stagger  abont  nith  his  l>owl  ; 
On  acience.  Let  Bol  beani  the  lustre  of  day. 

And  wisdom  give  light  to  the  aouL 
Let  India  nnfold  her  rich  gema  to  the  riew. 

Oh  gice  me  the  friend  that  I  know  to  be  tme. 

And  the  fair  that  1  tenderly  loie  ! 
What's  ^lory  but  pride  ?  A  vain  bubble  ia  fiune,        < 

And  not  the  pleamre  of  wine  ; 


Vet  futhful  mem 'it's  record  dear 
'Whispen  ire  ■hall  not  aerer. 

No,  by  the  lip  of  lichfst  streets, 
Ohl  nev«r  press'd  by  me. 

No,  by  that  soft  eye's  hmnid  Etta, 
'  -nnit  rtin«mh«r  thee. 


Each  poanne  object')  canul  light, 
_  ShsUc^  revive  ita  power, 

the  thought, 

And  then  I  think  I  see  that  tona, 

Id  ardent  beast j  gloning, 
And  at  the  tbonght  a  tear  shall  waka. 

As  fond  as  now  His  fioning. 


I  COULD  NETER  CRY  FOR  LAllaHINQ. 


Luc«  in  life,  or  good  or  bad. 

Ne'er  coold  make  me  melancholj, 

Sold™  rich,  yet  never  ^ 

Sometimes  poor,  jet  alwaya  jolly  ; 

PoTtnne  in  mj  scale,  thafa  poi. 

Yet,  I  don't  know  how  it  was, 

I  coold  never  orj  for  langhing. 

H».  hn,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

I  cooid  never  cry  for  laogWng. 

Monstrous  grave  are  men  of  law, 

(I&w  knows  no  end,  when  once  beeinninjt,) 

Yet  those  doD«  I  never  saw,          ^ 

■    But  their  wigs  wonld  set  me  grinning  ; 

OnOD  when  I  w. 

Seven  doctors  came— sadi  quizzes '. 
Zooks  I  I  thonght  they  would  me  kill 

With  laughing  at  their  comic  pliiMss. 
Hs,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Wilh  laaghing  at  their  comic  phinea. 
After  that,  in  love  J  fell, 

<Love  creates  >  deal  of  tronble,) 
But  m;  courtship  strange  to  tell, 

Only  made  my  mirth  redouble  ; 


I  laushed— <be  bowued — I  lanched  anin, 

■nil ib^.-... L„ .„ ..„ r::7r.  -«-^ 

Then  ahem 


_'riil  I  brought  her  lo  her  lether, 
1  ahe  smiJed- 


to  Uugb  Ihroogh  lifa  logethsr, 
D  la^h  ihrough  lite  together. 


THE  DEATH  OF  MOORE. 


Ya  British  patriots  whose  bressU  can  feel, 

Who  reno rate  the  niajtijU  warriot-'s  imra^ 
WboM  maul;  beiirts  bent  for  your  countr7'a  n 

Dear  as  jonr  blood  ihonld  Sow  the  chieftaii 
Twos  not  10  grace  an  EaalafD  Dunian's  pride, 

Nqr  to  deatroT  a  brave,  but  weaker  fw  \ 
Twas  in  defending  Natora's  rialita  he  died, 

In  Freedom'g  cuue  he  met  the  fatal  blow. 


But  (ftffltj  leekB  in  flight,  or  breathlcas  bleed* 
TboB  aa  the  QalUc  chief,  his  mjriadi  poar'd 

IVom  Egypt's  shore,  terrifiB  visions  rise  ; 
The  fiend  of  n.uiue  idieathes  his  reeking  sword, 

And  shaos  the  let-ran  Moore,  who  oouqn'riiig  dies. 

As  when  H  whirlwind  delnge,  threat'ning  etoiiD, 
BursCa  in  loud  thunders  o'er  the  trembling  plaina, 

Ttua  mercf -charter'd  bow  displays  its  form, 
And  nature's  Egis  cbeera  the  foar-ittuck  swaioa. 

Thus  nhen  the  hero's  i       -      '  '  - 


stial  arch  his  uce  appeail, 
ts  virtuea,  and  forget  he  died. 


LIFE  AFEXJHDS  NO  JOY  BUT  DBJNEINO. 
What  is  life  ?  a  fickle  ocena  • 

WhMisjojP  ftttMi8ieiitrs.y! 
Wbat  is  love  F  a^outUnl  notion '. 

Wine  almio  dnvw  Care  avaT. 
W^<  then,  marder  time  hj  thiDklag  7 


WKt,  Uien,  i 
mmjgc 


Life  sSbrds  no  joy  bat  drjaliing  ; 

That  aloQO  makes  man  divine. 
Wlufs  tbe  bigot  iranned  bj  pra^ng  } 

Wbafg  the  advent  Vaoa  geaman's  ga: 
Wliat'B  Iba  loldier's  zeal  ?  a  saying  1 

Wine  can  onlj  fire  tie  brwn. 
To  all  ilia  I  bid  defiance, 

And,  thoQRh  mortal,  prove  ditine  ; 
With  the  godB  I  claim  alliance  ; 

Tbej  quaff  nectar — I  drink  wine. 


ALL'S  WELL, 


Where  canlion  mariis  the  guarded  war, 
Who  foet  there  ?  Stranger,  quickly  tell  ; 
A  friand^^-the  word,    tiood  night ;  all^  nelL 
Or  iailii^  on  the  midnight  deep, 
Wlen  weary  mesemates  »oandly  sleep, 
Hie  cBiefnl  walch  patiola  the  deck. 
To  guard  the  ship  from  foes  or  wreck  i 
And  nhilB  hii  thou^ts  oft  homewards  tbo. 
Some  friendly  voice  Bciutes  hia  ear — 
What  cheer?  brothBr,  qniekly  tell ; 
Above—below.    Good  ni^  j  allV  wsU. 


COME,  LANDLORD,  FILL  A  FLOWING  BOWL, 

CoHE,  Iftodlord,  flU  a  Sowing  bowl. 

Until  it  doei  run  oyer  ; 
This  night  we'll  tatnTj  be, — 

Ti>-moiTan  wall  get  sober. 

Come,  luidlocd,  &ti. 
He  that  drinks  Etrong  beer. 

And  goes  to  bed  mellow, 
Ijrea  m  he  oaAl  to  live. 

And  dies  a  nesrtj  fellow. 

Come,  luullord,  4ib 
Brandj  cnres  th^gonl. 

The  choKc,  and  the  phtbTaic  : 
SoitiitoaUm- 


Tha  yerj  best  of  pbTric 
Come. 


landlord,  &£. 


He  that  cooita  a  pretty  girl, 

And  conrts  her  for  hie  pleasure, 
Ii  a  fool  if  he  manr  ber 

Withmt  itores  of  treasore. 

Come,  laadlord,  &e. 
So  now  let  ni  dance  and  mng. 

And  drive  awaj  all  aorrowt 
For  perhspa  we  maj  not 

Meet  again  to-morrow. 

Come  landlord,  &0. 


THE  BOSB  OF  ALLANDALE. 

The  mom  wai  fur — tiie  ^es  were  cleai- 
No  breath  eame  o'er  the  lea, 
When  Mar;  left  her  HiEhlBad  cot, 
And  wandsr'd  forth  with  me : 


Wu  the  Row  of  Allsndale. 

Waa  tbe  Roue  of  AIlAaiUle,  lie. 
Where'er  I  wsnder'd,  enM  or  weM, 
Tho'  Cite  began  to  lour, 
A  aoUce  MUl  was  she  to  me 

When  tpmpesta  Ush'd  onr  g&llBnt  bai^. 
And  tore  each  shiTering  sail, 
One  maiden  form  wiihuiood  the  rtonn, 
TwM  the  Ro«  of  AiUndale. 

Twal  the  Rose  of  Allandale,  &e. 
And  n'hen  mj  fevee'd  lipa  were  parch ''d 
On  Afric-g  burning  sand, 
She  whifiper'd  hopea  of  happine&B 
And  tales  of  distant  land  : 
M;  life  had  been  a  wildemees, 
Uablem  bj  fortune's  gale, 
Had  fate  not  link'd  my  lot  to  her'a. 
Tbe  So«e  of  Allscd&le. 

The  rose  of  AUandale,  Ice 


I  SHALL  NEVER  SEE  HER  HORK 

And  baa  ihe  then  fail'd  in  ber  truth  ? 

The  beantiful  maid  1  adore  ; 
Shall  I  never  again  hear  her  roico. 

Nor  see  her  loT'd  fonn  anj  more  ? 
No,  no,  no,  I  shall  nerer  see  her  more. 


Tet  pitj  1  hop'd  would  prevail. 


Auil  duce  hittr^  tlnoe  I  inspin, 
Ufa  beacefonh  ia  not  worth  mj  any 

Death  now  is  my  odI;  dnirs, 
I  giro  mjwlf  np  to  daquiir. 


MEET  ME  BY  MOONLIGHT. 

Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone. 

And  Ijieii  I  will  tell  jou  a  ttle, 
Mtut  be  told  bj  the  moonlight  ■lima, 

In  the  grora  at  the  end  of  the  vnle. 
Yoa  must  promise  to  come,  tor  I  siiid, 

I  voold  ahow  the  night-ilawen  their  qneen 
N«T,  torn  not  swar  thj  sweet  head, 

"lii  the  lorelieat  ever  mt*  wen- 
Ob  ',  meet  me  b;  moanlighl  alone. 
Darliglit  mn  do  for  the  gay. 

The  thooghtlew,  the  heartltas,  the  free  ; 
Bat  there's  something  about  the  moon's  ray. 

That  is  sweeter  to  joa  and  to  me. 
Oh  '.  remember,  be  sore  to  be  tliere, 

For  though  dearly  the  moonlight  I  priie, 
I  can  not  for  all  io  the  air, 

If  I  want  the  sweet  light  of  your  eyes. 


■  THE  MULBTEEa 


We've  muif  a  league  to  go. 


At  bll  of  eye,  hil  labour  o'er, 

He  bomevsrd  butes,  and  alnga  nitb  glee 
Mt  mules  speed  to  aj  cottage  door, 

For  there  my  lills  w^ta  for  tne. 
Speed  on,  m;  mulei.  the  Ban  seta  bst. 

The  abadea  of  night  I  see  ^ 
There's  many  a  leuue  jet  to  be  puss'd, 


And  Lilla  vratta  S> 


AN  OLD  MAN  WOULD  BE  WOOINQ; 
An  old  mnn  wonld  be  wooing, 

A  damael  gay  and  yonng  ; 
But  ehe,  wbeo  he  nas  aolng, 

For  ever  laoghed  and  snng — 
"  An  old  man,  an  old  man, 

WiU  never  do  for  me  ; 
For  May  and  Deoember 


A  youth  by  fortune  bleas'd, 
While  KOardV'a  eyea  were  eloaing. 

Her  band  dcli^-hted  press'd. 
And  old  man,  &o. 
Then  kneeling,  trembling,  creeping — 

1  vow  'iwaa  much  amise — 
He  watched  the  old  man  aleepJDg, 


THE  CONQUERING  HERa 

Seb!  the  conqMng  hen  comea 
Sound  the  trumpet  beat  the  drume, 
Spona  prepare,  the  lanrel  briog. 


See  the  god-like  jnrath  BdrBnce  1 
BreBtbe  the  flotta,  and  lead  the  di 
M jrtlefl  wreath,  and  rowa  twine. 
To  deck  the  hera'a  hron  dirine. 


THE  BONNIE  ENGLISH  ROSS. 

Old  England's  mnblem  ia  the  rose. 

There  u  no  othef  Hower 
Hath  half  the  gnces  that  adoni 

Thia  beanty  of  the  bower  ; 
And  Gngland''B  dHuglitera  are  u  fair 

As  an  J  bud  thai  blows. 
What  son  of  hers  who  halh  not  lor'd 

Some  lionnie  English  roae  ? 
The  bonnifl  English  rose, 
The  Innnie  English  rose, 
What  son  of  hera  who  hath  not  loT'd 
Some  bonaie  English  roae. 

Who  hath  not  heard  of  one  sweet  flow'r, 

Ttie  flrat  amongat  tbe  fair, 
For  Hhom  the  best  ol  Britbh  hearta, 


To  lose  that  sweet  repose, 
That  peace  of  mind  which  bit 

The  bonnia  Englisli  roae. 
Tlie  Ixninie  English  rose. 
The  bonnie  English  rose, 


If  anf  bold  enoneh  there  be, 
To  war  'gainst  EngUnd'a  isle, 

TheTSOOn  shall  find  from  Britiah  heart 
What  charma  hath  woman'a  amila  ; 


The  bonnie  Engltali  m 


hare; THE  BONNIECHBIST  CHURCH  BELLS. 


Hu-k,  the  SiBt 

Tbitt,  every  day  at  tour  aod  ten, 
Criee,  come,  come,  oome,  come,  come  to  pajva, 

Aad  the  verger  trips  before  the  deoo. 
Tingle,  tingle,  ting,  goes  the  Bmall  bell  at  nine. 

To  tall  UiB  bearers  home  ; 

T31  be  bean  the  mighty  torn. 


THE  BOYS  OP  KILKENNY. 

Oh  1  the  boys  of  KiUtenay  are  brave  roaring  blades, 
And  if  ever  thej  meet  with  the  nice  litlle  muds, 
They'll  kiss  them,  and  coax  them,  and  ipend  that 


Hot  cheeks  ure  like  roses,  her  lips  mnidi  Iha  utae, 
Uke  a  diih  of  fresh  atnwbemea  Bmother'd  ia  rream. 
PeI  de  ml,  Ac 


er  nes  ara  u  black  as  Kilkenny's  blB<ik  coal, 
■hich  through  mj  poor  bosom  hare  bam'd  a  big  h . 
mind,  like  its  rivers,  is  mild,  clear,  and  pure, 


mj  poor  bosom  bars  bnm'd  a  big  bole ; 
its  rivers,  is  mild,  clea 
It  her  heart  ta  more  hard  than  its  ra 


Kilkenny's  a  prett;  town,  ai 


THE  DEAREST,  SWEETEST  SPOT  IS  HOME. 

I'ts  wandered  threngh  that  Indian  land. 

Where  Nalore  wears  her  richest  hoe  ; 
Vre  stood  ixpoa  the  Grecian  strand, 

And  gaied  upon  the  waters  bltie  : 
I've  alrayed  beneath  a  mjrlle  grove. 

On  Arno's  bank^,  when  daj  has  set. 
And  heard  the  Itslian's  song  of  love 

Come  softly  frnm  his  eondolct : 
Bat  atill,  though  far  and  wide  we  roam, 

The  sweetest,  dearest  spot,  ia  borne. 
The  gandy  plants  of  tropic  skies. 

Though  bright  the  lima  in  which  they  bloom, 
ThonsJi  decked  in  Beauty's  proudest  d^ 

Are  cet  divested  of  perfame. 
Que  wUd  rose  of  mj  native  vale. 

The  jessamiDe  round  my  cott^  twinsdl, 
That  waft  their  fragrance  on  the  gale. 

Have  charms  far  dearer  to  mj  mind  [ 
For  Mill,  tbongh  far  and  wide  we  roam, 

Hie  aweetest,  deueat  spot,  is  home. 


OF  NitioHit.  soites,  13V 

TIME  CANNOT  CHANGE  MY  IX>VE. 

-Tiire  CMiool  chango  my  Iotb  for  th*e ; 

For  when,  id  Bge,  thy  Blep  I  hear, 
Thoogh  fceblf,  jel,  roj  love,  Imll  be 

Sireel  music  to  thy  Laura's  ™r . 
When  thoM  love-darting  eyes  shall  fade. 

That  now  thy  inmoM  Ihonghts  exprem. 
And  wlver  those  bright  ringlets  shade, 

Ah!  think  not  that  I  love  thee  less. 
And  when,  al  last,  we're  doomed  to  lay. 

Mid  kindred  dnst.  our  aged  heads, 
O'er  OS  shall  eheering  aun-beams  play. 

And  one  tree  shade  oor  narrow  beds ', 
And  as  the  winds  of  heaven  strew 

Its  flowreta  o'ef  that  bed  of  thine, 
Ere  Ihey,  nij  love,  can  fall  on  yon, 

Tbeyll  abed  thaic  trembling  leavea  OD  mua. 


THE  CORK  LEG, 
A  lAte  I  tell  now  without  any  flam. 
In  Holland  dwell  Mynheer  Von  Clam, 
Who  eiorj  morning  Bid — I  am 
The  licbsat  imrdiant  in  Kotterdun. 

Ri  too  ml,  loo  ral,  lie. 
One  day  he  had  stolf' d  till  fnll  ae  au  e^, 
When  a  poor  relation  caroe  to  beg, 
Bnt  he  kicked  him  ont  without  broaching  a  heft 
And  in  kicking  him  Out,  he  broke  his  onn  leg. 

Ri  too  ral,  loo  ral,  ke. 
A  snifieon.  ths  flnt  in  his  vocation, 
Came  and  made  a  long  oration  ; 
He  wanted  a  Umb  for  anstomiiation. 
Bo  finished  bis  jaw  by  M 


w  lal,  loo  nl,  i« 


Said  Hfnheei,  wbeo  be'd  dime  hb  work, 
"Bt  toot  knife  1  lose  one  fort, 
Bat  apon  CTDtches  111  never  stalk. 
For  I'll  havB  s  beantifiil  leg  of  cork." 

Ki  too  ral,  loo  ral,  &e. 
An  artist  in  Rotterdam  twonld  seem, 
Had  made  cork  legs  his  stadj  and  Aems, 

The  springs  a  compound  of  doi^-work  and  sl«ani. 
Ri  too  rat,  loo  ral,  &c 

The  leg  was  made  and  fitted  right. 
Inspection  the  arliat  did  iavite, 
Tbe  fine  Ahape  gave  Mjnheer  dehght. 
As  he  fixed  it  on  and  screwed  it  tight. 

Bj  too  ral,  loo  ai,  Ac 
Hb  walked  tlirough  souares,  and  past  each  (diop. 


Bch  step  t 


Each  step  hi 

And  he  found  hit  leg  he  couldn't  atop. 

Si  too  ml,  loo  ral,  Ice. 

Horror  and  ftight  were  in  hia  face, 

The  neigbboara  thongfat  he  was  numing  a  race  ■ 

He  clnne  to  a  poet  to  staj  his  pace, 


Bi  too  tal,  loo  rat,  Ice 

Then  he  called  to  aome  moD  with  all  his  might, 
*^0h,  stop  me,  or  I'm  mnrdered  quite  !" 
But  though  tbej  heard  hini  aid  iorite, 
Be  in  less  than  a  minnte  nas  out  of  oAi, 

Ri  too  ral,  too  nl,fta. 
He  ran  o'er  hilt,  and  dale,  and  plain, 
To  ease  hit  weur  bonee  be  fain 
Did  throw  himsdf  down,  hut  all  in  vain, 
Tlu  leg  got  up  and  waa  off  again. 

&T>»..»1     l<w>   -ot     trn 


He  irolked  of  daji  and  m^ttt  ■  icore, 
Uf  Europe  ha  h(>d  made  iae  tour. 
He  died — bol  thongh  hs  waa  no  more, 
The  leg  nalked  on  the  same  sa  1>et6re. 

Ri  too  ral,  loo  ra],  tec 
Id  Holland  someCimcB  he  conies  ia  dghtt 
A  ekeletoD  on  a  cork  leg  tight. 
No  cash  did  the  artist's  skill  regoite, 
He  never  -wm  pud,  and  it  served  him  ri^t. 

Hi  too  ral,  loo  ral,  &a 
Mt  Ule  I've  told  both  plain  and  free, 
Of  the  richest  merchant  that  could  he : 
Who  never  was  bnried  thongh  dead,  vie  see. 
And  I  have  been  unging  Ma  L.  K  Q. 

Ri  too  ral,  loo  ral,  &c 


ABOUT  LONG  ENOUGH. 


That  pirint  being  settled,  I  come  to  the  next. 
And  now,  like  the  parson,  I  look  for  m;  text  ; 
For,  in  writing  a  aong,  'tis  aa  well,  without  doabt, 
To  be  able  to  tell  viiat  the  dittj's  about. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 
Should  my  song  treat  of  phjaic,  /oa'Il  call  it  a  pill— 
And  ask,  can  Itliink  sach  good  company  ill ; 

Should  I  sing  about  law,  't ''' ' " 

For  with  that  once  buih 


Or  whj  kbont  mr  rfunild  I  dram  in  joor  «sn, 
Or  bore  ;re  "mtb  morMr*,  or  tall  greniidien  t 
To  pot  wine  iu  my  song  I  ware  eaflflj  able, 
Bat  iui't  then  giaatj  of  that  on  the  table  ! 

Tol  de  rol. 
For  politic  mattsn  I  care  not  two  pins, 
Nor  nJae  a  battoD  tLa  ants  and  the  ins  ; 
Wbai'B  jourmngthen  about?  joq  oiiij (rj,  im 
Wlij,  I  aoflwer,  1  think,  ^tlA— Abont  fong  enou 

Tol  de  rol, 


THE  CHUMMyS  WEDDINQ. 

Iryon  listen  to  me.  III  aing  of  a  spree 

Wiich  happened  ft  week  or  two  back, 
Conramiag  a  gal,  named  csrotlr  Sal, 

And  a  chnmmj  culled  bimdy-logged  Jaek. 
Tbe  parish  began  to  find  out 

She  brought  'em  too  many  to  keep. 
So  agreed  to  come  down  with  fonr  or  Dre  ponnds. 

To  portion  her  off  to  a  sweep. 

Tol,  lol,  tot 
To  have  a  grand  rout  Jaek  loddled  about, 

And  innled  the  whole  of  hia  pals  ; 
He  made  it  all  ri^ht  for  a  fiddle  at  night. 

XJanae  he  knew  tberM  be  plenty  of  gals. 
He  pmiided  plentj  of  grub, 
'    With  gatter  and  max  beside  ; 
And  channtiDg  biU,  of  Saffron  Hill, 

Agreed  to  stand  dad  to  llie  bride. 

Tol,W,(M, 
At  last  came  tbe  daj,  the;  were  dreat  oat  so  gaf. 

Jack  sported  bla  velveteens  ; 
Sal  borrowed  a  dress  that  wnomb;  fat  .BbM, 

""" — ■"     -   -  -■  ■iJadfco  the  green. 


The  olergjman  jeiaai  tbnr  lund^ 

And  nude  oulj  ooe  of  tbmn  both  ; 
He  Httled  the  job  wiibottt  iduu'^ng  a  bob, 

■Caiue  he  mw  he  ma  one  of  the  dolb '. 

Tol,  lol,  Ac 
Then  homeward  tbej  went,  on  pnnishmsQl  bent. 

And  swore  tbej'd  pitch  inio  the  gmb  ; 
There  was  lola  of  scrsn  in  a  large  bnDrs  pui, 

And  It^  of  beef  aoup  in  »  tub ! 
Jack  pnused  the  cutlines  of  tripe 

While  ehoiing  it  iatoluB  croop,  > 

And  all  anore,  to  a  man,  ibit  as  how  Mr.  Can     '     ' 

Never  made  such  a  kettle  of  aoup. 

Tol,  lol,  &c.    - 
The  dinner  bdng  done,  the  luahiog  began, 

Mo  glasses  they'd  got,  bo  thej  awiggeil  from  Ihe  pot, 

And  the;  took  it  b;  word  of  muuth. 
The  flddler  atruck  up  tor  a  hop, 

While  aeated  atop  of  the  trunk  ; 
Bat  not  one  of  the  batch  could  uomeuptothe  acratch. 

They  were  all  »o  infernaDj  druuk. 

Tol,  lol,  &c 
At  lut  the  lot  ao  loah;  had  got, 

'llie  J  neither  could  stand  nor  go ; 
Tlie  women  did  bowl,  the  men  thcj  did  growl. 

It  wan  just  like  a  wild  beHBl  show. 
And  Jack  couldnt  put  them  to  bed, 

■CaOKe  the  devil  a  one  he  bad  got, 
So  dioT  rolled  off  in  pairs,  down  tlie  dark  cellar  atain. 

And  waUowed  all  nisht  in  the  soot. 

Tol,  lol,  lie. 


THE  BOATIE  ROWS. 


Aod  Uesome  may  the  boatie  row. 

That  wins  the  tnircB'  bread. 
The  bo&tie  rows,  the  bostis  nms. 

And  weel  maj  the  bostie  tojt. 

That  wins  my  bairns'  bread. 
I  coost  mj  line  in  Largo  Bay, 

And  Hsbes  I  catch'd  iime  ; 
There  wv  three  to  boil^  and  thfM  to  bjg 
,  And  tbree  to  bait  the  lino. 
The  boatie  rowa,  the  boatie  rown, 

-The  boatie  rowa  indetd, 
And  happy  be  the  lot  o^  a^ 

Wha  nishea  her  to  speed. 
O  neel  may  the  boatie  low, 

That  fills  a  heavy  creel, 
And  oleeda  ua  a'  frae  tap  to  tae, 

And  bays  onr  parritch  meal. 
The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows, 

The  boatie  rons  indeed, 
And  happy  be  the  lot  of  o'  a', 

That  wish  the  boatie  speed. 
When  Jamie  row'd  he  wad  be  mine, 

And  wan  frae  mo  my  heart, 

0  mnckle  lighter  grew  my  creel ; 
He  swore  we'd  never  part. 

The  boatie  rows,  the  boatie  rows, 

The  boatie  rowa  fa'  weel. 
And  mnckle  lighter  is  the  load, 

Whea  love  bears  np  the  creeL 
My  knrtoh  I  pat  upo'  my  head, 

And  dress'd  myael'  fu"  brsw  ; 

1  trow  mj  heart  was  dough  and  wne, 

When  Jamie  gade  awa". 
Bnt  weel  may  the  boatie  row, 

And  Incky  be  her  part. 
And  Ilghtaome  be  the  lasaie'a  care. 

Thai  yields  an  honeat  heart. 


When  Saaaej,  Jock,  and  Jmnetie, 

Are  op,  &nd  gottan  lear, 
The/ll  £elp  to  rar  ths  boatie  ran, 

And  lighten  a?  onr  c»re. 
"nie  bofttifl  rows,  the  boUie  rowa, 

The  bo»tie  mwa  W  weel. 
And  lightsome  be  her  heart  that  bean. 

And  when  vi*  age  we're  worn  dowiii 
And  hirpling  ronnd  the  door, 

Tliey'U  row  to  keep  on  drj  and  nann, 
Aj  we  did  them  '    ' 


Acd  hapn7  be  the  1 
That  wuh  the  bcu 


THE  SOLDIER  KNOWS  THAT  EVERY  BALL. 

Tue  loldier  knowi  thnt  ever;  ball 

A  certain  billet  bears. 
And  whether  doomed  to  riie  or  fall, 

Diehononr'a  all  he  feora, 
To  aerve  his  coontr;  a  Ida  plan, 

Unawed  or  undiamajed  ; 
He  flehtg  Iwr  battles  like  a  man, 

And  bj  her  thankfl  be^a  paid. 
To  foreign  climes  he  cheorlj  goes, 

ill,  Lia  conntrj  knows 

m  the  blow  was  given. 

Baoorded  on  the  front  ot  day. 

The  warrior's  deeds  appear  ; 
For  hun  the  poet  breathes  his  lay 

The  Tirgiu  abedi  her  tear. 


THE  SPRIG  OP  SHILLELAH, 
OcH,  love  is  the  sonl  of  s  nnte  Irishman, 
He  loiea  >ill  that's  lovely,  loves  all  that  he  cnn. 

With  hia  sprig  of  ahillelAh  and  Bh&nirock  bo  green  ; 
His  heart  is  gooii-haniourod — 'tis  honest  and  sonnd, 
So  malice  or  hatred  is  there  to  be  founil. 
He  courts  and  be  marries,  he  drinks  and  lie  fights. 
For  love,  all  tor  love,  for  in  that  he  delights, 

With  his  sprig  of  elnllelali  and  shamrook  so  green. 
Who  has  e'er  bad  the  lack  to  see  Doniijhrook  fair, 
An  Irishman  all  in  his  glor^  is  there, 

With  his  sprig  of  shiUelah  and  shstarock  so  green  ; 
His  clothes  spick  sjid  span  nsw  wilhont  ever  a  speck, 
A  neat  Baroalona  tied  round  his  neck  ; 
He  goes  to  a  tent,  and  apends  ' 


ta  with  his  Shelab,  v.ho  blnabing  i 
Cries,  "  Get  jon  gone.  Pal !"  jet  cousenls  all  the 

To  the  priest  then  tbej  go, — and  aine  moodu  after 


Bless  the  countrv,  say  1,  thai  gfne  Patrick  his  birth, 

Bisss  the  land  of  the  oak,  and  its  neighbonring  earth, 

Where  grows  the  shillelah  and  shanu-ock  so  green. 

Ma;  the  sons  of  the  Thames,  the  Tweed,  and  tha 

Drub  the  foe  who  darea  plant  on  oar  confines  a  can- 
United  and  happ7,  at  loyaltj's  shric  % 
Mvf  the  rose,  leek,  and  tiustie,  long  fkntudi  and  twine 
mnnd  a  sprig  of  diillalah  ud  i&iMtock  so  green. 


EN6LAND,  EUEOPEB  GLORY. 

TaEBB  it  a  land  vnidBt  tha  nsres 

WbOH  BODi  are  lamed  in  Ktorj, 
Who  never  were,  or  will  be  AlaTea, 

Nor  «hrink  from  death  or  glory  r 
Tlien  atrike  the  harp,  ind  bid  it  swell. 

With  BcFWing  bowl  before  ye, 
Here*!  to  the  Ucd  in  which  we  dweD, 

To  England,  Enrope'i  glorj. 
Bleit  Und,  boyond  all  lands  afar, 

Eaciicled  Id  the  watem, 
TTith  lian-hearted  botu  in  war, 

And  BeuiCy'i  peerless  daoghten. 
Go  ye,  wboee  dijcontented  hearts 

Diadnin  the  joys  before  ye, 
Gki,  seek  a  home  in  foreign  parts, 

Idke  EngUsd,  Europe  b  glory. 
Whether  in  snltry  dimes  ye  rove 

A  lohtary  str^iger, 
Or  seek  the  foreign  fair  one's  Ioto. 

Where  lurk  deceit  and  dsnge 
Where  will  ye  find  domestic  b  ' 

Widi  social  sweets  before  yt 


wrrmff  a  mile  of  edinbdbgh. 

Twis  nithin  a  mile  of  E^dinbni^  town. 

In  the  rosy  time  of  the  yen. 
Sweet  Bowers  bloom'd,  aud  the  nass  wis  dowDg 
And  eadi  shepherd  woo'd  hia  dear ; 
Bomir  Jockey,  bljthe  and  gay, 
Kis'd  (Weet  Jeuiy  making  bay  ; 


The  kuie  bloaii'd,  uid  [rowniug  cry'd, 

I  caana,  canna,  wioDft,  winnA,  mnnoa  backle  to- 

Jockey  waa  a  wag  that  ne'er  wad  wed, 

Tho'  lang  he  bad  follow'd  the  hue, 
Contented  she  earn'd  and  ale  her  brOwn  hreod, 
And  merrily  tum'd  up  the  grass. 

BonoT  Jockey,  hfythe  and  free. 

Won  her  heart  right  merrily. 
Yet  rtill  she  blush'd,  and  frowning  ery'd, 

Na,  na,  it  winna  do  i 
I  canna,  «uma,  winna,  winna,  mnnna  backle  to. 


BDtwhenheTow'dhowadn 

labeherhiahrid. 

Tho'  hia  floeks  and  herds  » 

ere  na  few. 

She  gied  him  her  hand,  and 

kiss  beside, 

And  TOwd  she'd  for  eter  b 

Bonny  Jockey,  blythc 
Won  her  heart  rigiit  ir 

and  frie. 

urrily. 

At  charch  she  nae  mair  frow 

ning  cry'd, 

Na,  na,  it  winna  do. 

^monBahoaie 

THE  JOLLY  YOUNG  WATERMAN. 

And  did  you  ne'er  hoar  of  a  jolly  young  watennan. 
Who  at  BlackfriBra'-bridgB  naed  for  to  ply. 

And  he  feather'd  his  oars  wim  sach  skill  and  dexterit} 
Winning  each  heait  and  delighting  each  eye. 

Ha  look'd  so  neat,  and  he  row'd  so  steadily. 
The  nuudens  all  Bock'd  in  hia  boat  so  readily. 

And  be  eyed  the  young  rogaea  wilh  so  charming  an 

That  this  waterman  ne'er  waa  in  want  of  a  tare. 
What  sights  of  Sne  folks  he  of 


And  oflentiiiiea  woold  Ihey  tte  ffiglinp  uid  leering  ; 

Bat  'iwaa  all  oaa  lo  Tom  Ihair  gibing  and  Jeering  ; 
For  loving  or  liking  he  little  did  care, 

For  IhiB  waterman  ne'er  nas  in  want  of  a  fare^ 


And  Tet,  but  to  see  bow  atrange  things  happen, 

Ah  he  row-d  »!o—  "-'-•■■■—  -'  — <-■- " 

He  waa  plj'd  br  a 


rowd  aloni,  thinking  of  nothing  i 

'  '  I  bj  a  dunael  bo  lovely  and  £i 

aiil'd,  and  ao  straight-way  in 


YE  MARISER3  OP  ENGLAND. 

That  goard  oar  native  aeaa. 
Whose  flag  haa  braved  a  Ihaimad  ysan 

The  battle  and  Ule  breeie. 
Yonr  glorious  standard  Uunch  again. 

To  match  another  foe, 
And  sweep  throngh  the  deep. 

While  toe  stormy  tempests  blow 
While  baUla  rages  lond  and  long. 

And  atormj  tempetta  blow. 
The  spirit  of  your  fathers 

Shall  start  from  every  wave, 
For  the  deck  it  was  their  field  of  bme, 

And  ocean  was  their  mint 
When  - 

Afl  ye  sweep  throngh  the  deei , 
While  the  stormy  tempaala  blow. 

While  the  battle  rages  lond  and  long. 
And  the  stormy  tempnti  blow. 


Britannia  imdi  4  budwurk, 

No  tawfVB  aloDg  tho  steep. 
Her  march  u  o'er  the  moaatun-iravM, 

Her  horns  u  od  the  deep. 
With  thondEia  fcom  her  native  oak 

She  qaellfl  the  Sooda  betaw— 
As  tbey  roar,  on  the  shore. 

When  the  stormj  tempesls  blow. 
When  the  battle  ragea  load  and  long. 

And  the  Moimj  lempesls  hlow. 
The  meteor  Bag  of  England 

Shall  yet  terrific  hani, 
lill  danger's  trotihled  night  depart 

And  the  star  of  peace  return. 

Oar  gong  and  fenet  shall  flow 

When  the  etono  has  ceased  to  blow. 

When  the  Herj  fight  is  heard  no  more. 

And  the  stoim luu  ceased  to  hlow.    ' 


HAN  THE  BROTHER  OF  MAN. 

Let  (he  epicara  boaat  the  dtdight  ot  his  Boul, 

In  the  hign-BBBMm'd  dish,  and  the  rich  flowing  bowl  j 

Can  tbej  give  each  ttoe  Jojs  aa  benevolcuos  can. 

Or  as  chanlj  teela  when  it  benefits  man  ? 

Let  him  know  the  liind  impulse,  that  soffen  with  grief. 

Let  him  taste  the  deUght  of  afTocding  relief, 

Let  him  serve  the  great  Anlhorof  Natore'sgreal  plan, 

Who  designed  man  to  act  as  the  brother  of  man  l 

Though  dec^Ted  by  a  friend,  let  him  lae  what  hall 

When  the  impnlse  of  anger  he  learns  torcftcain  ; 
niongfa  great  the  offence,  oh  t  forgirs  if  you  enn, 
"•^  "ereDge  ia  a  maotua  diagracenil  to  man. 


Tlunh  the  cbnpter  of  life  oft  rerenH  the  Htene, 
Aad  Ae  ricli  man  LecomeB  what  Che    poor  man  hu 

Himk  ihat  cliApter  miut  ead,  for  bat  >h<»ibthe<paii 
That  will  give  us  the  power  to  benefit  man. 


STEADY  SHE  GOES.  ALL'8  WELL! 

.The  British  tar  no  peril  knows, 

But  fearlesa,  bravee  the  stormy  deep ; 
Ths  ship's  hia  cradle  of  repose. 

And  aneetly  nx^ks  him  to  his  sleep. 
He,  IliODgh  the  ngins  sar^a  swell. 


Steady  she  goes,  all's  well  I 
While  to  the  i 
An  English 


While  to  the  main-top  yard  he  springs, 


From  bonny  Kat«  or  lovely  Si 
Then  ashs  he  for  his  native  dell 
Yet  to  hope  he  clings. 
When  the  sleersman  ring 
Steady  she  goe^  all's  well  1 


OH,  BRING  ME  WINE. 

On,  bring  me  wine,  bright  winree  of  mirth  ; 

For,  from  the  flavonr^  lips. 

Of  him  who  jojoos  fdps, 
Thajest,  the  tannt,  the  eong,  has  birth. 

Wine  o'er  tbe  unl  dieds  mfinence  kind. 

And  girei  ■  ■ommer  to  the  nind. 


IS  A    CBOtCB 

When  ro«7  wine  begin*  to  flow, 
-     The  gubliii,  Care,  takes  flight ; 

Depart  at  mora's  celestiiil  glon. 

Wine  0^  tbe  boqI,  la. 
There's  raagic  lodg'd  nithin  the  gnpe : 
It  makes  the  loTer  view 
Hia  miatren'  beantj  new, 
CKna  liutra  to  bet  ere,  her  lit,  her  ibape. 
Wme  o'er  the  uol,  "- 


Ac 


TOM  MOODY, 

Yotr  all  knew  Tom  Moody,  the  wbipper-in,  well ; 
The  bell  just  dons  tolling  was  lioaeat  Tom'g  koell, 
A  more  able  aportAman  ne^  followed  a  hound 
Through  a  coontiy  well  known  to  him  Bftj  mils 


And  aU  with  attention  would  ea^erlj  nuak, 

Whep  he  cheer'd  np  the  pack, '  Uark  !  1«  Bockwood, 


Now,  Ratler,  boj  t— Hark  ! ' 


His  horse,  which  he  atjled  hu  '  Old  Soul,'  next  ap- 

On  whose  forehead  tbe  broeh  of  his  laat  fox  waa  rear 'd ; 
Whip,  cap,  boots,  and  apora,  in  a  trephj  were  bonnd, 
Aod  bere  and  there  followM  an  old  atracAling  hoond. 
Ah!  no  more  at  hia  Toice  jonder  vales  wffl  tbej  trace  I 
Nor  the  Welkin  resonnd  his  bnrsl  in  the  chaae  [ 


T^nii  Tom  spoke  hiifrwnds,  eiBhapranphubTeath: 

*  Knee  I  lee  yon  ue  naolf'il  to  bo  m  at  Uw  iea.lh. 
One  fiToDr  bestow — ^i>  tbe  last  I  iball  cnm, 
Oire  a  nltUng  vieir-halloo  tlirice  over  mr  grsn  i 
And  nnloHB  at  that  wuruug  I  life  op  mj  head,  ' 

M;  bon,  jou  may  fairlr  coaclnde  I  am  dead ! 
Bonnt  Tom  was  ober'd,  and  the  ihont  rent  tbe  ikj,' 
For  er'Tj  ToiCBjoiE'd  in  the  tally  ho  I  ciy. 
'TillTbo!  Hatb  forward  t 


PLY  CARE  TO  THE  W1HD8. 

Fly  Care  to  the  winds,  Ihni  I  blow  thee  Kwaj  ; 
111  drown  thee  in  wine  K  thoa  dar*)*  for  to  ilaj: 
With  bnmpen  of  claret  mj  spiiits  111  taiee, 
I-U  hmgh  and  I-U  ling  all  the  rest  of  mj  dayt 
God  Baccbtu  this  moment  adopt!  mo  bis  ion, 
And  inipir^d,  mj  breaot  glows  with  tran^>orts  B 

Tbe  Bparklini:  liquor  Dew  viKom-  sapplies, 

And  makes  the  nymph  kind  who  before  was  too  wii 

nien,  dull  sober  mortals  be  happy  AS  me  ; 

Two  bottles  of  claret  will  make  ns  a«ree  ; 

Will  open  yoor  eyes  to  see  Phillis'  charms, 

And  her  cojneaa  washed  down,  she^  fly  to  yonr  am 


THE  HEARTY  OLD  ODD  FELLOW. 

Wbile  with  wealth  on  one  hand  and  content  on 

I  enjoy  a  companion  and  fUend, 
That  leave  me  no  cares,  nor  Tejutunu  to  matbvi 
Which  oft  on  pool  mortala  attend ; 


And,  while  I  reflect,  that,  with  doctor  and  drug, 
Bnt  few  hnre  through  Ute  hnsh'd  ao  weU,  OT 
I  givs  thanka,  that  with  time,  I^e  » long  stood  (ha 


ill  a  neartju 


mid  old  Odd  FbIIcw. 


The  Ueraings  of  Tontb  I  enjoj'd  while  I  bald  'cm, 
Thongb  life's  bat  a  Bhort  Seetin^  dar. 

And  mortals  are  pless'd  with  eremng  bnt  seldon. 
Yet  I'll  welcome  ill  last  parting  n- 


And  though  time,  on  mj  aee  its  deep  fnrrawa  n 
DwwAteat  be  oerec  ahsll  lee  perce'd  on  the  brow 


plough, 
id  the  bioom  on  m;  cheek  may  torn  Tellow, 

oilent  be  nerec  «ha!l  lee  perch'd  01    '    ' 

Of  a  heart;  old  bouest  Odd  Fellow. 

We  know  that  fine  words  ma;  be  tonnded  on  Goticoi, 

And  vith  frionda  tls  loo  oA«a  the  case  ; 
Yet,  if  aver  I  meat  an  old  friend  io  affliction. 


And  while  thai  thnnigb  life  I  bmih  on  stnuwe  and 
oddlj, 

When  the  book  ot  mj  fciling*  '  """i 
Til  mj  wish,  bj  reform,  ere  I  nndet  the  »d  lis. 

To  hnuh  them  all  off  if  I  can: 
And  when  the  gteen  grass  sbaU  like  thatch  orerspread 

The  low  roof,  where  at  last  I  most  dwell,  0  ! 
U»j  each  friend,  left  behind,  till  he  spins  hi*  laH 
thread, 

PrOTS  a  heait7  old  hoDort  Odd  Fellawt 


IT  18  NOT  FOR  THINE  EYE  OF  BLUB. 

It  in  not  far  tliine  nje  of  Une, 
Nor  for  th;  du-k  ■□<!  glwj  luir, 

If  or  tor  th;  cheek  of  ruj  busj 
Nor  for  th;  loTel;  bosom  fair 

Thai  1  do  love  thee  j  for  to  me. 

There  tie  tiz  bri^ter  cbaniu  in  thee  1 


for  thj  gentle  r 
a<nd  ana  expan: 


Thj  platnd  « 

Which  borna  with  eleai 
That  I  do  toye  thee  ;  am 
A  thoound  matchleas  cl 


THE  CANADIAN  BOAT  SONG, 

FiiNn:T  aa  tolls  the  ec'ning  chime, 
One  voices  keep  tnne  and  our  oan  keep  time  ; 
Soon  as  the  wooda  on  shore  look  dim, 
Well  Hng  at  St.  Ann's  oni  parting  hjmn. 
Bow,  brothers,  tow,  the  itream  runs  fast. 
The  lapids  ore  near,  and  the  daj-ligbt'a  paat. 
Whj  shonld  we  jet  onr  sul  nnfiirl  ? 
There  is  not  a  breath  the  blae  wave  Co  cm)  l 
But  when  the  wind  blows  off  the  shore, 
Oh  I  sweetly  we'll  rest  onr  weaiT  9"; 


Saint  of  thia  green  isle  t  hear  oor  piB;flr, 
Grant  oi  coolheavens  and  (avonnnB  air  I 
Blow,  breeiea,  Uow,  & 


PEACE  BE  TO  THOSE  WHO  NOBLY  BLEBIX 


Land  swell  tbe  dirge,  the  u 

3wmt  TiTid  wre&thefl  let  muoH  aatnufl) 
ThU  nuT  to  fotiire  agea  tell 

Their  Lvaa  heroic,  and  Iheir  {all  dirine. 
Theit  lives,  i!A 


THE  LADY  OF  KIENAST  TOWER. 
It  il  tl»  Isdj  id  Kjanatt  Toner,  ot  love  ahe  will  Dot 
And  ibe  >iC9  ilone  in  her  mnmbun-bower,  though 

For  die  hath  mode  b  tow  in  ber  pride,  ber  hmbaad 

Done  to  laai, 
Sf»e  he  who  shall  ronnd  her  caitle  ride,  an  tbe  edca 

of  iU  outer  wall! 
O  !  the  cutle-wsU  is  nurow,  and  tbe  cartle-wall  ia 

And  tbeMain  would  reel  were  job  hot  to  itand  uid 

gate  on  the  gulf  a-nigh ! 
And  tbe  bones  of  roany  a  rider  bold  lie  whit'iiing 

down  in  the  dell, 
Wbile  tbat  ladj  prond  eils  in  her  hall,  and  langha  tu 

It  is  Sir  Albert,  of  Thoringy,  who  kneel)  to  the  niai- 
She  b>u  looked  bnt  once  on  hii  daric  blue  eje,  and  dw 


Slis  lores  At  laat,  and  she  shadden  to  see  the  kntglit 

on  his  Conner  boand  i 
Bat  her  feus  veze  Tain,  for  be  gftllopa  ai  free  aa  though 

it  wtre  listed  ground. 
The  Udj  hath  donned  her  richest  weeds,  to  greet  that 

Bat  hesita  unmoied  on  his  lable steed,  andhia  speech 

'  I  mairied,  lad  morn,  a  fsiier  bride,  and,  if  singlo, 

would  not  wed  thee  ; 
I  peril'd  my  life  but  to  hnmble  thj  pride,  and  lo  po- 

niali  ih;  crueltj :' 


THE  MODEL. 

Mt  friend  is  the  man  I  would  copy  Ihrongfa  life, 
He  harboun  no  envy,  he  caiuea  no  strife  ; 
No  marmon  eacape  him  though  fortune  bean  hard. 
Content  is  his  portion,  and  peace  his  reward. 
Still  happy  in  hi«  atation, 

Xor  heeds  the  snares. 
Nor  Imotva  the  cares, 
Which  rice  and  folly  bring  ; 
Daily  working  wearily, 


His  heart  is  enlarged,  though  hie  income  ia  scant. 
He  leuene  his  little  for  otheiB  that  want ; 
'Hiongh  his  children's  dear  claims  on  his  induitl} 
presH, 


From  day  tc 


ia  hommr,  Uid  hU 


Rel&Kin^  from  hii  laboon. 
Amid  hiB  welciome  neighboura, 

With  pUin  legale, 

With  jest  and  tale. 

The  happj  hero  tee. 
No  vain  wdiemeB  ooDionndiiu;  hii 


d,  iM  lans  ud  libertj. 


OLD  TOWLEB. 


The  lu-E  s)fringi  from  lite  com : 
Don.  hantBrnen,  niimd  the  iriiidow  dirong, 

Fleet  Towler  leMJt  the  crj. 
Arise  Che  harden  of  mj  song, 
This  daj  a.  itag  miut  die. 
With  a  hej,  ho,  eheyy, 
Horkfonwd,  liaikforwud,  tftntivj, 
"~fr  hark,  tanliyy, 


Thij  day  a  stag  waxl  die. 
Tlie  cordial  takee  ita  menr  ronnt), 

The  laugh  and  joke  prevail. 
The  huntsman  Uona  a  jurial  toani 

Tbe  dogi  niDff  ap  the  gale  ; 


The  npland  wilds  they  sweep  along, 

O'er  flelda,  throogh  brakes  ihoj  flj. 
The  ^HDie  is  rana'd,  too  trae  the  song, 

Tbu  6^j  a  stag  mast  die. 

With  a  hej,  ho,  ic 
Poor  stag,  the  dogs  thy  h&anchea  gore. 

The  tean  ran  down  thy  face. 
The  faoatmun'B  ^lessore  it  no  mon, 

Hifl  joys  were  m  the  cbase  ; 
Alike  the  gen'rous  ^Hirtjiman  bnniB, 

To  win  the  bloomuig  fur. 
But  yet  he  honoais  each  by  tnnu, 

Tbey  ewJi  become  hia  care. 

With  &  hi7,  ho,  Jca 


OH!  THATKI8S. 
On  Baltic  billowi  rode  my  thip. 

The  boatawain  load  WKa  culfiag  1 
On  mine  Paulina  pre^M  her  Up, 

And  nid,  while  tean  wore  falling, 
In  toreiKa  cliran,  O  !  think  on  thii! 

Your  heart  let  naught  daptaya  it ; 
Bnt  bring  me  back  my  parting  kin, 

Oh !  that  kisa,  that  sweet,  sweet  kits! 

The  kiBi  abe  ^ve  at  parting  ; 
In  pain  and  snef,  still  teoo^t  reKef, 

And  kept  Uie  tear  &oni  starting. 
In  hreeie  and  battle,  Bre  long  years, 

Ididansman-adntv; 
When  pleunre  eall'd,  I  ilos'd  my  ears, 


PARODY  ON  "  WE  MET." 

Wb  met,  'twas  in  a  mob,  and  wa  looked  at  each  other  i 
He  came— I  Baid  to  him,  "  Tliat  joo  have  sol  another. 
Yoa  know  I  saw  you  come  oat  of  jonder  darit  allej. 
Along  with  that  ere  ^  thsj  call  one-ejed  Sail;." 
And  she  not«  her  Mdsl  diess^^'twas  a  sailor's  bine 

Jacket  I 
Her  face,  it  emiled  at  me,  how  I  longed  for  to  smack  it, 
I  said  that  jon  was  false,  when  you  gare  meamillingl 
O  '■  tboa  bast  been  the  came  of  Ih^  black  ejei,  700 


I  taw  him  once  again,  witb  that  'ere  same  ^walking : 

Shogrinn'd.andBodidhe;  how  '        "  ' 

Hj  heart  it  bant  with  rage,  1 


She^nn'd.andBodidhe;  how  I  envied  th«r  talking 


And  a  piece  of  her  black  hair  in  triampb  I  boie  off  \ 
He  made  a  msh  at  me  to  give  me  a  smeller, 
Bat  he  missed  his  savage  aim,  and  fell  into  a  cellar: 
I  Lraahed— 1  said  to  him,  "  Yoii  remember  the  milling 
Ton  last  did  give  to  me,  and  those  black  eyes,  you 


Should  danger  e'er  approach  our  coast. 
The  inbrecT  spirit  of  the  land 
Woulii  animate  each  heart,  each  hand  1 

Would  bind  us  on  oar  ^neral  hOHt ! 
England,  a  world  within  ilaelf  1  shall  reign 
S^OD  oar  Seating  towen,  her  castles  on  the  s 

Our  isle's  best  rampart  is  the  sea ! 
The  midnight  march  of  foes  it  braves  ; 
And  heai^n,  that  fonc'd  us  round  with  waves, 

Ordain'd  the  people  to  be  free '. 


A3  PENSIVE  CHLOE. 


The  mnCon  Baku  flew  to  her  braut, 
Aa  little  birdi  into  their  neat ; 
Bat  overcome  with  whiteaen  then. 
For  grief  dis^olv'd  ir ' 


filing  on  her  gumenfB  hem, 


To- dock  her. 


CAPTAIN  GRAY. 

He*!  all  hli  agent  punted  bim, 

A  cuptaJn  in  the  Ime  ; 
Bat  his  paj  ho  spent  on  otherfl^ 

And  none  baa  e'er  been  mine. 
I  nork'd  as  ne'er  a  tailor  work'd 

For  him  without  delaj  ) 
And  I  became  a  baoknqi^ 

TbroD^h  tmatin^  Captain  Graj* 
In  dark  blue  coat  all  braided  o'«r. 

Id  dncka  of  Bpotless  white, 
In  bri^t  velvet  waietcoat, 

He  flaabee  oat  at  ni^t. 
That  coat  was  braided  all  bj  me  ; 

Thow  ducks  Bad  waiatcoat  gaj 
I  made,  and  am  a  bankmpt, 

TliTough  truating  Captain  Gra^ ! 
I've  annb  beneath  the  bailiff's  tonch, 

I've  into  gnol  been  east ; 
But  m;  imprisomnent  ia  done, 

And  I'm  wblte-waahed  at  laak 


Oh,  when  the  coart  mj  scliadale  had, 

Mt  lawyer  there  did  vj, 
Th'  iniolTent  wu  a  bankrapt, 

Thnngh  tnudu^  Captua  Onf. 


PARODY  ON  THE  BURIAL  OP  SIR  JOHN 
HOORE. 
Not  a  (oul  bad  he  got — not  a  guinea  or  note  ; 

Aod  be  look'd  coafoaodedl;  flurried, 
Ai  be  boiled  maf  withont  pajing  his  dut. 

And  the  laodlMj  after  bun  bonied. 
We  nw  lum  again  at  the  dead  of  eight. 

When  boioB  from  the  club  retumiug ; 
We  twigg'd  the  doctor  beneath  the  lisht 

Of  tlie  gas-lampa  briUianUj  borniDg. 
All  bare  and  eiposed  to  the  midnight  dews. 

Reclined  in  the  gattor  we  fOimd  him  ; 
And  he  look'd  like  a  gentleman  taking  a  aoooie, 

With  big  Murihali  cloak  around  him. 
The  doctor's  aa  drank  aa  the  devil,  we  aaid, 

And  ws  managed  a  ihatter  to  borrow ; 
We  raii'd  him,  and  ughed  at  the  Ihoi^ht  that  bis  head 

Would  dreadfully  ache  on  the  morrow. 
We  bore  him  home,  and  we  pot  him  to  bed. 

And  we  told  hia  wife  and  daoghter, 


LandlT  tber  talked  of  big  monm  that's  gon^ 

And  his  ladj  began  to  upbtald  him  ; 
But  little  be  reck'd, — go  they  let  him  gnoro  on 

'Neath  the  eoonterpaoe — just  aa  we  laid  hiu 
We  tnck'd  him  in,  and  had  hardlr  done, 

When  beneath  the  window  calling, 
We  heard  the  roogh  roire  of  a  gon-i5a-gnn 

Otawatcbman  "Oni!  o'clock"  bawling. 


Slowlj  and  h41t  ws  >U  walk'd  down 
Prom  hu  rooia  in  ''■ '  -*— 


MYNHEER  VANDUNCK. 

Uthheeb  Tuidonck,  thongh  hs  narsr  got  drank, 

Sipp'd  bnmdj  and  water  pil;  g 
And  neqaenchd  Ilia  thiiMmtlitwoqiuitaof  the  Bnt, 

To  ■  pirn  o(  the  Utt«r  doilj. 
SingiM,  ■'  Oh,  that  ■  Dntchmaa'a^dimoght  could  ba 


._.  romrg  Zander  Zet 
lingled  Kith  spirit  ^xd 


No  Hollander 
Bat  of  w. 
Than  a 


SMILE  AGAIN  HY  BONNY  LASSIE. 

Smile  agtun  m;  bonnj  taiaia, 

LuBte  imilaBgaiD. 
Prithe*  do  Dot  frown,  sweat  lavie. 

For  h  givea  me  pain. 
If  to  love  tbee  too  BuieorelT 

B«  a  fault  in  me, 

Ii  not  kind  m  thee. 

Smile  again,  kc 
Fan  Ihee  itelL  mj  bonnie  lai^, 

LasBB  fata  tbae  well, 
Tima  will  abow  (hee,  bimnie  lasie, 

Itoi*  Uun  tongne  can  tell. 


(ADd 

Still,  believe  ra 

Own  mj  fBithfnl  heart. 

Then  smile,  &c 


SICH  A  GITTIN  UP  BTAIHS. 


Sichagjltiaups 

MIS  I  nebei  did  nee. 

SidiB  gittin  nprt 

«in  I  neber  did  eee. 

Trike  de  toe  an  heel,  cut  de  vitson  wine. 

Scratch  grBTel,8lBpde 

ool,  dat  iajnal  de  Ung. 

Sich  a  gittin,  k 

I  went  It.  de  play,  an'  I 

Beed  Jim  Crow, 

Oh,  nigger  Isam  den  Bwell,  for  Jim  he  kbb  ud  go. 

9ichagit.in,& 

1  look  him  in  de  tBOB,  a 

nlU  I  make  idm  grin. 

And  then  I  trow  B  backs 

qnid,  and  hit  him  on  deal 

8ich  a  gittin,  & 

Ohrliadatboydatkn 

owBtopreachflBamon, 

ofvBnnin. 

seven  up,"  and  all  dat  k 

Sich  a  gittin,  & 

Ni«ereheldameelao, 
And  d«re  I  ipobe  a  spei 

bont  de  donisation, 

To  Waahiogton  I  go,  dere  I  cut  a  Bwell, 

Cleanin"  gemman'e  boota,  and  ringing  auction  beE 

Sich  a  ^ttin,  tee. 
I  called  on  yaHei  Sal.  dat  tradee  in  unaage^ 
And  dere  I  met  big  Joe,  which  made  my  dander  ri^ 

Kdi  ■  giuin,  la. 


S*7a  I|  "Yim  see  dat  doorp  joMmMej  nigga  Joe, 
For  I'm  k  9iuke]uaiuh  boj,  not  knona  aUng  or  tvo." 

Sich  a  gittiD,  ta. 
And  den  I  show  mj  seiuioe, — pienei  g&rdei  iodb. 
Bang  be  eje,  bresK  be  ahin,  aplit  be  noae  In  two  '■ 

Sicb  >  giltin,  &c 
8b1  beller  oat — den  ahe  Jninp  ap  between  us, 
Bat  gneu  be  no  forgel  da  da;  nbeo  laam  tbow  hli 

Sich  a  gittin,  las. 

Den  big  Joe  went  out,  he  gnau  to  take  de  Uw, 
BntheuafoaldspinHna — IcotnijittcltfoTBalthtion, 

Sieb  a  gittin,  ke. 
Two  bebiod  and  two  before, 
Wiut  till  joa  get  to  tbe  watcb<bonse  door, 

Sich  a  gittin,  jcc, 
ShI  is  sasaj,  I  kuow  vrbnt  ebe  meiuie, 

Sicb  a  gittin,  ke, 
Ifjou  VOQt  a  HOng,  get  one  dat^a  fat, 
•■  Hbe  gallant  Hnsnar,"  or  "  AH  round  my  Hat." 

Sicb  a  gittin,  ice. 
Tomer  and  Fisber,  de;  go  de  bole  figga, 
Dej'a  de  cbapa  wbat  mortalize  de  uigc^ 

8i^  a  gittin,  &c. 
When  yira  bnj  din,  and  know  it  right  well. 
Fetch  along  de  obinge,  and  get  de  "  Singer's  JeweL" 


WILLIK  BREWD  A  PECK  O'  MAUT. 
O  Willis  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maot. 

And  Bob  and  AlUn  cam  to  see  ; 
Ibree  bljtber  bearta,  that  leelang  night. 


Vfe  are  >ue  fan,  we're  na  that  (on. 

But  jiiBt  >  dnppie  in  our  ee ; 
"Dm  cock  m&y  cmw,  the  da;  ma  j  daw*. 
And  aye  we'll  tMe  the  tolej  brea. 
Han  an  we  met,  three  merry  boji. 
Three  merry  boja,  I  trow  are  we  j 
And  mony  a  night  wsTe  merry  been. 
And  mony  mur  we  hope  to  be  [ 

We  are  na  fon'  ke. 
It  1*  the  moon,  I  ken  her  bom, 

That  blinhln  in  the  lift  aae  hie  i 
She  ihinea  ue  bridit  to  <^le  ni  hame, 
Bot,  by  my  ipoth,  ahe-U  w«t  a  wee ! 

Wfl  ■»  oa  foa,  fto. 

Wha  fint  ihall  riae  to  gang  awa', 

A  ouckold,  coward  lown,  is  be ! 

VbA  Bnt  bBside  )iii  chair  ahall  &', 

He  ia  the  lung  amang  oa  three. 


BATTLE  aONU. 

p — tee  the  morn's  o'erl 

_  .    .  ^  la  alomber  and  roth  ox 

Thoo^  bright  and  clear  now,  ere  ev^niog  the  foualaina 

D^  wi£  the  blood  of  the  slangbter'd  shall  Uow ! 
Til  onr  laat  nraggle  for  freedom  and  hooonr. 

Blow  jonr  wildtrunipeu and  call  up  the  brsve I 
Fight  for  yonr  conntrj— ahame  is  upon  bar ! 

On  to  the  conflict  to  die  or  to  uve. 
Farewell,  ye  dear  ones,  that  ere  the  inroder 

Waned  oar  valliea,  haro  soften'd  and  cbarm'd 
ThebearUof  our  country,  with  feeliaga  that  made  her 

Beat  belov'd  land  that  romance  ever  wum'd : 


Here  to  oor  lab 


Up,  conn         ,    ,,    . 

Bonse  from  your  alnmber  sod  nub  an  Ihe  toe ) 
Thoogh  bright  and  elau'  now,  eraev'ning  the  fonntaini 

Dark  with  the  blood  of  ths  BiBoghlcrd  sb&ll  flow ; 
AniH  tho'  we  die — we  dull  jet  Iite  in  stoij, 

True  hearts  well  prove  to  oor  coontrj  and  lume  ; 
Death  11U17  hare  tetron,  hat  stSl  there's  a  glorj 

In  dying  tor  nuttre  laud,  fireedom,  uid  fame. 


REST,  WARRIOR  REST. 

He  comes  &om  the  wars,  from  the  red  tleld  of  li^hC, 
Re  comei  thro'  the  storm,  and  tliB  dai^ness  of  night. 
For  rest  and  for  refuge  now  fein  to  implore. 
The  warrior  bends  low  at  the  cottager's  door ; 
Pale,  pale,  ifl  hii  eheek,  therein  a  ^jdi  on  his  brow. 
His  locks  o'er  his  shoulders  distmcledty  flow ; 
And  the  fire  of  his  heart  shoots  by  fits  from  tos  eye. 
Like  a  bngniahiug  lamp,  that  jost  flaahsstodie. 
Rest,  TFarrior,  rest. 

Bank  in  slence  and  sleep,  in  the  cottager^  bed, 
Oblivion  shall  vist  the  war-weazy  head  ; 
PerdianCB  he  may  dream,  but  the  viaion  shall  tell 
Of  his  Isdj-love'B  bow'ri  and  her  laiert  ferewell ; 
IlInsiDn  and  lore  chase  the  battle's  alarm^ 
He  shall  dieam  that  his  mistren  lies  lock'd  in  his  arms ; 
He  sLall  feel  on  his  lips  the  sweet  warmth  of  her  kiss. 
Ah !  warrior,  wake  net !  mch  slnmbet  is  bliss  ! 


To  hie  a  life,  free  from  gont,  psio,  or  phthisic, 
Athletic  empWment  iBfonnd  the  beat  phjrdc  i 
The  nervea  are  bj  eiercisa  hftrdened  and  strengthened. 
And  rigoar  att«idB  it,  b;  which  life  ia  lengthened. 

What  condacea  to  health  deserree  reconiioendation, 
Twill  eotai]  a  strong  race  on  (he  next  geaeratioo  ; 
And  of  all  the  field-Bamei  erer  practieed  or  known. 
That  cricket  standi  foreinost  each  Britea  moBt  own. 

Dbitj  down,  fcc 
Let  dull  penaive  eonle  boaat  the  pleaaore  of  angling, 
And  o^er  ponds  and  brooka  be  etemallj  danf  line  ; 
Such  drowaj  wonn-killats  are  franght  with  deliglit, 
I(  hut  once  in-a  week  Ibej  obtain  a  fair  bite. 

Deny  down,  lie. 
The  cricketer  noble  in  mind,  as  in  merit, 

A  stranger  to  Bwindliag,  he  never  would  iriah 
To  seduce  by  falsa  baits,  and  betray  a  poor  fish. 

Derrj  down,  ice. 
Xo  sUngs  of  remorse  hurt  the  cricketer's  mind. 
To  innocent  animals  never  unkind. 
The  gniltless  his  doi-trine  is  ever  tu  ipare. 
Averse  to  the  hunting  or  killing  the  hare. 

Derry  down,  ke. 
We  knights  of  ^e  hat  the  pure  ether  respire, 
Wliich,lieighteiied  by  toil,  keeps  alive  Nature'e  Ore  : 
No  anila  of  crim.  con.  or  divorce  can  Hssail  us, 
For  in  love,  as  in  cricket,  out  powers  net'er  foil  ns. 

Derry  down,  &c 
To  every  great  duke,  and  (e  each  noble  lord. 
Let  each  All  his  glass  with  most  hearty  acoml ; 
And  to  all  brother  ki^htc  whether  absent  or  presNil, 
Drink  heal^  and  ancc^  from  the  peer  to  the  peasanC 

i>en7  down,  ke. 
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THE  VOKKHOUSE  BOY. 
The  cloth  tM  laid  in  the  TOrkJioaM  hall, 
And  the  great-FOAlB  hime  on  the  vhite-TMhM  nil ; 
The  panpeiB  all  tere  hiiite  and  gaj, 
KeepiUH  their  Christmas  holids; : 
VHien  Uie  nuater  cned  vith  a  rognkh  leer, 
You'll  oil  get  fat  on  joor  CbrislmiB  cheer  -, 
And  one  hy  his  looka  he  Beem'd  lo  eaj, 
111  tuTS  more  aoap  on  thii  Chriatmaa  day ! 

Oh,  the  poor  vorldfcnue  ba;,  As. 
At  length  all  of  oi  to  bed  via  sent, 
ITie  boy  vm  missing,  in  Bearch  ve  rent : 
Te  Hmght  him  above,  ve  songht  him  below, 
Te  sought  him  yith  faces  of  grief  and  toe  ; 
Te  Boaght  him  that  honr,  is  aooght  him  that  night, 
Ve  Bought  llim  in  fear,  and  ye  sought  him  in  fright ; 
Then  ayoangpaaper  cries,  "1  know  ve  shall 
Get  jolly  veil  vopt  for  loosing  our  pall." 

Oh,  the  poor  vorkhoBae  boy,  ka. 
Te  sought  in  each  comer,  each  orevice  Te  knew, 
Tb  sought  down  the  yard,  and  ve  BOHght  up  the  floe ' 
Te  sought  in  each  saucepan,  each  kettle  and  pot. 
In  vatter-butt  looked,  hut  foond  him  noL 
And  vetks  flew  on  re  vere  all  of  ua  told. 
That  somebody  laid  he'd  been  burk'd  and  sold  ; 
Then  our  maater  goes  out,  the  parishioners  vild, 
Cry,  "  There  goea  ^  cove  that  burk'd  the  poor  childr 

Oh,  the  poor  vorkhou&e  boy,  He* 
At  length  tbe  soap  coppen  repairs  did  need, 
The  coppemnith  came,  and  there  be  seed 
A  dollop  of  bones  lay  griiiling  there. 
In  the  leg  of  the  br^ches  the  boy  did  year. 
To  gain  bis  fill  the  boy  did  stoop, 
And,  dreadful  to  tell,  he  vos  botl'd  in  the  to 


That  be  vos  pnahcd  i 


,  the  poor  TOrkhotue  boy,  Ice. 


BRITANNIA'S  NAME. 

Bbitakmi's  name  from  age  to  aga 

Has  like  her  clitb  Etood  last, 
And  prfmuKB  in  hifitoiyH  pB^i 

In  nonoiii'  long  to  l&et, 
Her  ■ailon  mien  of  the  bsa. 

Her  aoldiera  of  that  soil, 
On  which  the  indiutrioiu  peamuitij, 

To  af  it  value,  toil- 
All,  all  Bhall  hul  Briliumis's  uune. 
As  glor;  haiida  it  down  to  fame. 
Th«n  Jang  onr  tan  who  boldlj  nHm, 

Oar  glor;  to  enBore  ; 
And  ang  oui  soldiera  who  at  home 

That  glory  well  saourfl : 
And  dog  am  peasasts,  Ht  a  word. 

Who  of  mankind  the  friend, 
Would  torn  each  plongluluTe  to  a  nroid. 

Their  cwantcr  lo  defend. 

All,  all  ah&n  ling,  Ac 


NANCY  OP  BRISTOL. 
FioBWRLi.  my  dearest  Nuncj, 

If  I]»  wind  nhoold  blow  hard  mj  boja, 

A>  God  will  hare  it  >o. 
The  Q<he*  in  the  onean, 

Shalt'm;  companions  be, 
Since  10  Ming  ia  a  pleainre, 

None  haa  my  heart  bnt  thee. 

'    ^     'ih  iboi^ 


AawaluddoDe 


We  wBighy  our  anehor  tiri»k!j  Ijoj^ 

Then  we  Nt  nil  for  aea, 
Ota  goodly  >hip  ibe  ran  iigroond, 

Sweet  girl  I  Ihooght  on  thee. 
Oar  EoodlT  ahiii  ]»f  beating, 

AU  on  the  Engluh  ehore, 
We  pat  iub)  Co£  barboor. 

And  Maid  a  month  or  more  { 
The  mud  it  did  blov  hard  mj  baji. 

All  thina  nn  cna  with  me. 
Whene'er  I  pot  mj  foot  on  ihon, 

Sweet  gill  I  thini^  on  thee. 
So  fan  TOa  well,  Cork  harbonr. 

For  Gibraltar  aail'd  w& 
From  thence  onto  New  Yoik, 

From  thence  to  Virginia, 
Whera  there  were  Hne  towna  and  placei, 

And  pietlj  girls  I  see, 


So  &re  joa  well,  Viroinia, 

Tie  fon  I  leare  behind, 
And  Bteor  mj  coarse  to  Briitol, 

Some  oomiert  for  to  And. 
Tho'  lore  and  d«pair. 

While  die  ut  on  m;r  knee, 
Bnt  of  all  the  women  in  the  world 

None  baa  mf  haait  bat  the. 


,  I  CANNOT  MAHRT  KROOT. 

ExcnsE.  Ki,  m;  omfiuiaii, 
Yonr  wish  fn  thon^  aboot, 

And  I've  eome  to  this  coneliuJOD, 
TbM  I  caiiDM  nazT]  Krout. 


loes  Dolliing,  Sir,  bnt  scold  or 
e'l  old,  and  ogly  too  ; 
OS  jealaiu  &s  Ibe  old  one, — 

Excnae  mj  agitalion, 


That  Ice 


Bflddes,  sir,  I've  discorer'd 

Whit  lUcne  should  me  deter, 
That  there'i  knedieT  lover 

I  should  YB17  much  prefer : 
So  handaome,  ait,  the  rogue  ia, 

80  men;,  jonng,  aud  tme  ; 
And  he  biugha  at  all  old  fogiea. 

But  that's  no  offence  to  yon  I 

Eiease  m;  sgitatloD,  jto. 


BRITANNIA'S  REVENGB. 
Brttinnu,  mnsing  oe'r  the  deed 


Within  her  cats  the  goddeu 

Aodview-dthefosmingoi 

Whose  surges  high  began  to 

When  lo !  a  Triton  from  sfa 

Came  aoHtiug  in  a  mtt'rj;  ca 

'  Haste !'  he  cried, '  Brilan 

Succonr  bring,  or  Nelson  1 


The  direfal  Ule  to  iJI  she  bore, 

Amidst  the  bAttle  raging : 
'Rerenge,  revenge!"  alrmd  she  cried, 

*  To  UillKil&M  Joaz  fury, 
SflejcmdeT  deck,  how  Hl^j  dj'd ! 

lis  Nelion's  blood  conjnra  to  ; 
By  his  dew  maneB,  his  parting  breath, 
1  charge  yon  to  aTen^e  nia  death ; 
Let  the  British  thander  go  ; 
Hurl  deetrnction  on  the  foe  I 
Let  not  bis  fall  without  Bometlung  go  great 
Be  lecpidad  to  mark  the  lamentable  fnte 

Of  an  hero  bo  great** 
She  ceai'd :  nai  now  great  Nelson's  name 

From  ship  to  diip  r^sonnded, 
While  France  and  Spwn,  enwrapp'd  in  flame, 

Aataniah'd  and  confoanded, 


In  Tain  to  ilorj  thej  aspire. 

His  deaUi  must  he  requited  I 
Unequal  to  the  conSict's  heat, 
Thongh  greater  nombere  flU  tiieir  fleet, 

See,  they  strike  I  rengeance  sweep, 

Binks  the  confedVates  oF  piood  FWice  and  SpaJn, 
While  the  genios  of  Albion  exulting  cUim 

Victory !  Victory  1 


From  tears  I  can't  retnun  i 


TbetimaseeiralDnglbo'tiTaaUusmm 

He  left  me  liete  alone. 
He  swore  heM  ne'er  forget,  md  tbsii 

Lett  me  to  ngh  Hid  moso. 
Can  he  forget  how  oft  he's  awora 

To  love  DO  one  but  me. 
He  mt.j  tdieu  in  the  cilip,  for 

He  fiurei  nuuda  will  ree  ; 
He  nid  that  to  his  mOBotain  rose. 

He  ever  true  would  prore, 
A  tear  ihonld  never  dim  mine  eyta. 

He  ne'er  would  cease  to  lore. 
Ha  vhisper'd  when  we  Isat  embraced, 

Some  comfort  to  m^  heart ; 
He  said  that  unpropiliooB  &tfl, 

Shonld  ne'er  □>  lovers  part  ; 
He  quickly  woold  be  here  again. 

And  wed  withoat  delaj  ; 
Oh.  when  I  see  him  here  a^Jn, 

Twill  be  a  happ;  daj. 


LIFE  LET  U8  CHERISH. 

herieh  n^iite  jet  the  t^er  glow^ 
■- "oweret  pine  ■-    '--'■    '-- 
id  of  toil  an 
v  DT  cnosa  ute  rankling  thorn  to  wear  ; 
And  beedlesa,  bj  the  lilj  stray, 
Which  blossoms  in  oar  naj  ? 

Life  let  ns  cherish,  kc 
When  clonds  obscure  the  atmosphere, 
And  fbrk'd  lightnings  tmd  the  air ; 
The  snn  reeames  his  mlver  crest, 
And  smiles  adown  the  west. 

Idfe  let  m  cherish,  iai. 


The  genial  teAMiu  Kwn  an  o'er, 
Then  let  na,  en  w«  quit  the  ihliTe, 
ConMntmrat  Mck,  it  is  life'*  wrt. 
The  mnihine  of  the  breaat. 

Lifa  let  na  cheruh,  &«, 
Ansj  with  cTBTj  toil  »nd  cire. 
And  oeiue  the  nulding  thorn  to  wear  j 
'WtUi  nuinful  hearts  U(s>  conflict  meet, 
nU  deMh  aoanda  the  retreat 

Lite  let  ni  -'""■='■,  kc. 


EYES!  UVING  CRYSTALS. 

Etes  !  liring  eriHlalB.  strain'd  with  thonght, 

O  !  look— 'till  dauled  Bght  decay ! 
li^ !  moling  rubiea,  muae-fraoght, 

O !  breathe  m j  aool  in  aighH  awaj. 
HTdream  of  hope  l my  crown  of  pteaiore '■ 

Tboa  only  one  in  hfe  to  me  ; 
Conld  rifled  norlds  smau  their  treantre, 

Ko  ore  or  gem  ahonld  porchOBe  the& 

TIPITYWITOHET. 

Tbis  morning  rer;  handy, 

My  malady  was  gnch, 
I  in  my  tea  took  brandy. 

And  took  a  mp  too  mneh. 

(HiekupiJ  tol  de  roL 


It  itop,  1 1 

My  head! 

One  pinch  0 

111  take  t 


,    __ -_  u  yon  pIsaM, 

One  pinch  of  Iriih  blackguard. 


Sntatt)  tcj  de  ToL 


Now  I^  quite  divw^  growing. 

For  this  terj  morning, 
I  row  nhsn  cock  was  croning. 


I'm  not  in  oae  fcr  frolic, 

Can't  np  mj  apiritB  keep, 
For  lovB  on  windy  ciiolie, 

lis  that  whioh  m&kes  me  nee 
(Criei)  tol  do  rol. 
I'm  not  in  mood  tor  crjing, 

Care'fl  a  aillj  calf, 
If  to  get  fot  jOD're  tiring, 

The  only  way's  to  laugh. 

(Laitglu)  tol  de  ro 


SO  WARMLY  WE  MET. 

So  waimly  we  met,  and  eo  fandlj  we  parted. 

That  which  was  the  sweeter  e^  I  could  not  (ell,— 
The  first  look  of  weleo 


Oh,  Cupid's  two  ejes  are  not  liker  each  other. 
In  smiles  and  in  lean,  than  that  moment  to  this. 

The  first  was  like  daybreak,  new  sadden,  delicious. 
The  dawn  of  a  pleasure  scarce  kindled  up  jet  ; 

The  last  was  the  farewell  of  daj-light  more  precioua, 

Dor  meeting,  though  happT,  was  tinMd  by  a  sorrow. 

To  think  that  such  happmess  conld  not  remain. 
While  onr  parting,  thoaghaad,  gave  a  hope  thatlo- 

Would  bring  baek  the  blest  hott  of  me^ugagatii. 


THE  LANDLADY  OF  FRANCE. 

A  tANDLiDT  of  Fronro,  ahe  loved  an  oflicer,  tii  said. 

And  this  officer  he  dearl;  loied  her  irnaaf,  oh  I 
Sighed  sbe,  "  I  lore  tliia  officer  AlthoDgh  biB  nOBs  U 

Aod  hia  lega  ue  what  his  regimeiit  csll  bsndj  oh  t" 


"Adiou,  mjtool,"  aapdie,  "if  yon  write  praj  fy    ' 

Bnt,  beforewe  part,  lefatakea  drop  of  brand]' oh  !" 
She  filled  him  oat  a  bumper,  just  before  he  left  the 

And  aootber  for  beraelf  so  neat  and  band};,  oh  ! 
So  the;  kept  their  Hpirita  up,  b;  pouring  spirits  down. 

For  lore  is  Uke  Che  cholio,  cored  with  brand;,  oh  '. 
"  Take  a  bottle  ont,"  «aj»  ahe,  "  for  jou  are  going  into 

In  jour  lent  jrou  know,  m;  lore,  twill  be  the  dand;, 
"  Yoa"™  right,"  lajs  he,  "  mj  life,  for  a  tent  ia  very 

And  'tif  better  with  mf  tent  to  t^e  some  brandy 


STANDTO  YOURGONS,  MY  HEARTSOFOAK. 

Stikd  to  your  guns,  my  hearte  of  oak. 
Let  QOt  a  word  on  board  ha  epoke. 
Victory  won  will  crown  the  joke  ; 
Be  nlent,  and  be  ready. 


Rua  lunns  fOnr  g>iQSi  and  sponee  tb^ 
Let  OS  be  Bare  the  bulls  nill  teli; 
The  canaooa'  rou  Bhall  niuid  thdr  ki 
Be  Meadf,  baje,  be  etesdj. 

Not  jflt,  DOT  yet — renrre  joni  Are, 

IdodeBre: Elrel 

Now  the  elementB  do  Tattle^ 

The  goila,  amaied,  behold  the  battln 

A  broadaide^  mj  borg  ! 
See  the  blood  in  purple  tide 
Trickle  domi  her  battered  ade  ; 
Winged  with  fate  the  hnlleU  flj  ;— 
Cenqoer,  boj^  or  bravelj  die. 
Hnrf  deBrueUon  on  your  toei. 

She  anks — huua! 
To  the  bottom  down  ahe  goes. 


WOMEN  AND  WINE. 

Ler  aoiia  of  SlaoghEer  try  tlieir  tbill 

In  himtij:ig  fax  or  hare  ; 
Well  join  the  chase,  bat  acorn  to  kill, 
Unleaa  it's  to  kill  Cue. 
3d  onr  chase  slull  hallj  gaily  be. 

Women  and  nine  before  as  ; 
Well  hoDt  the  bottle  merrily 
WitJi  a  snack  and  kias  in  choma. 
With  a  amaek  and  kiss,  &c 

Great  Alexander  fijry  hnil'd, 

In  hunting  he'd  not  hall ; 
For.  after  hnnting  all  the  world. 

He  found  himself  in  fault. 
So  our  chase  ihall  haily,  kt- 


ocdeTtaken  Join  the  chue, 


The  juisoDS  are  all  banting  men. 
Which  DO  one  can  deny  ; 

And  lirte  piga  in  &rir  stj. 
So  oar  chaae  ghall  hailj,  Ic& 
Hiirh  Rll  your  ElesBes,  fill  apace. 

Well  drink  away  to  Fame  ; 
Liquor  and  luve  shall  be  oar  chsfie, 


iT  re&dy  the  rights  of  nt 
Ihe  guard  of  the  neak  and  lupport  of  the  stranger  ; 

To  oppression  a  foe,  and  to  fieedom  a  Mend. 
Amid  uiB  mde  scenes  of  dismay  and  commotion. 

Since  Anarchy  first  her  red  banner  nofurl'd, 
Still  firm  as  a  rock,  io  her  own  nstivo  ocean, 

Stood  England,  the  Anchor  and  Bope  of  the  norliL 
Sweetest  Spot  on  the  earth,  where  trae  hooonr  com- 
bim^, 

With  jnstice  and  truth,  gives  a  strength  to  the  whole; 
Whew  the  rose-bud  of  heaaty  with  raloor  entwiniug, 

Enlargelh  the  heart  and  exalteth  the  eoul 
0  land  of  my  birth  I  yet  shall  peace  be  thy  portico, 

And  still  abalt  tbnu  stand,  lowly  roX?  in  the  ocean,' 
The  anciior  of  Borope,  the  Hope  of  the  world. 


THE  CHARMS  OF  LIFE. 
I  LOTE  to  see  the  flomine  bowl 

With  raby  lustre  crown-d  ; 
I  lore  to  eee  the  flow  of  eool, 

And  core  in  goblet  drown'd. 
Oil,  t«ll  me  Dot  of  beaatj'a  power, 

Of  nomau'giaft  control, 
But,  give  me,  goda,  the  social  boor. 

The  transport!  of  the  bowL 


It  spatlilinE  cup  can  b&niah  grief, 
Then  bask  we  in  the  glow. 

The  «and  of  life  too  soon  rana  oat. 
And  joj  is  but  a  flower  ; 

Be  ga;,  and  posh  the  bowl  aboat. 
Taste  Rine,  and  prove  its  power. 
The  song,  the  Jest,  &c. 


:b  stopped  at  >  widow's  gate ; 
She  kept  an  inn,  and  he  wanted  to  bait, 

Bnt  the  landladj  slighted  her  gueet ; 
For,  when  Nature  waa  makirg  an  ogly  race. 
She  cert^nly  mouJded  this  traveller^  face. 

As  a  sample  for  all  the  rent 
The  ehanibermaid'a  adea  they  were  ready  to  crark, 
When  she  saw  hi^  gneer  nose,  and  hamp  onhiaback ; 

(A  bump  isn't  handsome  no  doubt ;) 
And,  though  'tis  confera'd  that  the  prejudice  goe* 
Vtrj  Biionglj  in  fsvoor  of  wearin;^  a  nose, 

A  nose  wouldn't  look  like  a  snoal. 


A  1»K  fall  of  Kold  on  the  Uble  he  laid, 

It  hul  a  nond'TDni  effect  on  the  widow  and  majd, 

And  thf  y  quickly  grew  marvallona  civil  [ 
The  money  immediatalT  altered  the  case. 
They  were  charm'd  with  his  hoiup,  and  hia  anont,  and 

Thongh  he  nill  might  liave  fri^tened  the  deiiL 

Hb  paid  like  a  prince,  gave  the  widow  a  smack, 
And  tlopp'd  on  hia  horse,  at  the  door,  like  a  tack  , 

While  the  landlady  tonching  the  chink, 
Cried,  "  Sir,  ahonld  you  travel  thia  coontry  igalD, 
1  heartily  hope  that  the  Bweeteat  of  men 

Will  atop  at  the  widow's  to  drink." 


THE  SENTINEL. 
Is  the  night,  when  the  watcb-light  beade  hi 
The  amtiael  ttood  on  the  field  of  th 


Then  turning  agftin  from  the  strife  and  the  alanghtert 
We  swept  the  blue  waves  of  a  tar  distant  sea. 

Yet  he  nghed  a>  he  bent  o'er  the  du-k  ocean  water, 
For  the  wild  wave  that  bore  himitill  bore  him  ^m 

Then,  aa  we  cleft  the  green  aea  fbam. 

Or  flew  before  the  sdrary  sprsv. 
He  thon^t  of  bis  tore,  and  he  thonght  of  his  home. 

While  loB  veuel  waa  boonding  ofiu  and  awsy  I  , 


Cease,  rode  Borsu,  blast 'ring  niler  1 

List,  je  Undamen,  all  to  me '. 
Meflsmatea,  hear  a  brother  aailar 

Sag  tbe  diuigen  of  the  na  i 
From  bounding  billows,  (list  m  motion, 

When  the  distant  wliiriwinda  rise, 
'f  0  the  tempest-troobk'd  oceail, 

Where  the  seas  contend  with  akies  ! 

Hark  !  the  boBtswain  hoaraelj  bawling, 

^  By  topsflil  Bheetfl,  and  haul-yarda  stand 
DowQ  top-g&llanta  quick  be  hauling, 

Down  ;our  staj-saih.  hand,  bojs,  band ! 
Now  it  freshens^  aet  the  braces, 

The  top-aail  diaets  now  let  go ; 
Luff,  boya,  luff  1  don't  maka  wrj  faces, 

Up  JOTU  top-sails  nimblj  clew.' 


Nowalljou 

,  beda  aoortiiw 

Fondly  lo. 

2k'd  in  beauty's  kn 

Fresh  enjojnier 

Lt»,WJ 

intoncou 

rtin's 

Safe  fivjm 

all 

bath 

ive's  alan 

Bound  US  ro 

Ihati 

^^; 

Think  wh. 

anthraU; 

Harder  jet, 

A^ 

fitbU 

iwsharde 

i',.. 

B  boatswain  cidls ! 

'  The  topsul-jarda  point  to  the  nind,  boyi 

See  ail  clear  to  reef  each  course  ; 
Let  the  fore-aheet  go,  dun't  mind,  boys. 

Though  the  weather  abould  be  worse. 
Fore  and  aft  the  spritsBil  yard  get, 

Reef  tbe  miccn,  aee  all  clear. 
Hands  up,  ench  preventure  brace  set, 

Man  the  fore-yard,  cheer,  lada,  clieer  [* 


Now  the  dreadfal  thnnder't  roaring, 

Feal  on  peal  contendini;  clash, 
On  OUT  bekds  fierce  rain  falls  pouring, 

Id  onr  ejaa  lilne- lightnings  fladi. 
One  wide  water  all  aronnd  as. 

All  aboie  OS  one  black  eJi^, 
Different  deaths  at  once  Borroand  na. 

Bark  !  what  meani  that  dreadful  C17  1 

'The  fbiemast'B  gone,'  cries  emy  tfingne  ont, 

*  O'er  the  lee,  twelve  feet  'bore  deck  ; 
A  leab  beneath  the  chest-tree's  sprang  out. 

Call  all  hands  to  dear  the  wieck. 
Quick  the  lanjardfl  cot  to  pieced  ; 

Come  mj  hearts  be  stoat  and  bold  ; 
Plumb  the  wsU— the  leak  incnaaes, 

Koor  feet  water  in  the  hold.' 


While  o'er  the  si 

lip  wild 

We  for  wives  < 

irchildn 

Alas !  from  henc 

le  there's 

Alaa!  to  them  there's  1 

Stilltheleakise 

[lining  0 

Both  chain-pu 

mpaare 

Ueav'D  hare  mer 

cjherei 

For  only  that  < 

O'er  the  lee-beam  is  the  land,  boje. 

Let  the  guns  overboard  be  thrown  ; 
To  the  pump,  come  ev'rj  hand,  boys, 

The  l»ak  we've  found,  it  cant  pour  fast, 
We've  tightened  her  a  foot  or  more  ; 

Up,  and  rig  a  jury  foremast. 
cUie  rightji,  she  righta,  bop,  we're  off  ahr 

Now  oooB  more  on  joys  we're  thinking. 
Since  kind  heav'ii  hot  sav'd  onr  lives  1 

Come,  the  can,  boys  I  let's  be  drinking 


Where's  the  tempest  ni 


IP  LOVE'S  DREAM  BE  O'ER. 

IP  loTe'i  dream  be  o'er, 

Friends  and  home  adien ; 
Then,  dear  native  shore, 

A  long  farewell  to  yon ! 
In  thto  stronger  climfis 

Of  other  lands  I'll  rgsm, 
And  cease  to  think  of  times 

When  all  was  peace  at  borne. 
Should  lore  and  hope  be  OTer, 

Whereaksl  shall  I  fly  P 
A  broken-heATted  lover  f 

I  have  nought  Co  do  but  die ' 
Then  on  to  the  bottle, 
To  lose  'mid  war's  rattle; 
All  the  luithlBES  dreams  ot  love, 
And  try  with  glorj  peace  to  prove !    " 


(ONS  BUSH  TO  ARBia. 
mshloanas, 


or  to  fall, 
irtial  ardonr  glom. 


Behcilil  htm  in  the  dreadM  aeene, 

Where  heroea  fiilt  to  rise  no  more  ; 
He  bnves  hit  fate  idth  dauatlees  mien, 

And  bids  the  tJinnd'ring  cannoni  roir, 
No  fean  appaJ  hia  muil;  mind  ; 

Or,  if  perehaacs  he  heares  a  tich, 
Tis  for  B  girl  he  left  behind  :— 

A  eailor  oeTer  fean  to  die. 
In  honour's  dealhlesB  page  enroll'd, 

Conspioooos  ahjnea  the  swlot'i  name, 
The  Koardian  of  hii  native  land. 

Whose  bosom  noblj  nants  for  fume. 
On  them  the  British  far  bejtow 

The  choioeat  smilea,  their  favonrs  sweet, 
When  crown'd  with  lanrela  from  the  toe, 

ThBj  1«7  their  wreaths  at  beautj^  feet 


THE  COVE  WOT  8INQS. 


The  luck  of  a  cove'wot  writea ! 
Now  IVe  a  song  so  true 

(Mv  mind  to  tmth  it  dings ;) 
And  I  am  going  lo  te)l  to  Ton, 

The  luck  of  a  core  wot  ana. 

ra  de  Ml,  4c 
In  a  garret  I  show'd  mj  nob, 

In  Earl- Street,  Seven  IfialB, 
Mt  father  was  a  saob. 

mj'  mother  de^  in  teialt; 
Bot  mj  mind  took  higher  flighUi, 

I  baled  low-life  things  1 
Made  friends  with  s  core  wot  writes. 

And  now  I'm  a  chap  wot  nngi. 

Tol  de  rol,  &a. 


But  turned  to  Oie  CDmii;  line  ; 
I  found  oat  that  Ib&t  wbs  beat. 
Soma  fan  it 


Totht 


Tol  de  rol,  Jta 


To  ■  ooDcert,  ball,  or  root. 

Each  night  I'm  ssbed  to  go. 
With  mj  new  toggerj  I  go  onl, 

And  I  cut  no  da-ty  ihom ; 
Ooea  np  to  the  miuio,  all  right, 

At  the  mUDen  1  sheep's  eyes  Si 
Oeu  m;  In^  free  all  the  night, 

Because  I'm  the  cove  wot  aines 


If  I  go  to  tabe  a  room, 
.  T&TG  needs  no  talk  or  stnff  ; 
'Boot  a  referanca  thej  dont  fume, 

My  word  is  qnite-enougl^ — - 
For  mj  money  thej  don't  care  a  soi 

The  landlady  kind  loolu  fling^ 
Ska's  proud  to  Iiave  in  her  bonis, 

™^    Toldei 

Each  daj  so  well  I  fare, 

Oa  each  thing  good  ao  3nc ; 
In  ibenrub  way  well  I  aharo, 


Thej  coma  for  milts,  d'je  see, 
To  hear  the  chap  wot  angg. 

Tol. 


Wbils  ■trolling  t'other  night, 

I  dropped  in  ut  »  house,  d'ye  sw, 
The  landlord  so  pohte, 

I  called  for  a  glaan  of  port, 
When  half-a-bottU  he  fcings  ; 
SpOKBN.]— "Howmnehtopsj,  landlord,"  ai 
**  NoCMn^  of  the  sort,'' 

Tol  da  rol 

Now  mj  »ng  is  at  sn  end. 

My  slorj  Ihrongli  I've  run  ; 
And  all  that  I  did  intend, 

Waa  to  cause  a  morsel  of  fun  ; 
If  I  suceeed,  that's  right, 

There's  a  pleasure  pleasing  bringa  ; 
And  I'll  try  some  other  night. 

The  luck  of  a  chup  wot  sings. 

■tii  dfl  rol 

LOVE'S  RITORNELLA. 


Lonel;  ZitelU.hatli  to 


A  ejes  if  Uie  brigand  should  lua, 


Simple  ZitollAf  bflWAre^  ah,  beware ! 


Love'i  ritorneUa  Unj  and  hettr. 


O  MY  LOVE. 

Retdrn,  O  mj  love '.  and  well  never  part, 

WUIe  the  morn  her  soft  l^ht  shall  ihed, 
111  bold  tbee  fast  to  my  virgin  heart, 

And  mj  bosom  shall  pillon  thy  head. 
The  bimlh  af  the  woodbina  is  on  my  lips, 

Impearl'd  in  the  dews  of  Ma  j  ; 
And  no  one  bat  tboa  of  iu  sweelneas  sbalJ  li 

Or  ilea]  its  bonoj  awaj. 


What  a  miaery  it 

I'm  tan  yoa  all  fael  for  niy  l-uw  : 
For  when  but  an  infant,  Ibe  ^o^ps  would  crj. 

My  growing  Ihej  never  coold  trace. 
To  see  ma  ao  little,  'lis  Inith,  that'»  poi. 

Gave  father  and  mother  much  pain  ; 


My  acbool  1  wen 

And  altboocfa  1  looked  bat  ■  boy  ; 

With  other  lads  taller  I  Mtora'd  to  play, 

Foi  I  thODghc  myself  hoUjIe-d^hoy. 


IS.  1 B9 

Fate  cut  my  prospecti,  and  Bteral;  decreed — 

Stinted  mj  gTowth,  at>  tbat  I 
Did  reach  foar-and-twent;  jeert  old,  and  indeed. 

Before  I  was  fonr  feel  high. 
Oh  dear !  Oh  deiuT 
Oh,  hapless  misfortaae— I  sob  and  I  sieh, 
To  think  I'm  not  more  than  (ooi  feet  high. 
T  then  fell  in  love,  and  a  coutting  I  went, 

A  beaotifol  damsel  so  fur  ; 
Who  was  just  six  feet  tall,  hot  she  vouM  not 


Oh  dear!  Oh  dear! 
Too  short  to  be  married— 1  sob  and  I  sigh, 
Becaose  I'm  not  more  than  four  feet  high. 
The  refusal  horn  her  filled  my  heart  full  of  wi 

Oh,  love  gave  my  valonr  a  twiat  j 
I  made  up  m;  mind  for  a  soldier  to  go. 

Bat  corp<a^,  sergeant,  and  all — nine  or  ten— 

At  n^  resolulion  did  langh. 
And  told  me  thev  only  took  eood  sii'd  men. 

And  I  was  too  little  bv  half. 
Oh  dear!  Ob  dear! 
Too  short  to  be  shot  at — 1  sob  and  I  sigh, 
My  greatest  misfortnne  is— four  feet  high. 
Aa  1  walk  thtongh  the  nreets  I  feel  sume  alar 

To  see  ever;  tall  perwn  come  ; 
Whoae  looks  plainly  aay,  "Come  nnder  my  ar 

Yon  wee  little  hup  o'  my  thnmb," 
And  each  gswkey  boy,  my  walk  who  comes  ru 

Seems  but  to  act  by  one  plan ; 
For  all  of  them  cry,  "  Companions,  look  here, 

Look  at  the  queer  little  man." 


OhdurEObdeu! 
Scoff 'd  br  ;<>ai]g  archins,  who,  jeei 
BeoDse  I'm  not  moie  than  four  fe< 


Yet  friBO  tbis  Inetcc 

ADd  KDtiiDenie  xpeak  of  all  amsll  men  ; 
I  tnow  very  well  Ks're  gnly  fll 

To  bs  waited  opon  bj  Ibe  Ull  men 
Oh  dear:  Oh  dear! 
Hapleffl  mirfortane— I  feel  if— that  I, 
Should  never  be  laJler  thau  four  feet  bigD. 

There's  one  very  pleasing  reflection  to  me, 

(To  otra  it  I  cannot  refnse  ;) 
With  my  short  person  contenMd  I'd  be, 

If  llie  ladies  1  <sa  bat  amuse : 
And  should  any  fair  one,  I  vow  on  my  life, 

Take  pity  on  me  and  my  EOng, 
111  purcbaie  the  licence — make  her  my  wife, 

And  marry,  thouch  short,  befora  lane. 
Oh  dear!  Ob  dear! 
To  make  her  quite  happy  I'm  sore  I  would  Iiy, 
Altbon^  I'm  not  taller  tbaa  four  feet  high. 


TUE  ROW. 

1  KNEW  by  the  noise  that  I  heard  all  amnnd 

Ifi  the  street  where  I  waa,  that  a  row  it  was  near ; 
And  I  said,  "if  there's  fun  IhLi  good  night  to  be  foond, 


Lvery  tongue  seem'd  em  ploy  'd,and  the  r 


us  Chtu-kya  thur  laltles  ao  cheerily  spring. 


Tript  my  beds,  and  so  laid  me  flat  iloivn  i 
The  watoiuBeii  '    '        '     - '- 


He  lookhta 
Pay  a  sMCn 


ij  person  quite  ili,  and  i 
ig— raUirn  to  mj  hon 


PADDY  OXYNN. 


0«B  Paddy  O'LTTin  conrted  Widdy  M'Kay, 
He  bold  as  a  lian,  she  heib  se  the  day ; 
Now  to  win  her,  he  knew  he  the  widdy  tudbI  phuae, 
So  he  thonght  the  best  thiii^  lie  eoald  do  was  to  taie. 
Now  Paddy  be  aiay,  yon  denl,  she'd  cry. 
And  she'd  smack  Paddy's  chops,  while  ihe'd  look  at 
hipi  sly  1  [aSkirs, 

"IjkTe  your  tricks  and  yoor  nonsenae,  and  mind  your 
ThrODgh  your  tickling  I  know  I'll  be  tiimbling  np 

"  Hy  honey,"  says  Paddy,  "  that,  lome  foUis  do  aay, 
IsasiKn  that  you'll  soon  know  your  own  wedding  <^yj 
And  It's  pleased  that  T  am — anre  to  Bay  so^s  no  sin, 
Snee  'tis  all  tor  good  lack,"  says  Paddy  U'Lynn. 
"Airsh.now!"  says  she,  " Pat,  don't  think  of  the  hke, 
For  I  didnt  say  no  to  your  fat  cousin  Mike, 
The  sole  of  my  shoe  he  Iq»bb,  Ihoogh  it  arn'l  whole:" 
Says  Paddy,  "  I'd  rather  love  you  than  you' sooL" 
"Now  Paddy,  I'U  squeal,  and  I'U  punch  your  fool's 
heiul —  [bed  ;" 

Sure  I'm  dreaming  each  night,  I've  your  cousin  in 


1»2  i   CH< 

SafS  Pftddj,  "That  sune  I  am  glad  that  Jon  hj. 
For  dnuosB  limys  go  quite  the  contrary  -anj  ; 
80  widdj  kape  dnuning  tbal  same  till  ;oa  die, 
■When  JOB  drame  Mike'»in  bed,  whj,  jouTl  find  it  ia  I ! 
And  it  a  placed  that  I  am,  sure  to  say  so'i  no  tin. 
For  'tia  all  for  good  lack,"  sajs  alj  Fadd;  O'Ljdo. 
"Arrah!  widdy,m7 dulling,  jon'yeplagnBdineenongh, 
And  sure  then  'tia  time  that  jg|  left  off  aocb  stuff, 
For  your  Bake  Fve  been  flghtiif^  and  broken  mj  head. 
And  I  think  after  this,  it  is  time  we  were  wed." 
Then  Paddy  ao  sly,  threw  hia  anna  round  her  waiet. 


lis  lipa  put  to  her**,  of  th 
elo^'dinhi 


And  he  looh'd  in  her  ejea  that  were  sparkling  so  bright. 
And  he  huBg'd  her  awate  form — faith,  then,  ar~  "■- 
did  right. 


did  right. 
"  Now  Paddy,  be  qniet,  to  lake  too  I'm  loath. 
Sore,  I've  now  had  two  htubanda,  and  done  for 


(I'll'wiD, 


(  "  nien  bave  me  for  the  third,  and  p'rhapa  this 
For  the  third  time  is  different,"  ssyd  Faddy  O'L; 


OH,  YES,  DEAR  LOVE  80  TENDERLY. 

Oh,  yes,  dear  lore,  ao  tenderly, 

80  bliodlj  I  adore  thee. 
Dominion,  wealth,  fame,  victory 

Fade,  worthleas,  all  before  thee. 
ThooBh  other  beantiea  swell  my  train. 

With  laneaid  eyes  I  view  them  ; 
All  fijrmer  Joys  have  fled — in  vain 

I  atudy  to  renew  them. 
Time  was  the  chArms  of  pomp  and  power, 

Ambitioa'a  thint,  wouM  seii^e  me  ; 
Time  was,  the  battle's  thrilling  hour, 

And  victory's  wreaths  could  please  ma> 


But,  oh '.  dear  lore  so  tender];— 

So  blicdlj  I  adore  thte  ; 
DominioD,  wealth,  fune,  Tictorj, 

Fade,  worthleaB,  now  before  then. 


BOWL  NOT,  YE  WINDS. 

Howl  not,  ^e  winda,  o'er  the  tomli  of  the  brave  ; 

Boar  not,  je  warea,  at  the  foot  of  the  moantain  ; 
Breathe,  Spirit  of  peace,  ob  !  breathe  o'er  each  grave  ; 

And  aoft  be  the  flow  of  eapb  mDimaring  fooDtain. 
Let  the  ratiant  who  fell  tu  defence  of  their  land, 

Repoee  in  the  qniet  thej  died  in  defending  ; 
And  dear  be  the  spot  that  beheld  their  bold  band 

To  death,  bat  to  hoDonr,  in  glorj  deacending. 


CONTENT  AND  A  PIPE. 

CoiiTKMTBD  I  ait  with  m;  pint  aad  m;  pipe, 

PniBngaorrovr  and  care  (ai  awaj. 
And  mrely  the  brow  of  pief  nothing  can  wipe 

Uke  nnoking  and  moial^isg  oor  claj  ; 
For,  thoogh  Uqnor  can  banieh  man's  reason  afiv, 

Tu  only  a  fool  or  a  >ot. 
Who'  with  reason  or  sense  would  be  ever  at  war. 

And  don't  know  when  enough  he  has  got ; 
For,  thODJili  at  mv  simile  man;  may  joke, 
"---■ --''--■iltfelralWke. 


...  is  hot  a  pipe— and  hii  He  bt 


Ya,  »  man  uid  a  pipe  are  much  nearer  a-ki 

Than  has  aa  yet  beeo  understood, 
For,  until  with  breath  they  are  bolh  filled  w; 

Praj  tell  me  for  what  are  thej  gDod  ? 
Thej,  one  and  the  other,  compoaed  ate  of  cb 

And,  if  rightly  I  (ell  nature's  pUn, 
Take  bat  the  breath  from  them  both  quite  a 

The  pipe  dies— and  so  does  the  man ; 
For,  though  at  m;  simile  rnauj  mn;  jobe. 
Han  ia  but  a  pipe — and  his  life  but  smokep 


Like  a  pipe  that's  smoked  out — he  ia  duet : 
So  you,  who  would  wish  in  your  hearts  to  be  i 

Encflorage  not  strife,  care,  or  sorrow, 
Make  much  of  jour  pipe  of  tobacco  to  day, 


HEY  THE  BONNIE  BREA3T-KNOT3. 

Het  the  bocnie,  bo  the  bonnie, 
Hej  the  bonnie  bresat-knota  ; 
Bmhe  and  merry  were  they  a" 

when  they  put  on  the  breast-knota. 
There  was  a  bridal  in  lids  town, 
And  till't  the  lasaea  a'  were  boun', 
Wi'  msnkie  facing  on  their  gown, 

And  some  o'  them  had  breiist-knots  ; 
Singing,  bey  the  bonnie,  ho  the  bonoie, 
Hej  the  bonnii  '  ■      ' 


At  Diofl  o'clock  the  lads  conTeoe, 
Some  clad  in  blue,  botdb  cUd  in  giCfln, 
Wi'  ihinin'  buckles  in  their  eheen 

Out  cam'  tho  wivM  a'  wi'  a  phrase, 
And  wub*d  the  loffiiea  happy  da^ ; 
And  nin:kle  tbonght  thej  o  their  claa, 

EspeciaHj  the  breaat-knots— 

Singing,  hey  the  boDnie,  &t, 
^le  hrids  flhe  was  baitb  joang  and  Ur  ; 
Her  neck  outthODe  her  pearlina  ran  ; 
A  Batia  Hoood  bound  np  her  hair, 

And  Sowen  among  her  breait-knote. 
The  bridegroDm  gased — bat  mair,  1  ween, 
Hb  priied  the  glMice  of  love's  blua  e'en, 
That  made  him  proud  o'  his  sweet  Jean, 

When  she  got  on  her  breast-knota. 

Singing,  hej  the  bonnie,  Sa. 

THE  WEALTH  OF  THE  COTTAGE  13  LOVE. 

A  BLEssiKQ  onknawn  to  ambitioD  and  pride. 

That  fortune  can  never  abate, 
To  wealtb  and  to  splendour  though  ofi«n  denied 

Yet  on  povertj  deigns  to  await : 
That  bleumg,  je  pow'ra  !  still  be  it  my  lot, 

The  choieett  best  gift  trom  above, 
Deep  fii'd  in  mj  ht«rt  shall  be  never  forgot, 

That  the  wealtb  of  the  collage  ia  lore. 
Whale'er  mj  condition,  vrhj  should  I  repine  ? 

Bv  poverty  never  diatrea'd ; 
ExnJtiQg  I  felt  what  a  treasure  was  mine. 

A  treasure  enshrin'd  in  mj  brcwrt. 
That  bleasing,  ye  pow'rs  I  atill  be  it  my  lot, 

Tbe  choicest  best  gift  from  above, 
Stili  Si'd  in  my  heart  shall  lie  never  forgot. 

That  the  ivealth  of  Che  coUnge  ia  love. 


BUY  i 

BUTK 


lATgebroOD) 

^0  Ltd^  BhDl 


Tbey  re  the  huidieit  things  in  tha  world, 
^Vhea  inflects  ore  bozxing  aboaC  one, 

Or  dust  throuf^  the  cttaement  bu  cnrl'd 
And  what  are  the  inseola  that  flirt  with  the  flowBM 
To  thoaa  that  flirt  dailr  round  beftntj'B  bowen  ? 
Or  the  doat  on  the  paush'd  piano  that  li«. 
To  tJi»t  which  loTB  throws  into  ladies'  eyes ; 

Ba;  a  bioam  i  &c. 
Come,  gentlemen,  too,  while  I'm  Belling, 

Come,  lo  pnrchMe,  in  crowd*  yon  ghoold  nlsh, 
For  in  limsa  Each  as  these  there's  no  telling, 

How  soon  'twill  be  pmdent  to  bmAh. 
Yonll  pudon  the  hint,  'tivu  in  kindnenl  spoke, 
I've  meaning  beyond  Bneh  a  very  old  joke  ;  - 
There's  few  in  the  world,  I  believe  jon  will  say, 
Bol  have  something  or  other  they'd  tain  sweep  away. 
Boy  A  broom,  &a. 


DRAW  THE  SWORD,  SCOTLAND. 
Dbaw  the  sword,  Scotland !  Scotland  !  Scotland  I 
Over  hill  and  mountain  hath  pnaa'd  the  war  sign, 
The  Fibrocb  is  pealing  1  peaUng '.  pealing ! 

The  clans  they  ai .  „      „.  „ „ 

The  clans  they  are  gathering  by  loch  ai 
^nie  banners  they  are  flying,  Sying,  flying, 
The  banners  they  are  flying  that  tiad  to  victur;. 
Draw  the  sword  Scotland  !  Scotland !  Scotland  '. 
Charge,  as  you've  charged  in  the  days  bng  syne  ; 
Sound  to  the  onset,  the  onset,  the  onset  i 
He  who  bnt  falters  is  oae  son  o'  Ihioe. 


ShMth  Iha  Bword  SBotknd  I  ScolUnd  !  Elcolland  ; 
Bheath  the  sword  Scotlnnd,  for  diran'd  ii  it>  shioe  j 
Thj  foemea  are  fleciDg,  Seeing,  fleeiog, 

■Hie  Btniggle  is  oTer,  orar,  ovtr, 

^e  ilruggle  lb  otst,  the  vietoTj  won  ; 

There  me  team  for  the  follen,  the  fallen,  the  fHllan, 

And  glorj  tor  si!  who  their  datj  hare  done. 

Shettth  the  Bword  SeotUcd  I  Scotland  I  Scotland  ! 

With  th;  loved  thistle  new  hinrels  ei 

Time  nr" — *-" ■  ■' — '  "'— 


MR.  WALKER  THE  TWOPENNY  POSTMAN, 

Vebt  near  the  nwrt-end,  tho'  I  mnal  not  toll  where, 

A  Bboemsker  married  a  maiden  ao  fait. 

Who  a  month  after  wedlock,  'tU  tmth  I  declare, 

Fell  in  love  with  a  twupennj  poitmsa. 
Her  person  was  thin,  genteel,  and  tall. 
Her  carrottT  hair  did  m  rioriets  fall. 
And  while  her  Bponsy  work  d  hard  at  his  stall, 

She  watch'd  (hiD  twopennj  postman. 
He  waa  jost  four  feet  nii  in  height, 
Bnt  B  well  made  flgnre  to  the  nght  ; 
He  walked  Uke  a  beefeater,  bolt  upright, 

Mr.  Walker,  the  twopenny  postman. 
His  toea  he  tnm'd  ont,  he  had  bri^t  black  ejaa, 
His  noae  was  mare  than  the  common  aise. 
And  he  reall;  look'd  withont  any  lies, 

Too  genteel  for  a  twopenny  poatma  - 


Beaolved  ihe  waa  to  get  in  his  waj, 

,  in  got  e'er  B  iB' 
e,  Mr.  Twopeunj'  Poatnun. 


le  waa  to  get  in  hi 

Bo  without  anj  trouble  she  met  him  one  daj, 

he,  "  Have  jon  got  e'er  a  letter  1  aaj, 


a«B  he,  "  I  daa't  know  ;ou ;"  mja  she,  "  Qood  kck. 


SHBhe,  "I 


,     tstiand'B  a  cobbler,  'tis  all  in  jont  truik"— 

*'  It^a  oil  right,"  njH  the  twopenny  pOBtmuL 
Kelt  rooming,  I  oiin't  tell  you  what  she  ma  U, 
She  felt  her  heart  enddenlj  beat  pit-a-pat. 
When  ehe  henrd  ul:  the  street-door  a  double  lat-tat ; 

And  in  came  the  twopenny  poBtman. 
"  Here'i  a  letter,"  sad  he,  the  conoing  elf, 
"  The  postage  is  paid,  so  needs  no  pelf?" 
Id  fact  he  had  written  the  letter  himseU, 

And  broo^t  it,  the  twopennj  postman. 
With  lore  in  hia  ejes,  he  then  at  het  did  stare  ; 
Saja  he,  "  I  ne'er  saw  a  ladj  so  fair : 
I  atHBys  was  partial  to  oarrottj  hair — 

I  wa*,"  saja  the  twopennj  poatman. 
"  That  yoQT  husband  ill-treats  jon  I  oan't  soppose"— 
"Yes,  he  gives  me  bad  words  and  sonietimes  blowa  i 
He's  an  ngt;  man,  and  hag  got  no  nose." 

"  1  have,''  Bsja  the  twopennj  poatman. 
His  hindneaa  nas  mch  that  it  knew  no  end, 
And  to  prove  that  he  reallj  was  a  real  friend. 
He  took  her  spoose  three  pur  of  shot*  foi  to  mend, 

Mr.  Walker,  the  twopennj  posUnaiL 
They  were  soled  and  heel'd  without  delay  j 
To  tiie  cobbler  he  had  so  mueh  to  aaj : 
He  sot  the  shoes,  bnt  aa  for  the  paj, 

'nvas  Walker  the  twopennj  postinan. 
ISver  nnce  then  they've  led  a  eat-and-di^  life  ; 
Their  home,  bed,  ajid  board,  have  been  DOlhing  but 

The  cobbler  was  done,  and  so  waa  his  wife 

Bj  Walker,  the  iwopenaj  postman. 
For  bj  waj  of  a  finish  to  this  rile  act. 
The  Udj  (depend  on't,  'tis  a  fact) 
Haa  brnught  him  a  boj  the  image  enact 

Of  WaUiei.  the  twopennj  poatman. 


TELL  ME  MY  HEART.  . 
Tell  me  my  he&rtf  whj  monjiog  prime, 

LcK>kg  like  the  fading  eve, 
WhT  tho  eaj  lorks  celcatia!  chime, 

Shall  tdl,  th&U  tall,  the  bquI  to  grieve  ; 
The  heaving  bosom  Beems  to  sHj, 
Ah '.  hsplera  maid,  jonr  love's  mmy. 


Why  Flora'H  beauUea  aeei 

Aiul  fadjug  nature  smil 

Some  zephyr  whispers  in 

Ah !  happy  maid  yoor  lovi 


BACHELOR'S  FA  BR 
O^B  night  mr  sneetheut  came  1«  woo, 
Wheu  I  was  left  and  lonely, 
.    He  looked  so  kind  and  handBome  too, 
1  loved  him  aod  him  only. 
The  village  chime  told  supper  f^me, 

VVliat  could  I  do  de&r  mi3scs  ? 
For,  OB  I  live,  I'd  nought  to  give, 
But  bread,  and  cheeae,  and  kioea. 

But  bread,  and  cheese,  &«. 
He  aaked  ray  hand  with  such  a  grace. 

What  woman  could  refuse  him  ? 
I  think,  had  yon  been  in  my  place, 

You'd  say  'tv/aa  right  to  choose  him  ; 
1  hojlg  my  head,  and  nimpcring  said, — 

What  could  I  say  dear  misMS  ? 

I  will  be  thine,  though  we  sbonld-dine 

On  bread,  and  cheeae,  and  kissea. 

On  bread,  and  cheese,  &A. 


Next  marniiig,  we  eichasged  onr  nm, 

I  ptim  im  galdea  pieaent, 
Which  Beema  Ijks  magic  to  diachne 

Each  momeDt  eomething  pleoBant. 
Hii  cheerful  iraQes  each  can  beguilea, 

BelierB  me,  dearest  mifiaee, 
*T{a  blin  to  ahare  with  him  enr  fare, 

id.  and  cheeae,  and  kinea. 
bread,  and  cheeee^  ^. 


rbangli  hre 
Tbimg] 


AULD  ROBIN  GRAY. 


To  mak  that  crown  a  pond,  mj  Jamie  Bade  to  aea. 
And  the  crown  and  the  pimd  were  baith  for  me. 
He  had  na  been  awa,  a  week  bat  onlj  two, 
■    When  my  milherBhe  fell  ock,  and  the  now  waaatowii 


H;  &ther  coa'dna  work,  and  mj  mither  coa'dna 
I  toii'd  baith  day  and  night,  but  their  bread  I  coa'dim 
Aold  Robmsintsin'cl  Ihem  btuth,  and  wi'  tears  in  big  ee. 


Tie  abip  it  provM  tt  wreck,  nhj  didna  Jenn;  die  I 

And  libf  do  I  live  to  ny.  Oh !  waei  me  ? 

Anld  Robin  argaed  aair,  though  my  mither  didnm 

Shetook'din  my  {ac<  till  my  heart  wM  like  to  break] 


'  or  KAZIOHAL  SUROS.  20t 

So  tbs7  gied  him  my  huid,  tho'  wj  heart  wu  at  tha 

And  sold  fiobin  Btbt  Ii  a  gade  man  to  me. 

1  hadna  been  a  wife  a  wfiek  bnt  tmlj  four, 

When  dtting  aae  moumfnUy  ae  daj  U  the  door, 

I  SUV  mj  Jamie^  wmilh,  for  I  coQ'dna  think  it  he, 

Until  lie  said,  Jeaoj,  l^  aome  to  marrj  thw, 

O,  BUT  did  we  emet,  and  mockle  did  we  >aj. 

We  took  but  ae  ki»,  and  tore  onnelvai  awaj : 

1  with  1  were  dead,  bat  I'm  nae  like  to  die. 

And  whv  do  1  live,  to  hhj  Oh  !  waes  me  ? 

I  gang  like  a  gbaiat,  I  carena  to  apin, 

I  damiB  think  on  Jamie,  fot  that  wad  b«  a  ^  ; 

Bat  111  do  m;  beit  a  ^de  wife  for  to  be. 

For  auld  Bobin  Qnj  is  kind  nnto  me. 


THE  FASCINATING  GROCER. 

Comb  listen  to  a  wbimmj  chaal, 

And  it  there's  nothing  in  it, 
Will  yoa  a  little  palienee  grant. 

It  qoicklj  I  begin  it  i 
A  love-aick  grocer,  Billy  Wood, 

A  victim  I'm  to  oopid, 
8o  if  mj  song  is  tong  and  good, 

Dod\  call  it  abort  and  atnpid. 

Tol  lol  de  roL 
One  day  ai  trudging  throngh  the  Park, 

"'"b  plnms  and  onrrants  iadon  j 
,  111  have  t.  Uttle  lark, 


With  plnms  ac 
San  I,  111  have  a 
__Witn  yonder  pretty  m 


Bsfom  Min  Put;  Blnir  I  Rood, 

Who  dork  WHS  u  B  orow  ur  ; 
u  Billr  Wood, 


Sfud,  "  M  mar  Iot 
" — SedlumtoMr  . 

10  livES  in  Minciag-Ui 


Engaged  I  lun  to  Mi.  Flam, 
Wloliv     ■    —     ■      ■ 


lot  do  roU 


To  Mineing-lane  I  wont  with  apued, 
Wlicre,  cutting  beef,  and  ham,  air, 

fiebind  ths  counter  stood,  indeed, 
M7  HtbI,  Mr.  Elam,  si ; 

Sara  I,  "  Graud  carver  70U  appear,   ' 

Yon  ma;  cut  tiere,  but  with  Min  Blear, 
Yon  iJiall  not  cat  me  out,  sir." 

Tol  lol  de  loU 

When  I  had  finished,  Mi.  Flam, 

Whose  pasm< 
Straight  pnt  a; 

And  took  mc  uj  mo  uunw,  du  -, 
The  pinch  ha  g^ve  it  made  me  roni. 

To  Btraggle  was  in  Tain,  mt  ; 
And  when  he  liicli'd  me  from  the  door, 

1  nui  fidm  Mincine-lane,  sir. 

Tol  lol  de  roL 

^om  Mincing'lane  I  ran  ao  faat. 

And  beg  joall  be  so  kind,  sb, 
Ai  ronnd  the  honoe  yoni  eyes  to  cast, 

And  see  if  ^on  "^^  finili  sifi 
A  lady  fair,  who  in  this  place, 

In  love  with  me  can  grow,  mt. 
Perhaps  she'li  show  her  amiling  &u» 

To  Billy  Wood  the  grocer. 

Tol  lol  de  ToL 


Ob,  wonum,  dear  woranu,  Uie  charm  of  our  life, 

So  beftuteons  they  fill  everj  Bcene, 
ThBt  whether  na  lover,  eompsnion,  or  wife. 

They're  lovely,  and  ever  have  been  ; 
And  ahoold  theworld'a  wrongs  e'er  perplex  lis  Inmind, 

Tia  thea  thnt  soft  feelings  posseaa  'em. 
TbCT're  all  that  ia  lovely,  so  Hoomine  and  iind, 

Heis'a  s  health  to  the  Itdiee,  God  DletB  em. 
God  bless  'em,  ftc 
Come,  fill  me  a  humper  of  Bnrgnndj  dear, 

And  this — a,;,  let  this  be  tlie  toast. 
Here's  a  bealtn  to  the  man  who  shall  make  it  appear. 

Next  to  life  he  lovea  woinan  the  most. 
Maj  boanty  and  joy  sweetly  smile  on  saob  face. 

And  eT*!;  sof i  feeling  pouess  'em. 
And  while  en  this  earth  1  have  bBins  or  place, 

I'U  drink  to  the  ladies,  God  bless \m. 
God  bless  'em,  &c. 


MY  SISTER  DEAR. 

My  DSter  dear,  o'er  this  mde  ebsek 
Oft  I've  felt  the  tear-drop  stealinB, 
When  those  mate  looks  have  told  the  feeling, 

Heav'n  denied  the  tongne  to  speak. 
And  (boa  had'st  comfort  in  that  tear, 
Shed  for  thee,  my  tiater  dear. 

Shed  far  thee,  ko. 

And  now,  alas,  I  weep  alone, 
By  thee,  my  youth's  best  friend,  forsaken, 
^id  thonKQta  the  darkest  gioom  awaken, 

TKanbbng  tor  th;  fate  nnknown  ; 


SWEET  EVENING  BELL8. 

SffECT  eremng  bells,  sweet  erening  bella, 
How  mfinj  a  Ule  tbeir  mtiaio  tells, 
Of  joath,  and  home,  sad  that  aneet  time 
When  last  T  heard  your  eremng  chime. 
Those  jojoDS  hours  are  passed  awaj. 
And  many  a  heart  that  thea  nns  g^Jt 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkl;  dweui. 
And  haais  no  more  those  evening  hella. 
And  so  tirill  be  nrheu  1  am  gone, — 
That  tuQefal  peal  wiU  still  ring  on. 
And  olhsr  bards  shall  Tialk  tlwso  d^l, 
And  ling  th;  praise  sweet  evening  bella. 


REUBMBER,  LOVE,  REMEMBER, 

TwiB  ten  o'clock  one  moonlight  night,  - 
I  eTBT  ehaU  remember, 

winkling  blight, 
rj  a^Dt  usee—'' — " 
y,^^^^^  Jia  window. 

And  with  it  too,  these  words  moet  i 
Remember,  love,  remember." 

ttj  mother  doied  before  the  flre, 
Uj  dad  his  pipe  was  smoking, 

Nor  could  I  for  the  world  retire, 
O,  vaa  it  not  provoking  ? 


At  length,  the  old  folk  Gut  fisleep, 

I  ran,  mj  proniised  word  to  keep, 
Whsu  gars,  his  absence  to  denoto, 

'  Remember,  lore,  romomber.' 
And  did  1  need  a  hint  so  Bweet  ? 

0,  no  !  for,  mark  the  warning. 
Which  B^d,  Ht  church  we  were  tg  m 


Bt  tBQ  o'cl. 

And  there  wt 


Oh,  Baff  ;e  tlie  Iwh  ni'  the  bannj  blue  e'en  p 
Her  imile  ia  the  sweetest  thst  ever  was  seen, 
Her  cheek  like  (he  rose  is  bat  fresher  1  we'en. 
She's  the  loTliest  dancer  that  erer  was  seen, 
lie  home  of  m;  tore  is  below  in  the  raitej, 
Where  sweet  flow'rs  welcome  the  wand'risg  being  } 
Bnt  the  aweetaat  of  flowers  that  bloom  in  the  ™lle  j. 
Is  the  lasB  that  I  lore  ni'  the  bonnj  blue  e'en. 

Oh,  saw  je  the  lass,  be 
When  ni^  averdiadonB'her  cot  in  the  glen, 
fflie  steals  cut  to  meet  her  love  Donald  ^tia  ; 
And  when  the  moon  shines  in  the  Taller  so  gieen. 
He'll  welcome  the  toss  wi'  the  bonuj  bine  e'en. 

Oh,  saw  je  the  lass,  jcc, 
Aa  the  fond  dovs  that  wanders  away  from  its  nest, 
Returns  to  the  mate  that  his  heart  loies  the  best, 
So  111  leave  the  ti'ide  world's  false  and  vanishing  scene. 
And  III  il;  to  the  lass  wi'  the  bonn;  bine  e'en. 

Oh,  saw  je  the  lata,  be. 


TELL  US,  WHERE  13  PA^CV  BR&DF 

Tell  me,  where  U  fanc7  bred  ? 
Or  in  the  bsart,  or  in  Uie  head  i 
How  liegot,  how  nonriilied  ? 
Is  it  engendered  in  the  eyas  ? 
With  gazing  fed  ?  nnd  Fancy  Oea 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lies. 
Let  us  all  rine  Fancy's  linell, 
111  begin  it— iMng,  dong,  belL 

Kng,  dang,  belL 


SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD. 

WiLLlB  Wftstle  dwelt  on  Tweed, 
The  spot  they  ca'd  it  Linknm-doddie  ; 

WlUie  was  a  natntter  guid, 
Con'd  Blown  a  cine  wi'  ony  body : 

He  h&d  a  wifa  was  door  aad  din, 

0  Tinkler  Maggis  wai  her  mither  ; 
Sicawifeaa  Wilde  bad, 

1  H^du»  gia  a  button  for  her. 
She  has  an  ee,  ebe  has  bnt  ane. 

The  cat  has  twa  the  lery  colour  ; 
Five  ruBtj  teetb,  torbje  a  atnmp, 

A  clapper  tongue  wad  deave  a  miUa  ; 
A  whiikin  beard  about  Jier  mou — 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither  ; 
Sic  a  wife,  b. 
8heV  bow-hoi^iM,  alie^a  h^n-sLin^d, 

Ae  limpin  leg  a  hand-brwd  Bhortet ; 
She's  twisted  nght,  shs's  twisted  left, 

To  bilanee  fc'-  ~  ■"'- '"  ■ 


her  shoather i 
Sic  a  wi&,  Ice, 


She  dights  her  grnnzie  wi'  a  hnBhion  ; 
Her  walio  nievea  Ulie  midden  creeU, 
Her  face  wad  fjle  the  Logan  Water  ; 


WHILE  PENSIVE. 

While  penave  I  thnaght  on  mj  love. 

And  Philomel,  down  in  the  grave, 

BrokE  sweetly  the  ailenco  of  night. 
O,  I  wish'd  that  the  dear  drop  would  flo* 

Bat  I  felt  too  much  anguish  to  weep, 
Till,  worn  h J  the  neight  of  mj  woe, 

I  snnk  on  mj  pillow  to  deep. 
MethooEht  that  my  love,  aa  1  lay, 

Hia  nngkls  all  clotted  with  gore, 
Id  the  paLeneaa  of  death  aeem'a  to  fiay, 

"  Alas  t  we  must  neter  meet  more. 
Tea,  jea,  my  belor'd  we  mnat  part  ; 

The  steel  of  my  rival  vras  true  ; 
The  Bssasan  has  stmck  an  that  heart. 

Which  beat  with  snch  ferrour  for  3foii.' 


CTer  the  fnWop  liar,  Sal, 
The  glass  with  thy  fat  finger*  turoing — 
Will  ;oa  oreet  me  there,  Sil? 


Wbere  the  nn  i>  lapid  tljiag. 

When,  wbto  joo're  drank  Ton're  nnrlj  djing, 
1  Blono  aronnd  yon  ligliing — 

Wilt  tboD  DiMt  me  there,  Sat  ? 

Where  as  gsilighta,  Ik. 


u  East  eod  uuuden's  blnBhioE — 
Then  come  uid  meet  me  there,  Sal '. 
Then  ft  gosg  yon  shnll  be  singitig, 

With  Jonr  voice  the  hoaae  be  nagiag. 
And  mj  aamings  I'll  be  brinmng. 
If  janll  meet  me  there,  Sai, 

Wbenaa  guUghts,  lus. 


THE  GIRLS  WE  LEFT  BEHIND  US. 

YoD  ask  me  the  life  of  a  1W, 

That's  tosB'd  ap  and  down  on  the  ocean. 
Why  know,  that  in  peace,  or  In  war, 


WiUi  nich  vre  have  ootlung  t«  di 


When  landHmen  preach  op,  aa  they  do, 
And  aav  tbit  and  that  of  the  Navy  ; 

Why,  tell  them,  e're  fear  briaga  oi  to. 
Well  gnpple  nith  Death  and  old  Davy  ; 

Yee,  yes— and,  dear  Jack,  thi«  imparl. 

The  vrorth  of  a  Tar  is  his  heart— 

For  we  liug  ai  w*  go,  jw. 


*Tis  amet,  viben  the  battle  ia  o'er 
To  u;  Uwt »  Tftr'i  dooe  hk  dnlf : 

Yet  sweatee  to  think,  when  on  there, 
Hell  meet  with  t.  welcome  from  Watj : 

Yea,  je*— and.  dear  Jusli,  mav  s  Tu: 

E'er  meet  with  a  xmile  from  the  fair ; 

For  we  iing  ««  WB  go,  &0, 


TBE  TIRED  SOLDIER. 

The  tired  loldter,  bold  and  brsm. 

Now  reati  hii  weary  feet ; 
Aad  to  the  ihelter  of  the  gniie 

Has  made  a  safe  relieat. 
To  him  the  trnmpet'i  pierdng  breath 

To  armi  ihall  call  in  lab  ; 
Ned'i  goartflred  in  the  arms  of  death— 

He'll  never  march  again. 

A  boy  he  left  his  falher'a  home, 

The  ohince  of  war  to  try. 
O'er  re^na  jat  antrod  to  roun, 

No  hiend  or  brother  nigh ; 
Yet  still  he'd  march  contented  on, 

'Midit  danger,  death,  and  pain  ; 


The  sweete  of  sprioE  by  beanty's  hand 

Lie  Katter'd  o'er  hie  bier  ; 
Hie  comrades  m  tbev  silent  stand, 

Give  honest  Ned  a  tear ; 
And  lovely  Kate,  poor  Ned's  delight. 

Chief-mourner  of  the  train. 
Cried,  aa  she  view'd  tlie  dreaAfo)  light. 

He'll  neret  march  again. 


O,  COME  TO  ME  WHEN  DAY-LIGHT  8ET» 

O  COKE  to  me  when  daj-light  Mis, 

Sweet,  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  eo  onr  gondo^et^ 

When  mirtli'B  ai^e  uid  lore  begiiiB 

BeneBth  the  clandng  »}>, 
With  soQnda  of  late  aod  mandaliiu 

To  ete»l  j™mg  hearts  away. 
O  thea's  the  hour  for  thorn  that  lore, 

8we«t  1  Uke  thee  and  ma  ; 
When  all  is  Cftlm  below,  above, 

Id  heaven  and  o'er  the  sea. 
When  maidens  sing  sweet  baroarollea. 

And  echo  ainga  agun. 
So  sweet,  those  all  with  ears  and  sonU 

Sbonld  love  and  listan  then. 
80  come,  &C. 


WHEN  I  DRAIN  THE  BOWL 


When  foU  cups  my  cares  expel, 
Sober  oonnsel  then  farowelL 
Let  the  winds  that  murmur,  sweep 
AU  my  sorrows  to  the  deep. 

Let  tha  winds,  to. 
When  I  drink  dnil  lime  away. 
Jolly  Bacehna,  ever  Eaj. 
Leaicis  me  to  delightf  lu  bow'rs. 
Poll  of  fragiaaee,  full  of  flow'n. 


And  my  to 

Then  I  pni»  lifers  nirat  Acene, 
SwHit,  leqneatet'd,  and  sersoe. 

Tb«a  I  ■piaiae,  lea. 

When  I  drink  tbe  bowl  profound, 
(Bicbeat  fragrance  flowing  round) 
And  some  lovely  nymph  detain, 
Venn"  th#n  inspires  tha  atiain. 
When  from  goblets  deep  and  wide. 


THE  CHARITY  BOY. 

No  donbt  joa  wondats  who  1  is, 
And  at  DiJ  flgger  jou  maj  quisi ; 
At  once  voor  doobts  then  to  destroy, 
I'm  Bobbj  Miles  the  charity  boj. 
Tho'  some  foUu  says  as  I'm  a  tool. 
I'm  a  teacher  in  the  oharitj  school ; 
And  'i»u«9  I  am  sis  feet  to  yiew, 
I'm  reckoned  the  head  scholar  too. 
Oh !  vot  a  pleasore  laming  is, 
For  tho'  (he  Eolka  msi  jeer  and  quii, 
I'm  mammy's  pet  and  daddy's  joy. 
So,  vot  d'ye  thmk  of  (he  charity  boy  ? 

My  talent  I  did  qoicbly  show, 

At  twelve  years  old,  vy,  vou  must  know, 

Pot-hooks  and  liangers  1  wrota  frae, 


Ohl  Vol,  ias. 

To  be  quite  puoctoal  ia  mi  rule, 
I  sItiu  u  tbe  fast  in  ■chcnl. 
To  encDungs  me,  107  motber  dropa 
Tbe  browiu,  to  buj  me  iDlIipopi ; 
Tben  w  to  sdiool  my  v»y  I  itias. 
On  Burd-bake  I  blam  out  m;  begs. 
Stale  tarta  aad  buos  too,  it  is  plsin, 
And  ■  nnnking  piece  of  aUectunpuie. 

OhTTOt,  So. 
I'm  «o  accompliihed  yon  most  see. 
At  mireya  none  can  plsj  like  me  ; 

I  bests  mj  plajmBtes  out  and  oat. 
Mj  laming,  too,  no  ooo  deniee, 
As  this  here  proof  rill  quite  snttioe, 
Yon  bear  aa  J  can  apell  qnite  pat, 
C,  A,  T,  tiog,  and  D,  0,  O,  cat. 

Oh!  TOt,ic 

Tun  arternoon  I  plaj'd  the  Tag, 
And  Co  the  fields  my  way  did  ditig — 
To  get  cock  sorrel,  the  place  1  knew. 
And  butter- cups  and  daisies  too- 
Next  day  the  master  scolded  me, 
And  threatened  that  1  horsed  snonld  be, 
Bat  vben  he  made  tbe  fini  attack, 
Vy,  I  vollopM  master  Uke  a  sack. 

Oh!  vot,  &B. 

On  boxint  day  my  joys  increase, 
Pot  Then  1  shows  my  Christmas  pfece, 
Igets  ucb  lota  o'  money  then, 
'Cause  1  BO  veil  can  use  my  pen. 
'  Dd  ybea  ve  has  our  breaking  up, 
cridwya  I  dent  1  eat  utd  nip  ; 


To  ont  vnj  'tia  Ihsa  the  titne, 
O,  jigger  me  tight !  it  is  lo  prinm. 

Oh !  Tot,  i 
So  thoa  jDu  see  hoiT  hlest  I  Hie, 
In  l&rniiiE  I  bangs  Byron  far, 
Vitb  a  Eomd  content  yhere'er  I  goes. 
And  dressed  in  these  here  handsome  clones 
I  yer  bless  the  fate  I'm  anre 
Tbich  made  me  hnmble — made  me  poor, 

It  is  to  be  a  chsritj  boj. 
"  Unmptj  dumptj  sat  on  a  wnll, 
llnmpt^  dumpty  had  a  great  fall ; 
I'lB  mammy's  net  and  daddy's  jor, 
So,  TOt  d^  tiunk  of  the  charity  boyp 


BELLS  UPON  THE  WIND. 

That  heayenly  voice,  that  hearenly  voii 

When  every  joy  has  fled, 
' it«  soothing '^- "■' 


Like  dying  snabeama  gild  the  ecene. 

Or  belln  upon  the  wind. 

Bella  npon,  kc 
Those  melloff  tooei,  those  mellow  tones, 

The  soul  deaponding  cheer, 
BeriTing  joys  me  bii«^  fill. 

Fresh  bndding  hopes  appear. 
The  drooping  b^rl,  the  drixniuv  heart. 

Id  Mend^ip's  voice  shall  Bnd 
A  balm,  whoa  cheering  accents  thriU 


THB  BOSE-BUD  OF  SUMMER 

VTheK  the  (osB-bnd  of  aammar  its  beaotiea  bestowing. 
On  winter's  ciide  blsata  ftil  its  sweetness  ahull  ponr, 

And  the  Biinghine  of  daj  in   night's  dsrknesa  be 
glowing. 
Oh,  then,  dearest  Ellen,  III  lore  70D  no  aoie.. 


And  the  pulse  of  that  henrt  which  wlores  70a  shall  ■ 
Oh,  ^n,  lieareat  Ellen,  111  love  jod  no  more. 


I  NEVER  SAYS  NOTHING  TO  NOBODY. 

Wbxt  a  shocking  world  this  is  for  scandal ! 

The  people  get  worae  every  day, 
Erery  thing  servea  for  a  handle 

To  take  folk's  good  name  awaj. 
In  backbiting  yiie,  each  bo  labours, 

The  sad  faults  of  otben  to  show  body ; 
I  coald  tell  enough  of  my  neighbours. 

Bat  I  oeiec  sap  Dothing  to  nobody. 

Til  a  sang  little  hoose  I  reside  in, 

Aod  the  people  who're  liviog  next  door. 
Are  unother'd  completely,  gocb  pride  ia 
_  As  I  never  mat  witli  before, 
if  dooia  they  d( 


The  batcher  so  greuj  and  fat, 

When  oat  hs  doss  nochiog  but  boast, 
Strata  bb  be  cocks  on  bu  biit, 

Aa  if  be  aapreEoe  raled  the  roast. 
Talks  of  his  malth  and  his  rieheB, 

CfinseqaencB  alwaya  does  (how  body ; 
His  ngl?  old  wife  weats  ibe  breeebea, 

Bnt  I  never  afiys  nothing  to  nobody, 

The  baker  Uvea  qaite  in  great  atjle, 

■'   ■  ,  oh,  Lord  I  sach  n  fright  ; 


Coiiotrr  cottage  compIetelT  in 
Determin'd  not  to  ^  a  Tow  1 
HeV  been  pulled 


:rj  night. 


The  pnblican  thriving;  in  trade, 
With  sorrow  i»  now  looking  down  ; 

Hit  Bweet  little  prett;  bsr-maid. 

Has  a  little  one  jolt  brought  to  town. 

Hii  wife  is  a  deace  of  a  shrew  bodj. 
The  beadles  are  on  tho  look  oat. 
Bot  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobodj. 

A  mothodist  parson  of  fame, 

I  see  very  often  go  bj ; 
His  heart  la  flll'd  full  of  lote's  flame, 

eeyiHitsagirlonlhealj; 
Although  this  daily  I  see, 

And  surely  be^s  but  a  so-so  body, 
Of  eonrse,  as  tis  nothing  to  me, 

I  never  says  nothing  to  nobodr. 

I  ooold  tell,  if  I  lik'd.  sneb  a  tJB, 
0(  neidibours  all  rimnd  gnst  and  sou 

That  aorelj  1  think  nithont  fail, 
Would  raally  attonuh  ye  all- 


Bat  ben  now  m  J  ■borl  dittf  endg, 
I  don't  want  Co  hurt  bi^  or  low  body  ; 

I  wiab  to  keep  in  •mth  mj  friemlb, 
fio  I  nerw  isjb  noChiiig  to  uobodj. 


THERE  WAS  A  JOLLY  MILLER. 

There  wm  a  jolly  miller  once  liyed  on  the  river  Dee, 
He  danc'd  and  lUig  from  mom  (ill  night,  no  lark  ■> 

blitjie  u  he, 
And  tbia  the  borden  of  hia  song  toi  erer  nsM  to  be, 
"  1  care  for  nobodj,  no  not  L,  if  aol>odj  cares  for  me.*^ 

I  live  br  mj  mill,  Ood  bleaa  her '.  she's  kindred,  child. 


Vlen  spring  begins  hia  menj  career,  oh !  bov  hta 

heart  groin  gay, 
No  aununer's  drought  alamu  his  fears,  nor  winter's 

Ko  foresight  mars  the  miller's  joy,   who's  wont  to 

dog  and  aay, 
**  Let  others  toil  from  year  to  year,  1  live  from  day  to 

Thna,  like  the  miller,  bold  and  &ee,  let  as  rejoice 

and  sing. 
The  days  of  youtb  are  made  tor  glee,  and  time  is  on 

the  wing  ^ 
Hub  song  shall  [ws  &om  me  to  thee,  along  the  jovial 

Lat  heart  and  voice,  and  all  agree,  to  say  "  LoDg  UtV 


RULE  BRITANNIA.  ',•     • 

Wami  Britwn  firat,  at  HeaTsn's  eommand,  *^\  L 

Atow  fnnu  oat  the  unre  main, 
Tlda  ■ma  the  chuter  of  the  lawt, 

And  gnardinn-angelH  sni^  this  strain  ; 
Sola  Brilanu*,  Britannia  rales  the 


The  natioas,  not  ao  hlest  aa  thee. 
Must  in  their  turn,  to  tTrants  fall ; 

Whibt  thon  ahalt  flouriah,  great  and  fa 
The  dread  and  enry  of  them  all ; 


Hero  dn^odfnl  from  e 

As  the  loud  blasts  that 

Serve  but  to  root  tbj 


„_. e  Uiygen'roua  flame, 

And  woik  their  woe — hot  thy  renown : 

Bole  Britannia,  ice 

To  thee  belonga  IhB  rural  reign  i 

Thy  cities  shall  with  cominerce  shine ; 

All  thine  shall  be  the  aubjeet  main. 
And  erery  shore  encircle  thine : 

Rule  Britannia,  Sea 

The  Muses,  still  with  freedom  forad,    '  , 

Slujl  to  th^  happj  coast  repur  ■, 


Bole  Briunnia,  lui. 


THE  FOUR  AND  NINEPENNY  HAT. 

EcoNOMT  ia  now  (be  rage. 

It's  Btrange,  so  each  coof  esses, 

To  notice  in  thU  wond'roile  age. 

How  cheapDesB  it  progresses* 

Bat  of  all  the  wonders  of  the  d&j, 

That  qoear  each  Eage  and  flat,  sin, 
Thu  nnn  (1ml  heoiB  the  greatest  sway, 
ind  ninlpanny  hf  *     ' 
iiB,  the  aand;  he 
linepenny  hat,  si 

Kot  long  ago — I  woa^  enlarge — 

No  matter  man  or  master, 
A  goinea  was  the  lowest  charge 

For  a  Bwetlish-looking  castor  ; 
For  eigliteeti  bab  you'll  now  get  ton 

And  yon  may  cut  It  fat,  Birs, 
And  always  look  a  swell,  I'm  sore. 

In  a  fbnr  and  ninepenny  hat,  sirs 


Bearera  soon  will  not  be  worth 

For  ev'ry  man  upon  the  earth 
Sports  a  foDT  and  umepcQuy  !i 


■  The  shopboy  or  the  Uwyer'i  clerk. 
On  SuDilay  pass  a  gi}  day  ; 
They  strut  so  proudly  in  the  Park ! 
Upon  their  arm  a  lady  < 


Th«r  hair  ia  frizi'd,  tbej'te  qnite  m  luck, 
Each  grace  thej  bare  qaiUi  pat,  liia. 

And  just  upon  two  hairs  ie  stnck, 
A  four  and  ninepennj  hat,  sits ! 

Ohl  tliBh»t,iic 

The  doitman,  who  was  tsBhion's  dance, 

And  after  pride  no  ^ever, 
The  height  of  his  ambition  once 

Was  to  aport  hia  fanlail  beavor ! 
The  OBlOT  be>  cast  off— 'tis  well, 

lu  fashion  he's  quite  pat,  or. 
And  DOW  the  doBtman  lean  the  Ml, 

In  a  four  aad  ninepennj  hat,  sirs  I 

Oh!  the  hat,  &a. 


So  thus  jon  seo,  the  rage  is  sneh. 
The  scavenger  no  tile  will  touch, 
So  if  jou  keep  in  fashion's  pale, 

ip  fenr  and  ni 


SHE  NETER  BLAM'D  HIM,  NEVEBI 

She  Derer  hlam'd  him.  never  ; 

But  receiTed  bim  when  he  came, 
With  ■  web»iDe  kind  as  eicr, 

And  she  tried  to  look  the  aame— 
Bat  rainlj  she  disaemble^. 

For  whene'er  she  tried  to  smile, 
A  tear  unbidden  trembled 

In  bn  blue  eje  all  the  while:. 


She  knew  that  she  was  djing, 

And  abe  dreaded  not  her  doom  ; 
She  never  thoogbt  af  nghing, 

O'er  her  bsanly'a  blighted  bloom — 
She  knew  her  cheek  vaa  aller'd, 

And  the  knew  ber  eye  wsa  dim  ; 
Bat  her  iweet  voice  onlj  fBalter'd, 

When  the  ^loke  of  losing  him. 
til  trne  that  be  had  InrM  her 

From  the  isle  where  abe  waa  bora  ; 
Tia  troe  bo  htid  innr'd  her 

To  the  eold  world's  cmel  scon^^ 
Bnt  jet  she  never  blnm'd  bim. 

For  the  anguish  fihe  had  known  ; 
And  tho'  she  seldom  uam'd  him, 

Yet  aha  thonght  of  bim  alone. 
She  sigh'd  when  bo  careo'd  her, 

For  she  knew  that  thej  mnet  part  i 
She  epake  not  when  be  preas'd  her, 

To  hia  joang  and  psntine  heart— 
The  banners  wav'd  around  her. 

And  she  beard  the  bngle'a  aoand  ; 
Thej  paaa'd  and  strangers  fonnd  ber 

Cold  and  lifeless  on  the  ground. 


THE  QUEEN  OF  MERBY  ENGLiNR 

O  I  THE  qneen  of  marj  England, 

Who  so  loved  as  she  ? 
A  sallant  band  ma;  ehe  commaDd, 

In  all  her  kingdoms  three ; 
And  there  the  smile  of  beanty. 

Still  shine^  apon  the  free, 
O !  the  queen  of  merry  England, 

What  qneen  so  blest  as  the  ? 

0  !  ibe  qaeeu,  lie 


0 1  the  queen  of  meny  EDgl&nd, 

The  roee  upon  its  Blem, 
BbsH  twine  with  Erin'g  shamrock, 

Aroand  her  dLkdem  ; 
Wliile  the  thiatla  of  Scotland, 

8h«U  ne'er  foreotten  be. 
Oh '.  the  queen  of  Pierr;  EngUod, 

Wbftt  queen  so  bleat  aa  she  ? 

0  !  the  qaeeo,  Ik, 

O !  the  queen  of  mecij  Engbind, 
When  sannds  the  battle  drum. 
With  haaita  of  fire  and  sworda  of  Same, 


To  the  qneen  of  menj  England 
Out  wine  onpa  let  09  raue, 

Hanah  !  harrah  1  the  toait  ii, 
Victoria !  three  timea  three  : 
Lone  may  she  Hve,  the  pride  of  the  w 


MEET  ME,  MI3S  MOLLY  UALONB. 

Ubbt  me,  Miss  Moll;  Malone, 
AC  Che  groTe  at  the  end  of  the  vale  ; 

But  be  sure  that  ;oa  don't  come  alone, 
Bring  a  pot  of  yoor  master's  strong  ide  ; 


With  ft  nice  hit  of  beef  md  some  Bread, 

Some  pickl'd  or  cacombers  green, 
Or  ft  Dies  little  daintj  pig's  head, 

tia  the  loveliest  tit-hit  e'er  Eeen. 
Then  meet  me,  Miss  Mollj  MbIodb. 
Pastry  msj  do  fbr  the  gfty. 

Old  maids  may  find  comfort  in  lea ; 
Bui  there's  somethinK  ftbont  ham  and  beef, 

That  agrees  a  deal  better  with  me. 
Remember  my  cspboacd  is  bar! 


>me,  if  mr  dear  life  tou  pnze 
ired  the  last  fortnight  on  air, 


matlaa  pies. 
Then  meet  me.  Miss  MoUj  Malone. 


THE  LIGHT  GUITAR. 


Beneath  the  silent  night. 
Then  as  we  natch  the  Iing*ring  rajj. 

That  ^ae  from  every  star, 
111  sing  the  eong  of  luippier  days. 

And  strike  the  light,  the  Ught  Qnitar. 
1 11  lell  thee  how  the  maiden  wept, 

When  her  troe  knight  was  bImii, 
And  how  her  broken  spirit  slept. 

And  never  woke  again. 
Ill  tell  thee  how  the  steed  drew  nigh. 

And  lea  his  lord  afar ; 
Bnt  if  mv  tate  shonld  make  thee  sigli, 

III  atnke  the  light  Guitar ; 
rii  Mngthe  song  of  happier  daja, 

And  attike  the  light,  tiie  light  Guitar. 


BOLD  ROBIN  HOOD. 

Bold  Robin  Hood  wu  n  forester  good, 
At  ever  drew  bow  in  the  menj  green  wood, 

For  tlie  bugle's  shrill  ringing, 

The  echoes,  the  echoes,  sre  aingiDf  ^ 
Hie  wild  deer,  the  wild  deer  are  spnnging  from  ooiny 

The  mnimons  well  follow,  well  follow, 

ThroniA  bre&k  and  orer  IioUdb, 
We'll  follow  the  smmnong  of  Bold  Robin  Hood, 
"Well  follow  the  summons  of  llold  Robin  Hood. 


Who  with  coorageao  stout,  knocksbu  oak  stick  abont, 
And  he  pots  Ut  rout  all  the  foes  of  hla  et^aiTe. 

Bold  Bobin  Hood,  Sk. 
What  eje  hath  e'er  seen  such  a  sweet  maiden  queen. 
As  Mftiy,  the  pride  of  the  forester  green. 
The  Kweet  garden  flowers  that  blooms  in  the  bower. 
Where  alone  to  this  hour,  the  wild  rose  hath  been. 
We  hail  her  in  dnti,  the  queen  of  all  beantj, 
Well  Hyd  and  we'll  die  by  our  sweet  maiden  qneeu. 

Bold  BobIn  Hood,  He. 


,    GOOD  BYE,  MY  LOVE,  GOOD  BYE. 


Good  bje,  my  lore,  mod  bie, 

H;  bark  is  in  the  W; 
And  I  most  reach  Isle  Hydra, 

Before  the  bieali  of  daj  t 
But  w«ep  not  though  I  go. 

To  the  perils  of  the  main  ; 
H;  blood  red  flag  ere  long, 

Shall  meet  tb; gue i^bidI 


Httrli !  I  hear  tbe  rignal  gnn, 
Da;'B  brigbt  orb  iu  conrn  hu  niii, 
Fire  thee  well,  my  loi'dj  one; 
Uit:  again  tbe  signal  Knni 
One  kiss,  m j  love,  good  bye  ! 
One  loBs,  my  lore,  good  bye. 
Goodbje.&c 

Tbe  breeie  ii  blowing  Btreel,  loro, 

Tbe  crew  now  wwt  for  me  ; 
Yonder  like  »me  wild  bird, 

My  bark'i  white  aaib  I  see ! 
Then  thinli  not,  lore,  ot  danger. 

Dry  up  the  timid  tear ; 
Than  art  the  conait's  bnde, 

Aod  sbonld  not  hnrbonr  fear. 

Huk  <  Hia  tbe  signal  gan,  juw 


CRAZY  JANE, 

War,  fair  maid,  io  eierf  featnn 

Are  snch  Drna  of  fear  evpreu^d  ? 
Can  a  wand'nng  wretched  creature 

With  such  terror  fill  thy  breast  ? 
Do  my  frenzied  looka  akmt  thee? 

Tmit  me,  nveet,  thy  feara  are  vain  ; 
Not  for  kingdoms  woold  1  baim  thee  ; 

Sbnn  not,  then,  poor  Craiy  Jane. 

Dost  then  weep  (o  see  my  angniih  ? 

Mark  me,  and  avoid  my  woe : 
*^'  '         in  flatter,  si^,  and  langnish. 


10  wits  at  Ciaiy  Jane. 


to  love  bat  01 
He  ogh'd— he  vow'd— and  I  belier'd  him, 

He  WHS  hlae — and  I  iiiidDDe. 
From  that  hour  has  reason  never 

Held  her  empire  o'er  mj  brun. 
BeDrj  fled— vith  him  for  ever 

Fled  the  niU  of  Ciai7  Jane. 
Navr  forloni  and  broken-he&rted, 

And  with  freniied  thonghla  boot. 
On  that  spot  where  hut  we  parted, 

On  that  spot  where  first  we  met. 
StiU  I  ring  mr  loi-e-lom  dittT, 

Still  I  bIowIj  pace  the  plain  i 
While  each  passer  hr,  in^tj. 

Cites — God  help  thee,  Craz;  Jane  t 


THE  LASS  OF  EICBMOND  HILU 


Whe»  charms  all  other  maidi  bd 

A  rose  nithont  a  thorn. 
Thia  lasi  eo  oeal,  with  smiles  so  i 
right  good  wiU ; 


rd  crowns  redgn,  to  oall  her  n 
Sweet  lass  of  Riohoioad  hiJL 
the  air, 
„       le  grove, 
Go  whisper  to  mj  charming  fair, 
I  die  tor  her  and  love. 

This  lass  so  neat,  kc 
herd  ba, 
_ .  ...  is  this  nympb  fiia  own : 

Ij  her  chtdce  be  ni'd  on  me. 

Mine's  fli'd  on  her  alone. 

This  lam  ■>  luM,^ 


BANKS  OF  ALLAK  WATER. 

On  tbe  banks  of  Allan  mtter. 

When  the  sweet  apring  time  did  Ul, 
Was  the  Miller's  lovel;  i^n^ter, 

Fnirest  of  them  all 

For  hi£  bride  a  soldier  sougbl  her, 

And  a  winning  tongue  had  he  j 

On  the  banks  of  Allan  waiet, 

Nooe  M)  gaj  as  she. 


There  I  saw  the  Miller's  d&uKhter, 

But  «he  adil'il  no  raure- 
For  the  snmmer  grief  had  brought  her 

And  her  soldier  false  was  he  ; 
On  the  banks  of  Allao  water, 
None  so  sad  as  she. 

On  the  banks  of  Allan  water, 

When  the  winter  snow  fell  fait, 
Stjllwu  seen  the  Miller's  daaghter  ; 

Chilling  blew  the  blast. 
But  the  Miller's  loveli  daoghtet, 

Botii  tma  cold  and  osie  was  free  ; 
On  the  banks  of  Allsji  water, 
There  a  corse  lav  she. 


COAL  BLACK-  ROSE. 

LtBLT  Bosa,  Sambo  come. 
Don't  JOB  hear  de  banjo,  turn,  tnni,  tut 
Lnbl  J  Rosa,  Sambo  come, 
Dont  ¥on  hear  de  banjo,  tnm,  tnm,  tui 
Ob,  Rose,  de  coal  black  Rose  7 


onl  Ton  hear  de  Imtno,  t 

Oh,  Row,  de  cosl  black  Ron  t 
I  vi>b  1  maj  be  bomt  if  I  dont  lab  Rosa. 

Oh,Ross,  lus. 

Tkj  a  liltla,  Sambo,  I  oam  soon, 
Aa  I  make  a.  &n  in  de  back  loom : 
Tar  s  little>  Sunbo,  1  mm  soon 
ta  I  mike  a  flee  in  de  bock  room : 
Ob,  Bow,  de  coal  black  Rwe ! 


Hake  haste,  Bota,  Inblj  dm. 

I  frote  tiff  aa  a  poker,  taudin  here : 

Make  baste,  Braa,  lablj  dear. 


I  wiih,  ka. 

Come  in,  SambOj  don't  land  dare  ghakin, 
De  fire  is  a  bnnun,  and  de  hot  oafce  a  b^n  ; 
Come  in,  Sambo,  and  top  dat  ihakin, 
De  psafl  in  de  pot.  and  de  hot  cako  a  bakin  ; 
Oh,  Rose,  brass  dat  Rose  I 

Sit  down,  Sambo,  and  warm  jonr  ehin. 
Oh,  breaa  jou,  honej,  for  what  make  jon  grin ; 
Sit  down.  Sambo,  and  toast  your  shin, 
Ob,  brefls  yon,  honej.  for  wlut  make  yon  grin. 
Oh,  Boee,  bresi  dat  Boss ! 


Ob  posaom  tat  and  bomin;,  and  sometimes  rice. 
Cow  heel  and  engar  cans,  an  ebery  ting  nice  ) 
Ob,  Rose,  brew  dat  Rose. 


What  in  de  oomcr  dare,  Art  I  pj? 

I  know  dat  niggn  Coffee,  bj  A»  white  ob  de  ere  : 

Dal  aol  Coffee,  tin  e.  tic  ob  wood,  sore ; 

A  til?  ob  irood  wid  Atocking  oa  I   jon  tell  me  dat  ? 

pBhsOTl 

Oh,  Roee,  take  care.  Bose  > 
I  iriih  1  maj  be  bomt  if  I  dant  hate  Rose  1 

Oh,  Rose,  foo  bUcka  snake,  Boie  1 
Let  go  m  J  ana.  Rose,  let  me  at  him  rush, 
I  awells  nil  two  lipa  like  a  blacka  balls  bnub ; 
Let  go  mj  arm,  and  let  me  top  his  wio. 
Let  go  mj  arm,  Rose,  while  1  kick  him  on  de  ahin  ; 

Oh,  Koee,  take  care,  Koae  I 

I  wiih,  tut. 
I  ketch  hold  of  Coffee,  I  take  him  b;  de  wool, 
I  ketch  hold  of  Coffee,  he  trj  awaj  to  poll ; 
Bot  I  op  wid  a  foot  aa  kick  him  on  de  ahin. 
Which  pot  him  brefflea  od  de  floor,  and  make  ds 
Diggagrin. 

Ui,  Roae,  take  core,  Rou ! 

I  wiihi^&e. 
He  Jomp  np  for  aartin,  he  ml  dirt  and  ran — 
Now  SuDho  follow  arler,  with  hii  tnm,  tnm,  torn , 
fiejompnpforBBrtin,  he  cot  dirt  sod  ron, 
Nov  3unbo  follow  arter,  with  hia  tnm,  torn,  tou ; 

Ob,  Reae,  cone  dat  Roae ! 
I  wish  old  Haji  woold  ketch  dat  Ron  ? 

Oh,  Roae,  jon  blacka  anake,  Roae  '. 


DBEF,  DEEP  SEA. 

la  with  ms,  mj  line. 


And  our  biij  home  ahall  be, 
Where  the  water  aidrita  rare. 
In  the  deep,  deep  ia». 


■J^' 


Thus  an  jeweti  ridi  and  me, 

In  tba  cavern  of  the  deep  ; 
And  to  braid  thy  raven  hair, 

There  the  peul;  [reunrea  Bleep. 
Inatinjman-of-mr 

Thou  jball  Blem  the  oceui  tide  ( 
Or  in  ft  chrjstil  esr 

SA  a  qaeea  in  all  her  prides, 
All  \  beliere  that  lo 

When  the  i^horal  bi 
And  Chat  every  wreathed  ahelt 

Braatbes  a  tune  aa  aoft  ai  Uudb. 


t  love  may  dwell, 
oral  branches  twine  ; 


Hotm  as  fond  ae  thoa  wilt  prove. 

Troth  aa  bright  as  o'er  waa  Col 
Heart!  aa  food  ai  thoee  above. 

Dwell  ooder  the  water  cold. 


THE  WOHDESFUL  NOSE. 


And  with  it  could  deal  or 


No  one  dare  come  near  him,  ao  great  waa  hi)  mij^t— 
A  blow  from  his  Doae  would  aettle  'em  qIli^e. 

Ri  too  ral,  lu. 


1^*0. 


Hw  biur  OD  hu  hflttd  sprouted  out  like  a  leek, 

Aod  whenev— ' '-   ~ — —  -  '"-■'  -' 

He  woold  of 


Una  dup  wore  >  bat,  in  AMpe  like  a  buiii, 
Viib  a  brim  wide  enoiuh  for  a  donkej  to  race  on  ; 
And  mch  a  deace  of  a  fellow  was  ha  to  lake  BDoft, 
A  poand  at  a  pinch  waa  baidlf  enon^ 

Bi  too  ral,  &c 
A  party  of  nobles  onco  travell'd  incogf 
To  Citch  jnst  a  eljmpiie  of  tius  trenblesoma  dog ; 
Bnt  tbe  breatb  mini  bis  nose  bad  caueed  such  a  fog. 
The;  tnmblsd  bead  foremoet  bang  inla  a  bog. 

Bi  too  ral,  ju. 
At  last  came  a  sailor  with  cooiage  in  state, 
^Who  Bwore  he  would  tackle  tbis  long-anonted  bore  T 
Bnt  the  nose  made  bim  jmnp  like  a  grim  pantaloon. 
And  t«sa'd  bim  bo  liigh,  he  Kent  buig  tbnKigb  llw 

Bitoo  ral,!u. 
Hie  people  atoond  were  ^pinc  witb  fear, 
When  thejaawthe^oorsBilorbiacoimenpnarda  steer. 
Bo  tbej  took  to  their  heels,  and  madu  tbe  ooagt  clear, 
FiH  the  force  of  the  nose  made  them  feel  veij  queer '. 

Ri  too  tal,  kc 
The  coantr]'  was  flU'd  with  wonder  and  diead. 
So  tbe  long  at  lait  set  a  price  on  hia  head  ; 
And  so  land  did  be  anoie,  at  night  when  in  bed, 
rTwaa  sud  if  be  lived  be  would  wnn  wake  tbe  dead ! 

Rj  too  lal,  &c 
Some  guards  from  tbe  king  at  last  made  a  gap. 


Throi^  tbe  doors  of  the  boow  of  this  ternble  chap  ; 


Throi^  tbe  doors  of  the  boow  of  this  ternb 
Tbe}  lonnd  Mm  in  bed,  Just  taking  a  nap, 
tPilli  lbs  nose  round  his  head  in  place  of  a  e 


Tbej  otept  one  bj  one,  tip  toe  on  tbs  Bom, 
I  dunk  tW  iu  an  dure  wu  aaai  ali^  aeon ; 
The*  tried  to  wouro  him— hot  mark,  wh»l  a  btOB, 
He  inmp'd  thtoiufi  the  roof,  and  mi  dctot  nen  mora 
Ritoora].*w. 

The  loldien  wen  all  of  tbem  atniek  with  afMght, 
When  tliej  nw  Hi.  Xoaj  cut  clean  ont  of  night ; 
And  m  angry  wen  thsy  he  had  taken  hia  fiiibt, 
Tbej  Mt  to  and  pnmmell^d  each  other  all  night  I 


MEKBY  MOUNTAIN  HORN. 
Yes,  I  will  leave  the  battle  field. 


To  nnm  o'er  hill  and  vallej  gieen, 

1  gaily  rise  M  earlr  d»wn, 
And  listen  to  the  echo  wild, 


WHAT  ARE  YOU  OOINQ  TO  STAND? 

QtrKEB  aajingi  now  ue  all  the  go, 

Yon  cannot  sh  I'm  wrong, 
Bnt  there  iA  one  I'd  have  jon  know, 


Tollol,(H>. 


One  morn  I'd  been  to  get  soi 
le  West  E 


From  ft  iweU  at 
Bawlied  I  vn>  ta  cat  ft  Daeti, 

When  I  met  vith  an  old  friend. 
I  told  him  of  the  enand  I'd  bean, 

When  he  takes  me  b;  Ibc  hand— 
I'm  glad  to  hear  it,  mjr  boj,  says  he— 

Now,  what  are  fou  eoing  !«  ataod  F 


Sm  I,  I  daem't  Dund  a  drop, 

Mr  >pinU  it  will  nniBe  ; 
So  then  its  toddles  in  a  ahop, 


At  though  it  had  been  planu'd — 
It  iant  aft«n  we  get  jan  oat, 
Now,  wb«t  are  ran  going  to  MBod  P 

TolHAv 


A  wench  mj  arm  began  to  shake, 
I  oonld  her  hide  have  taan'd — 

When  she  aaje,  for  old  acqoainlAn 
What  are  jon  going  to  atand  ? 


1  a  hondrad  jarda  I'd  gM; 


I  told  tM"  of  the  cnw  I'd  met, 

Ba^i  he,  I  nndentaud^ 
And  now  jon've  escaped  frnm  aucb  ■  nt, 

What  tiB  Tan  gDing  to  Uuid  ? 

Tollol,  taj. 

Mt  iong  I  now  condnde — in  this 

Ydu'D  all  agree,  I  think, 
M J  Mends,  ttut  this  is  qnite  Che  march 

Of  intellect  in  drink. 
When  Ihs  laniUord  he  pots  oat  fbe  hsbt, 

i  bIibII  take  him  by  the  luad-~ 
You're  bad  a  good  roam,  loj  bof,  to-ulglit, 

Noir  what  are  rou  Koing  to  stand  ? 

Tollol,  toj. 


MY  NATIVE  LOVE. 

I'ye  rov'd  afar  thro'  aninmer  climea, 

And  nuder  bluer  skies, 
Where  moaio  rose  in  palaces, 

Whose  mulls  a  king  migh'  prize. 
Yet  there  I  heard  our  village  chime, 

The  wild  ooo  of  the  dore. 
And  saw  the  little  cot,  where  ftrat 

I  met  nij  native  love. 


BeoeaSi  chq  twilight 
Uke  fatrj  bar^  whc 


ighl  innds  gentlj  more, 
ilethy--'-' ■ 


Then  mole  thy  soft  tot 
M;  own,  my  native  lore. 


DO  YOU  SEE  ANYTHING  6REEN  ABOUT 


IB  conntrj  down, 

Aua  roo^  Bi  a  badger  waa  1, 
Whan  I  oirived  first  up  in  towa, 

VLj  tune  and  mj  fortune  to  tij. 
A  target  I  seem'd  for  each  one, 

Wlui  ehoee  with  theti  jokea  ta  make  frea. 
And  level  at  me  their  bI^  fan, 

For  there  nu  ■omething  green  abant  me. 

Tbongh  onco  but  a  regolar  BDoaa  ; 
For  when  a  joke  os  me  was  plaj'd, 


it  with  interest 
"riiey  »w,'iihen 


That  they'd  got  the  wrong  bow  bj  the  ^ 


Midififfiawinkanda   .  ., 

"  D^goa  aee  snyttiing  green  about  me  ?" 

Wtufc  tPodipflg  one  daj  throngh  the  Stre«^ 

A  thinking  of  different  thinga, 
A  fellow  stoop'd  down  to  his  ^t,      ' 

And  pick'd  np  two  real  golden  ringt. 
He  tried  to  catch  me  with  hia  lui«, 

SayB  he — *■  we*il  not  disagree  ; ' 
For  a  (overeign  Iher  both  shall  be  jonrs." — 

"  Do  Ton  see  anjUiing  green  abont  me  ?" 

A  woman  (bat  I  went  to  woo. 

To  pass  for  a  rirgia  did  iry. 
Bat  her  scheming  for  me  wonldnt  do, 

I  learnt  Bhe'd  a  child  on  the  gIj. 
So  1  said  whan  Bhe  next  did  appear, 

A  coaxing  and  making  so  free. 
And  sajing — "  jonll  marrr  me,  dear  ?" 

"Do  joasM anything  f^aen  about  me?" 


A  bwbII  ones  took  me  Ij  the  huid. 

And  on  me  aach  friendship  twitow'c]. 
Thai  into  a  ttvern  bo  grand, 

Ho  took  me  to  drink  wine,  I'm  bloVd ! 
I  draok  deep,  and  was  going  sway. 

Whan  the  ewell,  who  m?  movement  did  IM, 
Cried  out— "Yon'te  this  bill  to  pay  ^ 

"Do'joa  aee  anything  green  about  me  ?* 
Of  s  sov'ceign  I  wanted  change. 

And  to  get  it  I  once  asked  a  Jew, 
He  wanted  to  trick  me— moat  alranga  !— 

And  I  tried  to  diddle  him  too. 
Tno  bad  shillings  he  gave  me,  egad  ! 

■Which  I  took  aa  composed  aa  could  be- 
But  the  ooin  I  gaife  Um  was  rank  bad,— 

So  there  was  nothing  green  about  me  I 
To  b«T  a  home  once  I  did  go, 

WBen  the  dealer,  who  waa  a  qaem  knave, 
Saul  that  he'd  lell  me  Due  low, 

In  fact,  he  the  animal  gave  ; 
The  hone  disd  ere  he  got  stable  in. 

But  I  KB'e  him  a  bad  note,  joa  see — 
So  I  ma£  bj'l  the  tiies  and  the  akin. 

So  then  was  nothing  green  about  me  t 


PILL  THE  BOWL. 

Ftll  the  bowl  with  atreams  of  pleasure. 

Such  as  QaUla's  vintage  boast : 
These  are  tides  that  bring  onr  treasure. 

Lore  and  friendahip  be  the  toast. 
Rist  ourniiBtroaaea  approving. 

With  bright  baanty  crown  the  glass  | 
,    He  that  is  too  doll  for  loving, 

HiHt,  in  friend^ip  be  an  us. 


In  tfie  IfOttom  of  tlie  bawL 

Thiu,  bj  mennB  of  honest  driaking, 
Orten  is  tlie  trath  foand  oat, 

WMi^  would  COM  a,  irorld  of  thinldng — ' 
Spare  janr  paim  and  drink  aboat. 


THERE  YOU  GO  WITH  YOUR  EYE  OUT. 

Qdebb  Bsjingi  long  ia  tolki'  chat 
Yoa'U  onn  bare  oad  a  part  in — 

A«  '  Take  a  sight'—'  What  ars  jon  at  {— 
'  The  ticket,"  and  '  Batty  Martin.' 


Ri  toor&l  too,  Ac 

Not  long  ago  fat'  Yorkehire  Town, 

1  Gam  d  ap  hy  the  naggon : 
And  soon  in  Lnnonn  wur  set  down, 

At  ngn  o'  Qeorge  and  Draeoa : 
Bnt  Boon  fra'  thence  1  Bleer'd  d'je  sea, 

Cd  nncle's  house  to  prj  oat. 
When  a  chap  com'd  np  and  said  to  DM — 

'  Ob  ! — There  jou  go  with  year  eye  ont' 
Bi  tootal  loo,  be. 

Of  this,  d'ye  mind,  I  took  no  lieed. 

Bat  to  o'd  uncle's  past  on  ; 
When  another  chap  to  me  indeed, 

Oam'd  Dp  joat  like  the  last  one ; 


a  face  ha  bawl'd  sc 

wil    , 
Ri  t(H»lli> 

,  an  I,  it's  droil, 


When  a  third  chap  ciun  wi'  griBoiiig  face, 

Hy  patience  quite  to  trj  out. 
And  bellowed  out  wi'  strange  grimace, 

'  Oh !— Tbare  joo  go  wiin  jour  <je  oat* 
Ri  toor^  JOO,  &o- 

What  all  the  world  sa^  mnn  be  erne. 

To  me  it  aeems  quite  fann-y. 
When  I  left  homo  I'm  gore  I'd  two, 


So  blind — I've  heard  foliia  crj  oat. 
Now  tho'  I  lee  folii  Bier}  one, 
Still  bawl  that  I've  an  ere  ont, 

Bi  tooni  loo,  Ue. 

T  aocoimt  foe  thit  tSbat,  egad  '. 

It  con  my  brain  mnch  tronble  ; 
And  I  tboaght  I  mnst  be  dnmk  or  mad. 

If  dnmk,  I  did  see  doable : 
So  the  next  that  bawl'd  I  black'd  hii  (ace. 

And  made  bi«  eye  sooa  fl;  ont : 
So  I  cried  trith  a  better  gnuM^ 

'  There  foa  go  <rith  your  eje  out.' 

Ri  tooral  loo,  && 

But  mw  of  LDnnan  town  I'm  riok, 

Sd  111  from  Cocknef  talk  gbeer. 
AndWrotluKi      " 


I  gpeech  that's  qtuU  tb 
wbaek'toYoAdiBn 


'o  wed  me,  DaSlj  mUx,  d'je  mind, 

80  to  her  I  will  «Ty  oat — 
''or  ahti  lorn  me,  uid  lore  ia  blind — 

'  Oh  '—There  joa  go  with  joot  btb  out.' 
Bitoontl  loo,  be. 


CANST  THOU  LOVE  ME  MART? 


Canst  thon  lore  me,  Har;  P 

Wilt  thoo  love  mo,  Maij  ? 

Didst  thoa  love  me,  Uuj  ? 

Bloet  I'd  Ite  I 
Nae  greUer  gift  can  HeHv'a  1 


With  tbj  bewitd 

And  the'  a  lewlj  cotta^  mud, 

Tkoa-rt  k'  the  world  to  me  I 

CuuC  thon  lore  me.  &c 
When  Bist  the  fnooa  peeps  o'a  the  bill, 

Thia  night  O  Re&l  to  me. 
And  bv  two  daziling  Gtan,  thv  e'en, 
I  Bweu-  111  wedded  be. 

Canst  thou  lova  me,  &c 


YOU  ARE  ALL  Mr  EYE  TO  HE. 

Hns.  FiHNT,  jon  mij  ohMler. 

And  ton  ap  jonr  tiead  w  bi^  1 
That  a  pin  I  do  not  matter, 

Yon're  no  better,  faith,  than  I ; 
Yon  aiij  trovm  and  jon  ma;  apaniiloo, 

Talk  abont  gentility  ; 


BweetlieirtB  I  eta  ban,  u  pnlt; 

Aj  jDonelf,  that's  clear  enough, 
Smau,  Polly,  Jane,  and  Kittjr, 

So  ]va  needn't  look  ao  blsff  ; 
Hargaret  for  me  is  dying, 

Boanctne  Bet  wonld  married  be, 
Dont  ;ou  ibsolL  for  fon  I'm  ciTing, 

That  ii  all  mj  eje  to  me. 
Let  me  tell  Ton  Mrs.  Fannj, 

Soon  your  pride  will  feU  to  dirt, 
I  would  sooner  hare  my  granny, 

Tlian  I'd  marry  such  a  flirt ; 
You  may  leek  again  to  ihake  ma. 

With  your  nniles  decked  oat  joa  M 
It  Tou  do  the  deril  take  me, 

Von  are  all  my  eye  to  me. 


NOBODY  COMES  TO  MARRY  ME. 
Last  ni^l  tlw  dogs  did  bac&, 

I  nont  to  the  gate  to  see, 
When  ey'rj  lass  had  har  spark 

And  its  oh !  dear  what  will  become  of  ma  ? 

Oh  !  dear  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Nohodj  ooming  to  marry  me. 

Nobody  coming  to  woo. 
Ht  father's  an  hedger  and  ditcher. 

My  mother  does  nothing  bnt  spin  ; 
And  I  am  a  pretty  yoong  girl,  ' 

But  the  money  comea  slowly  in. 

And  its  oh  I  dear,  dc. 
Ther  say  I  am  beanteona  and  fair, 

laey  say  I  am  ecomfnl  and  proud  ; 
Alas  !  I  must  now  despair. 

For,  ah  :  I  am  grown  very  old, 

^jid  ite  oh !  dear,  tto. 


Oh  I  dear,  how  BbockinglbctlKiii^! 


WHAT  CAM  A  LA8S1E  DO? 

YOUNO  Jeminy'E  ganging  aftar  idb, 
Tile  lire-Ion^  daj  uid  night ; 

And  aliraTa  kissing  too  ia  he, 
When  Father's  out  ot  light ; 

fint  dinnA,  lad,  be  teozing  ao. 
For  this  m  tell  jon  trao, 

What  can  a  taWia  do  i 

a  ba  ^eanng  me, 

And  »  111  tell  him  when  we  meet 

I  winna  heu  hia  lo'e  ; 
For  nheD  a  laddieia  so  sweet. 

What  caualauiedD?    ' 

I  wonder  where  the  youth  can  ba 

Ah  !  whithsr  con  he  Blraj  > 
Bat  that  is  mreir  nought  to  me, 

So  let  him  keep  awaf  ; 
For  diou'd  he  tell  his  wilj  tale, 

And  want  to  bnckle  to, 
I  teallj  think  ha  would  prevail — 

WhatCuialcHtedo? 
(Ah  1  what  indMd !) 

Wbat  ean  %  iMsie  do? 


SHE  LOVED,  AND  LOTED  SINOEBELY.' 


In  giiafning  raplnre  Beem , — , 

How  high  it  prii'd  the  daty  i 
And,  ere  die  drop  disaokf  d  avray, 

From  where  it  olnng  eo  dearlj', 
The  moCchleaB  muil  wob  heard  to  say, — 

She  lored,  and  loved  lineorclj. 
The  blush  that  crimaoned  Clara's  bee, 

Her  every  look  adorning, 
G»ve  softening  aweetness  to  each  graco 

Like  san-tinte  of  the  morning ! 
Bnt  sweeter  to  the  tremblinK  heart. 

That  beats  for  het  so  dearly, 
To  hear  my  Ciua's  tongae  impart — 

She  loved,  and  lored  Hincereij. 


THE  STREAMLET. 

The  atreamlet  thai  flow*d  ronnd  her  i 

All  the  eharma  of  my  Emilv  knew  ; 
How  oft  has  its  course  beoa  forgot. 

While  it  paiU'd  her  dear  image  lo  r 
Brieve  me,  the  fond  silver  tide. 

Knew  troai  whence  it  deriv'd  its  fail 
For,  ailontly  swelling  with  pride. 

It  rejected  her  b^li  to  the  skies. 


SEE  THE  ROSY  MORN. 
See  the  rosy  mom,  appearing, 

PaiaU  wiUi  gold  the  chimney  niRi, 
HoQSemMda  now  for  work  preparing. 

Gaily  twirl  their  BBOW-white  meps. 


Walchmen  Uieir  last  liaur  proclAiming, 

letter  bmnenords  half  AUeep, 
WMIW  tha  miUmftids,  loudlj  scrMiming, 


A  modeM  bliuih  her  cl  .     , 

And  Virtue  atumpt  bei  image  there : 
No  damse!  of  the  SjlvaD  sceDe, 

With  her  in  beaaty  could  compaie. 
And  every  eliepherd  round  the  gre«u, 

Declar'd  her  &irest  of  the  fiur. 
A  baran'i  Bon  of  high  dwne, 

(Beneath  nhoae  smile  did  Falsehood  dwell) 
The  Pair  Eliia  chsnc'd  to  see, 

And  loie  he  counterfeited  well 
As  oft  thay  Btisj'd  along  the  vale, 

He  vow'd  from  her  he  ne'er  would  part ; 
She  lieten'd  to  h»  faithless  tale, 

And  gave  him  all  her  Tirgiu  heart. 
But  aooa  tbe  hapless  maiden  found 
'    '"        alone  he  soaght ; 

ik  upon  the  ground, 
the  Rgonj  of  ihonght. 


Oh  !  then  she  sank  upf 

"  1  agony  oft     _ 
ed  her  dimpled  cheek. 
Loud  to  the  passiug  winds  she  sigh'd. 
Heart-broken,  but  r^jgn'd  and  meek — 
With  grief  the  fair  Eliza  died. 


PADDY  O'NEAL. 

Ye  nms  of  Hibemia,  who  snag  on  dry  land, 
Koond  a  Eparkliqg  turf  fire,  with  wbi^y  in  hand. 


Ne'er  IbijA  on  tlie  dangen  attending  the  bajs, 
Who  are  fighting  joor  battles  tkro'  noDsenaeaiid  uoiaa. 
To  DabliD  1  went,  thnt  damnable  place, 
V  apalpeen  came  ap,  and  he  awote  lo  1117  face, 

rt.j  .__.!. -[,  thej  camo  without  fail, 

led  me  poor  Paddy  O  H^i. 

Tol  loo  ra!  la]  loo,  &c 
Awaj  to  the  tender  the;  made  me  repair. 
Of  tendemeai  deri!  a  morsel  was  there  i 
I  roar'd  and  I  cura'd,  bat  it  did  not  avHil, 
And  down  in  the  cellar  crannn'd  Paddj  O'Neal. 
Thej  call'd  ap  all  hands,  handi  and  feet  bood  obej'd, 
I  wiah'd  mjaelf  home  catting  tarf  with  m;  epade. 
The  fiial  tlung  I  uw  made  mj  conrue  to  faii, 
Twai  a  lane  Ooating  castle  for  Faddj'  O'Neal 

Tol  loo  ral  lat  loo,  Jo:. 
1  let  go  mj  baoda  to  hold  East  by  m 


And  with  boat-hoobs  the;  fiah'd  np  poor  I^ddj  O* 

For  >  bed  Ihej'd  a  aack  bung  aa  high  aa  m;  chin, 
Thfv  call'd  it  a  hanuno^^,  and  bid  me  get  in, 
I  laid  honld,  took  a  leap,  but  m;  fboting  heing  frail, 
I  swoug  me  clean  over,  poor  Padd;  O'Neal 

Tal  loo  tal  lal  lo,  kc 
•Up  hnuuDOcks,  down  cheata!'  the  boattwain  did 

'  Tliece's  a  French  ship  in  sight !'  tonder,  an'  nana,  is 

that  all? 
To  a  gan  I  wai  tAation'd,  the;  ancorer'd  ber  tail, 
And  flie  leading-itrings  gave  to  poor  Fadd;  O'Neftl. 
The  cactain  criea, '  England  and  Ireland,  m;  bajs !' 
Oh  I  when  he  mention'gBoId  Ireland,  m;  besit  made 


1  ctapp'd  fire  on  Mhbach,  while  I  held  b;  ber  tail, 
The  dAmn'd  deriHk  oat,  and  threw  Fnddj  O'Nr' 
Tollooiallalloo,*! 


So  wB  leather'd  ansj,  bj  m j  Boal,  hob  or  Dob, 

Tin  ths  F^ehchman  gave  up  what  he  thouglit  ■  bad 

To  tie  hiin  behind  n  Btmng  cord  we  did  bring. 
And  we  led  him  Hong  like  a  pia  in  &  ttring. 

By  tho  piper  of  Leinater !  l^d  ventnro  a  main, 
RetuniiDg,  I  'd  tell  you  fine  folks  snch  a  tale. 
That  you'd  laogh  till  yoa  cry  at  poor  Paddy  O'NeBL 


THE  BIRD3  ABE  SINGING  SWEET,  MY  LOVE. 


For  'tis  the  month  of  May. 
The  bells  are  ringing  sneet,  mj  lore, 

Tet  ev'ty  thin^  looks  drear  ; 
I  ask  mj  heart  it  Bays  mj  lore. 

That  Agues  is  not  here. 
Tbao  open  the  window,  sweet  my  Iotb, 

Od  ^is  aUBpiciona  day ; 
And  when  my  ^ye>  behold  my  lore, 

111  welcome  in  ths  May, 
The  nm  is  riidng  now.  my  lore, 

And  joyons  darts  his  raye. 
While  tremhSng  zephyrs  seem,  my  lore, 

To  join  in  Nature's  ptsiBC 


THE  MAIDEN  1  LOVE. 
maiden  I  love  is  the  tbake  of  my  lay, 
le  IB  blooming  and  fair  sTthe  mom  Jost  began, 
area  soft  and  bright  as  the  Mhbcam  of  day, 


Like  heaven's  own  light,  whea  beavea  is  moat  tnifbt. 

Her  smiles  snch  *  brilliinc^  everj  where  throw  j 
lu  the  depth  of  her  ejei  a  dicioitj  ma, 

Abd  A  god  eeems  to  dwell  on  her  bekntifol  brow. 
Such,  Btteh  is  the  miuden  I  hre  to  iidore, 

And  J  prize  her  the  wealth  of  the  irarld  abare  ; 
I  have  told  h»— I'tb  awom  all  thia  o'er  and  o'er, 

Yet  die  enmes  oa  in;  sorrow  and  not  on  m;  1ot«. 
The  hope  of  1117  heart  nm}  in  sadnes  depart, 

While  it  beat!  it  will  cherish  her  memory  rtill. 
Though  its  efforts  oa}  die,  and  ita  best  feelings  lie, 

like  the  ocean  round  HecU,  etamdl;  Bhill. 


WHEN  THY  BOSOM. 

'    Wbbn  thj  bosom  heaves  a  ngh. 
When  the  tear  o'erflows  thine  eje, 
Maj  meet  hope  afford  relief. 
Cheer  thj  bean  aod  calm  th;  grief. 
So  the  teoder  flower  appears 
iSwiping  wet  with  morning  tean, 
Till  th6  sun-beam's  genial  lay 
Chase  the  heavy  dew  awaj. 


John  Jones  was  a  farmer,  and  lugUy  respectable. 
Always  in  spirits,  and  never  dejectahls  ; 
One  of  thoao  men  who  would  never  annoy  himself, 
Bnt  o'er  his  pipe  and  liis  glass  vroald  eiijoy  himaelL 
Ever  found  sober,  dislikine  all  dizsinesa— 
m&ing  each  mom  with  a  clear  head  for  hnsiness ; 
Be  honoor'd  his  king,  as  he  luved  to  be  notional. 
And  lived  like  a  being  diipnaed  to  be  lationaL 


John  Jonee  had  a  wife,  foil  mid  pleaunt  in  feniure, 
A  nice  little  woman — &  Kood-henned  creature  ; 
She'd  good  worldly  wisdom,  coald  shrewdlj  defent  a 
plan,  [nmn. 

la  short,  just  the  womAn  who  knew  how  to  treat  ft 
Children  th«j  bad,  too,  all  crown  ap  and  dotihl, 
Boja  looking  beolthf ,  and  sirls  looking  benntfful ; 
fjot  a  brow  thero  was  overclouded  hy  a^tpiness. 
But  their  flreiida  was  the  pictura  of  happinesa. 
Thus  J<An  loved  his  home,  nordidhiisinritaBinkatBll, 
Till  some  one  tohl  Joiin  'tws9  a  un  for  to  drink  at  all ; 
And  tho'  be  ne'er  broke  through  the  rules  of  aobrietj. 
Got  him  to  joIq  a  tee-tot'Iist'b  locietT- 
John,  fKBn  his  feelings,  would  fain  have  evaded  him, 
But  the  HuiDtiSed  pba  of  the  fellow  persuaded  him — 


If  John  met  a  friend  ho  alwajs  took  l«a  with  him, 
nioagh  he  felt  at  (he  time  it  did  not  agree  with  him  ; 
All  grog  he  fonakei  now,  good  home-brew'd  too,  he 

To  go  home  and  smoke  his  pipe  over  bis  tea-leaves. 
Hia  wife  saw  with  sorrow  the  change  that  took  place 

Until  die  at  lenetl)  coald  no  cheerfalneas  trace  ia  bim  ; 
He  got  dull  aad  mopish,  drunk  slops  to  aatietj. 
Which  made  the  dame  curse  the  tee-totalist  society. 


,uenae  was,  though  aot  givea  to  lariieting, 

He  died  one  cold  aight  after  eomii^  fwm  marketing. 
The  wife,  broken-hearted,  to  find  thus  her  joys  end, 
Call'd  in  the  docton,  declared  he'd  beea  poison'd — 
His  body  thej  open'd,  and  found,  besides  blow  gslls. 
His  inode  was  stufTd  fnll  of  tea-leaTes  and  soow-balli. 


OF    K.TlONiL   90SO».  3*7 

ThitproFeabiiruik  Ibllj — {romimtiirebe  cangbtanib, 
Throngh  changing  his  stomAob  ctean  into  a  water- tub. 
Since  good  liquor  doabtlma  nsa  sent  for  oar  aiet. 
To  gladden  our  hBorta,  while  we  shnn  ila  abnges — 
Ma;  each  tae-totalitt  fieeie  until  ice  he's  a  lump  o^ 
For  a  UMa  who  drioka  water  I^d  havs  made  a  pump  oU 


BONNIE  JEANIE  GRAY. 


s*  TO  we  late  Testreen, 
ie  Jeanie  Gray  ? 


Mj  bonuie  J> 
Your  mither  miu  u  juu  mix  w  e  on, 

And  eke  at  break  o'  day. 
Your  mitlier  look'd  sae  sour  and  sad, 

Your  liuther  dull  and  wae— 
O  whar  vnts  je  sae  late  jenieen, 

Uj  bonnie  J  eanie  6raj  ? 

Your  BkiUier  look'd,  &c. 
Dear  oater  dt  je  down  b;  me. 

For  1  hae  promii'd  lale  jeatreen. 

To  wed  JDung  Jamie  Glen. 
The  malting  tear  Mood  in  bis  e'e — 
Wbat  heart  could  saj  him  naj  ? 
As  aft  he  yow'd,  throogh  life 

I'm  tliine,  my  bonnje  Jeanie  Gray. 
The  melting  tear,  &c. 


COMIN-  THROUGH  THE  BYE. 

a  body  meet  a  body  comin'  through  Che  rre, 
a  body  kias  s  body,  need  a  body  cry  ? 
Hvecy  iMtie  has  her  laddie. 
Nana,  they  say,  ha'e  I  j 


I  dearlj  lo'«  myaer ; 

nt  whare  bia  hamc,  01  wli«t  hit  nt 

I'diDDa  care  to  telL 


If  a  iKMJty  meet  a  bodj  codud'  trae  the 
"     "    'i  gTe^tboaj,        ■     •    •     ■ 
rj  lassie  has  hi 


If  a  bodj  greet  a  bodfi  need  a  bodj  frown  ? 

" 'aasie  has  her  kddia  ; 

i,  tbej  aav,  lia'e  1  ; 
■'"'-'- Ihej  smile  at  — 


WheD  comin'  throogh  the  rje. 

1  dearlj  lo'e  mjser : 
Bat  whare  his  hame,  or  what  his  □. 


I'M  OWRE  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET, 
I'M  owra  joang,  I 


PB  jonng  to  mariT  jei, 
re  joiing,  'tiyould  be  a  si 


To  tak  me  frae  m 

Nor  of  my  hsme  am  weary  yet, 
And  1  would  have  ye  learn,  lada. 
That  ye  for  me  must  tarry  yet. 


I'm  owre  you.ig  lo  roairr  yet,  ■ 
I'm  owre  young,  'twould  be  a  am 
To  tak  me  fra^i  my  niammy  yet ; 
For  I  liHB  had  my  ain  way, 
Kane  dare  to  contradict  me  yet, 
So  soon  to  uy  I  wad  obey. 
In  tmth  I  darens  venture  yet. 

For  I'm  owre  J0UDf(,  &ft 


WHEN  TIME  HATH  BEREFT  THKE. 

When  time  hath  bereft  Ihee  of  dianns  now  ditine, 
And  joatb  shall  have  left  thee,  Dor  beantj  be  thine  ; 
When  the  roses  shall  vanish  that  cirde  thee  now, 
And  the  thom  thoa  wauldM  buiidl  shall  press  on  thj 


When  he  who  coqH  torn  thee  troi 
8hBllte(>iethee,a    ' 


When  by  him,  thus  raqoited,  thy  brain 
Thy  hones  shall  be  bliKhtet"  ''     ' 
In  the  depth  of  tbj  aadne 


TWAS  MERRY  IN  THE  HALU 

Ova  ancient  English  melodies, 

And  nothing's  heard  in  modem  Atjs, 
But  Signoraa  and  Hignors. 


Wben  'tWHs  merry  in  the  hall. 

The  beards  wara'd  all. 
We  shall  never  see  the  like  again, 
Wo  shail  never  see  the  like  again. 
On  beds  of  down  onr  dandiei  lay, 
And  waete  the  cheerful  morn, 
While  onr  squires  of  old  would  rouse  the  da; 
With  the  sound  of  the  bugle  horn  ; 

And  their  wives  took  care 

The  feut  to  prepare. 


For  when  they  left  the  plnin. 
Oh !  Hwu  meny  ia  the  toM, 
The  beards  wagg'd  all. 

We  shall  neier  Me  Uie  lUie  agaio. 


17  cJieBT'd  Uie  beuta  of  the  tenants  old 
id  oanaij. 


cup  of  good  ci 
id  tbej  eMh  Ur 


Of  the  cold  black  jack. 


Itie  bearda  wagg'd  all. 
Ha;  we  loon  see  tha  like  ag^D, 
H^  we  soon  see  the  like  agun. 


THE  MOUNTAIH  MAID. 

The  moiiiiUm  rnakl  from  her  boner  haa  hied. 

And  QHd  to  the  glaaa;  riTer'a  lide, 

Where  the  radiant  moon  shone  clear  and  bright. 

And  the  nOlom  wsTed  in  Ibe  ^Fer  light, 

On  a  nunj  hank  laj  a  ibepherd  swain. 

He  woke  his  pipe  to  a  tnpefnl  strain. 

And  BO  blithely  g  "         ■     •       ■    ■■ 

That  he  cbarm'd 

timid  feai  ooDreaa'd, 

He  caaght  her  glance  and  marli'd  her  sigh. 

And  tnnmph  lan^ied  in  hia  sparkling  eje. 

So  softly  sweet  wai  his  tonetnl  ditCj, 

He  charm'd  her  lender  soul  t«  pit;, 

And  so  blithely  ga;  were  the  notes  he  (lajM, 

Iliat  he  fpin'd  Ihs  heart  of  the  roaoutMn  maid.  - 


A  FAMOUS  MAN  WAS  ROBIN  HOOD. 

A  FiHOUa  man  mu  Robin  Hood, 
Tbe  Eogliah  ballad-unger't  }ot. 
Bat  Scotland  htui  a  chiof  u  eooo, 
She  tiiu,  she  has  her  bold  Rob  Boj  I 
A  dioadeu  heart  Maccregor  showi, 

[mdcDOfl  length  and  itrenfith  of  arm, 
thiand  foea, 


an.  ice. 
Ria  daring  mood  protecb  faim  gtill. 

Pot  this  the  rohber'a  Himple  plan. 
~lial  they  dwold  take  who  hare  the  v 

And  thej,  and  they  shoald  k«ep  who  ce 


And  while  Rob  Roy  ii 

The  eagle  he 
AndRob, 


KELVIN  QEOVE. 

Lbt  at  haale  to  Kelvin  Grave,  bonnie  lauic 
Thro'  its  nuzei  let  as  rove,  bonnie  laaaie,  O 

Where  the  rose,  in  all  her  prides 

Paiata  the  hollow  dingle  side, 
Where  the  midnight  fairiea  glide,  bonnie  lai 
Let  na  wander  by  the  mill,  bonnie  tasaie,  O 
To  the  cove  beaide  the  rill,  bannie  lassie,  O 

Where  the  glooa  leboond  the  call 

Of  the  lofty  water-fiiU, 
Hue'  tbe  moaatain's  rocky  hall,  bonoie  las 


I  coald-Bl 
And  might  wui  tbse  for  i 
For  the  frowns  of  fortuns  lower,  bonnie  Isasie,  O, 
On  thj  lover  at  this  hour,  boiinie  Uasie,  O  ; 

Ere  the  solden  orb  of  dar 

Wakes  the  warblera  on  the  apraj, 
From  thlB  laod  I  moat  swaf,  bonnie  lasue,  O. 
Then  farewell  to  Kelyin  Grove,  bonnie  liUEe,  0, 
And  adieu  to  all  t  love,  bonnie  laasic,  O,— 

To  the  river  winding  dear. 

To  the  fragrant  scented  brier, 
Ev'n  to  thee,  of  aJl  moat  dear,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 
And  when  on  a  dislsnt  shore,  bonnie  !mae,  O, 
Shoold  I  fall,  midst  battle's  roar,  bonnie  loaate,  O, 

Wilt  thou,  Ellen,  when  you  hear 

Ofthj  lover  on  hia  bier, 
To  his  memory  shed  a  tear,  bonnie  lanie,  0  ? 


Wbek  Srst  he  woo'd  and  won  mj  lore. 

How  swisetlf  paas'd  the  time  awK;  '■ 
I  little  thought  those  hours  wonld  prove 

Like  Bunahine  on  an  April  day. 
Bnt  soon  the  light  of  joy  was  o'er, 

And  olonded  every  hope  of  bliss. 
And  love  and  fortune  smil'd  no  more. 

And  sad  was  then  our  parting  kisi. 

But  the  eloudi  are  gone, 

And  the  aan  will  ehine, 


.  _.er had  felt 

When  abeltei'd  in  &  borne  ] 

We  ne'er  Iiad  suffered  care  Di 

Nor  wd  had  been  our  parti 

Bat  the  cloods,  &c. 


JULIO  TOLD  ME  WHEN  WE  PARTED, 

To  mine  eye  a  tear  bad  started, 

Julio  biss'd  (he  irof  swaj. 
Antnmn  winds  now  chill  my  dwelling : 

Twiu  in  spring  I  lost  m;  dear  ; 
'Oriet  afresh  mine  eye  ia  ewelling, 

Bat  no  Idas  liabibea  the  tear. 
With  the  flovrers  that  Julio  planted, 

Oft  I  drwa  the  vacant  chair  j; 
Stand  before  it,  mio  eachantad,— 

Gaie,  and  thiot  mj  rover  there. 
Oft  the  kiss  he  gave  at  parting. 

Midnight  sleep  returns  to  cheer  ; 
Bnt  too  soon  my  sensea  starting. 

Lose  the  Idas  to  find  the  tear. 


SOFTLY  SLEEP,  MY  BABV  BOY. 


O  wftlj  deep,  mj  babj  boy, 

Thy  mother  gnarda  thy  real ; 
Tlw  iMry  clasp,  my  little  boj, 

Slull  soothe  her  aching  breut. 
Woke,  woke  and  emile,  mj  baby  boy. 

My  heavy  heart  to  cheer  ; 
The  wint'ry  blaat  howls  o'ar  the  hill, 

The  leaf  grows  red  and  sear, 
O  leil  ma,  tell  me,  baby  boy. 

How  shall  I  boBr  thv  cr^, 
When  hunger  gnawa  thy  li(t\e  heart, 

And  death  lights  on  thine  eye  ? 
Oh  l  was  it  meet,  my  baby  boy. 

That  Ihon  sneh  weird  Bhoold'st  dree  '. 
3weet  heSpTen,  forgive  thv  father  false. 

His  wrongs  to  thee  and  me. 


SAY,  CAN  A  MAIDEN'S  HEART  REFUSE. 

Sat,  can  a  maiden's  heart  refuse. 
Her  jonng  affection  to  accord, 

When  fond,  a  lender  lover  sura 
To  reign  her  bosom's  dearest  lord  ? 


Bat  Dot  till  reuon  shall  approve. 

The  object  I  must  still  adore, 
I  never  will  confess  I  love  ; 


Ah  !  why  are  foathfal  maidens  form'd 
So  tender,  yieUing,  but  to  love  'f 

To  hearts,  with  ardent  passions  warm'd, 
Say  can  they  cold  and  ingrate  pinvB. 


Tnie  love  ia  Bem^s  richest 
The  dearem  Joj  tbat  life  c. 

Womui  in  lore  ■□  aneel  is, 
Unlonng,  she  should  nevei 


THE  NIGHT  HAS  FLED. 

The  night  has  Bed,  tha  momiUK  dawns, 
The  stag  boands  o'er  his  native  lawns, 
And  idiile  each  mphjr's  on  the  ning, 
Ho  seeks  the  soft  Li-uLsluccnt  spring  ; 
Then  strides,  with  heart  devoid  of  pain. 
Along  the  verdant,  dow'ry  plain. 
But,  hark ',  wilb  echoing,  noisy  clack. 
Behind  him  comes  the  panting  pack  ; 
.._  ^_^_  __j ..^  fearless  mien, 


Astheadvai 


h  mgniSed  I 


Heslonlfmo 

.ves  across  the  plain. 

Yet  soon  he  finds  his  foes  draw  near. 
And  sterD  contempt  girea  wa;  to  fen 

Discover'd  soon,  he  swiftly  flies. 
And  with  aoch  force  each  nerva  dolh 
Me  scarcely  seems  to  loach  the  plain 

StiU  trembling  beast !  he's  doom'd  to 
The  persorariog  pack  behind  ; 
Nearer  the  horrui  noise  he  hear^ 
Whilst  ten-fold  terrors  fill  his  fears. 
He  ands  his  ntmost  speed  in  vain. 

And  diDOpa  dejected  on  the  plaii 


Bat  from  hia  bresBt  Ijont  bitter  siglB, 
And  stretuuing  teBis  bedew  his  eyis, 
ICouDd  him  fast  flock  the  huntini 


And  death  aeem*  hovering  o'er  the  ploiti. 


The  disappain 
A  whip  bu  qi 

While  the  p« „ 

Once  moie  in  peafe  stalk 


While  the  poor  stag,  lelieT'd  from  mIh, 
the  pmin. 


Ob  !  wUatle  Knd  II!  Mime  to- yon,  mi  Ud, 
Oh  !  whistle  uid  I'll  come  to  jon,  mj  lai), 
Thongh  father,  and  mother,  and  a'  should  fp  mad. 
Oh  1  whistle  and  I'll  come  to  jou,  my  lad. 

But  warily  tent  when  ye  oome  to  court  me, 
An*  come  na  nulesa  the  back  yet  be  a-gee, 
Sjne  ap  the  back  style,  and  let  nae  body  see, 


At  kirk,  or  at  market,  where'er  je  meet  me. 

Gang  bj  me  as  though  that  ye  car'd  na'  a  ilea ; 

But  Meal  me  a  blink  o'  yoor  bonny  black  e'e. 


Yet  look  as  ye  were  na'  a  looking  a 
Oh! 


wliijtH  ^■ 


Ay,  TOW  and  protest  that  ye  care  na'  for  tee, 
And  whiles  ye  may  lightly  my  beauty  a-wee  ; 
But  court  nae  anilher,  lliongh  joking  ye  be, 
For  fax  diat  she  nilea  your  ^cr  frae  me. 

Oh '.  wtaiatle,  See. 


THE  LITERARr  DUSTMAN. 

JoHK  foIlLS  ma 
Tot  balds  a 
But  IhoDgli  a  dtutinsn,  I  have  bad 

A  Ub'nl  hedicatisB. 
And  though  [  ueier  vent  to  Mhool, 

Liks  many  of  m;  betten, 
A  lornpike  msn.  rot  rsm't  oo  foot, 
H«  lamt  ms  all  mj  letten. 
Tbey  calk  me  Adam  Bell,  ta  dear, 

Ab  Adam  voa  Iha  tost  man, 

And  by  a  co-in-inile-aneo  queer, 

Vj,  I'm  the  foal  of  doatmeii, 

Tj,  I'm  tbe  tiisl  of  dustmen  ! 

At  aartin  sohools  thoj  make  boji  write 

Thair  alpbabet  aa  sand,  (dra  ; 
So  I  thoo^t  dust  vould  do  as  Te" 


And  all  tke  other  peii-o-di-oals, 

To  make  me  literary. 

Thejcalla,  fc 
Mt  dawning  genua  fust  did  peep 

near  Battle-bridge,  tie  plain,  sirs, 
Too  recollect  the  cinder  heap 

Vot  stood  in  Qra/'s  Inn  Lane,  sirs  > 
Tnae  there  I  studied  pio-tureeque, 

Vhile  1  m^  bread  was  yeamin  ; 
And  there  iuhalin'  tbe  &«ib  breeze, 

1  sifted  out  mj  lamin  I 

Tbej  calls,  Ici 
Then  Hn.  Bdl,  'twiiC  jon  and  I, 

Toold  melt  a  heart  <M  stone,  bfb, 


In  such 


r  nnawy's  wiltali  orj, 
iMnowto''  ~~ 


Ht  dartfln  all  tnke  Brter  her, 

Id  grace  and 
TheTlBnutaa 

I  has  'em  tAngbt  b;  Gtiai 


o  grace  and  flguie  ea^ 
BT  lankB  ta  ang,  and  ~  ~ ' 


tbBJ-TB&t, 

Thej  calls,  & 


Or  gives  a  leason  to  the  h 

Upon  tlie  grand  pianns 

Or  vith  the  gab  vnlk  a  qi 


a  leason  to  the  lad 

a  qaodrillej 


Or  arter  dinner  read  a  page 

Of  Valter  aoott  or  Byron— 
Or  Mr.  Shikspnr,  on  the  Btage, 

Subjects  none  can  tire  on. 
At  night  ve  toddles  U)  the  play, 

Bnt  not  to  gallerj  attic, 
Dmr;  Lane's  the  time  o'  daj, 

And  quite  aristotratio. 

The;  calls,  Sl 


id  calf  mj 


Yet  <rbea  I  nts  in  Parli'ment, 

In  old  Sin  Stephen's  College, 
I  means  to  take.^is  m;  intenl, 
Th9  "tai«i  oS  o*  knowledfe.^ 
Tbej  calls  me  Adsm  Bdl,  'tjs  t 
Viaae  Adam  itbs  the  fnat  m 
I'm  anra  il>  weiy  plfun  to  jon, 
Via  ft  literarj  dnatmui ! 


NAE  LUCK  ABOUT  THE  HOUSE. 


Is  this  a  time  to  talk  o'  wark  ? 

Msk  haste,  net  br  joor  wheel ! 
Is  this  B.  time  to  talk  a'  work, 
When  Colin'g  at  the  door  ? 
Oie  me  my  cloak,  111  to  the  qosj, 
And  see  him  come  ashore. 

For  there's  nae  lock  aboat  the  boose, 

There's  nae  luck  ftTs  ; 
There's  little  pteasore  in  tlie  home, 
Wben  OUT  gndeman'a  ana. 
Kise  np  and  mak  a  clean  fireside, ' 

Pol  on  the  meikle  pot ; 
Gie  little  Kale  ber  cotkm  goiro. 

And  mak  their  shoon  as  blade  as  alaes. 

Their  hose  as  nhite  a«  snaw  ; 
It's  a'  to  please  m  j  un  godeman, 

For  he's  been  lang  awa. 

For  there's  nae  Inck,  ke. 
Tbereai 


'Thej'Te  ted  this  numdi  and  m 


And  spread  tba  table  neat  and  clein, 
"—  "'■'  "-'-« look  hnv  ; 


Ika  thing  took  1 
DrloWmyg. 


Porhe'il „ 

For  tWe^  Die  Indi,  tec. 

O  rie  ma  dom  mj  Idgonel^ 

Ht  1nlliop-«atiii  gown ; 
For  I  maim  Mil  Uie  Bailie'e  wiie, 

Thai  Colin'B  come  to  Iowa : 
My  Sunday  ahooa  they  maun  gne  on, 

Uy  hue  o'  pearl  blue, 

For  ha^  baith  leal  and  Irua. 

Foi  dieie'a  nae  lock,  jco. 

Sae  troe'a  hu  word,  ua  nnoath'a  hia  ipeeeh, 

His  breath-B  like  caUer  air, 
Rifl  very  foot  haa  miuifl  in't, 

When  he  cranes  op  the  stair. 
And  will  I  Bee  hia  eice  agUQ  ? 

And  mil  1  hear  him  apeak  ? 
I'm  downright  dizzy  ni'  the  thonght ; 

In  troth,  I'm  like  to  greet. 

For  there's  nae  Inok,  ke. 

The  mold  blaata  o'  the  winter  wind, 

That  thrili'd  thro'  my  heart, 
'Hiey'ie  a'  blawn  by>  I  '■a'o  him  >afe, 

"na  death  wall  nerer  part : 
Bnt  what  pita  partmg  in  my  head  ; 

The  nalat  we  never  saw. 

For  theie'i  oae  lack,  be 

Since  Colin'a  weel,  I'm  weal  content, 

I  hae  na  mair  to  cis<e  ; 
Coold  I  bat  live  to  mak  him  bleet, 

I'm  bleat  abvou  the  Ut*  ; 


And  nill  I  Bee  hit  bee  ogaiD  ? 

And  will  I  Ewu-  him  ipetk  > 
I'm  downriKht  diiz;  wi'  Che  tlioiight ; 

In  troth,  I'm  Ulie  to  gnat. 

For  there's  use  lock,  te. 


IS  MY  COTTAGE  NEAR  A  WOOa 


Boh,  erer  fail  and  good, 

Clinn  ma  with  those  amilei  of  lie 
Bon,  partner  of  mj  life, 

Tiiee  alone  mj  heart  shall  prize  ; 


Lore  and  joa  still  bleaa  m;  cc^ 
Fortune's  frowna  are  for  our  go 

Ha;  we  lire  h;  pride  forgot. 
In  ooT  oott^  new  a  wood. 


300H  A  GENIUS  I  DID  GEOW. 


If;  maiAer  nid,  tfioa^  leort  of  all 
1  was  the  Unert  looL 
Such  a  ganTna  I  did  grow. 


Thej  tiied  with  cakes  aad  conning 
To  pot  learning  in  mj  liead  ; 

Bad  ne'er  conld  tellwfiich  waagreat  A. 
Ox  which  wu  ctvoked  2ed, 

Such  a  genios,  tie. 

ArHhmetii:  it  pnzil'd  me ; 

Bnt  aa  mj  knowledge  grew, 
I  Boon  foand  oat  that  one  and  one. 

When  added  up,  made  twck 

Buch  a  gsDini,  &e. 

A  great  mnaidaD  I  became, 

And,  u  the  people  said. 
Upon  the  grindiDS  orgui 

DioBt  deDghtfolIf  1  Dlav'd. 

Sudi  a  geniui.  In. 


The  Lord  Major  and  the  Aldermen 


BELIEVE  HE  TRUE. 

O  TW,  belieTB,  belieTe  me  tme, 
Thon^  f aliehood's  tongne  our  lorea  » 

Ihe  wi5d  nmrt  chaDge  ere  1  trooi  jon. 
And  areiT  polae  be  cold  for  ever. 


rhoogh  friendi  to  , 

The  breul,  fond  breut,  that  throte  for 

Cu  leare  thee,  denratt,  lenTe  thee  m 
O  then  belieie,  beliero  ne  true, 

Let  coma  what  maj,  111  lore  thee  bt 
While  life  ia  mine  I  live  for  jgn, 

And  DDUght  bat  death  oar  h^rtfl  cai 


HARK !  THE  HOLLOW  WOODS  RESOUNDINCL 


HAKKlthehoUonwoodiii 
With  the  joyfol  hunter's 

See  tiie  rag  o'er  hedges  bgi 
Now  prodainu  that  they 

^'mgh. 

NowtbehonnditheilagB 
Now  the  hnntsmen  doth 

On  bis  iwiftnew  they're  ea 
He  dieliscted  tune  with 

ppro«hing. 
appear, 
croadung, 
fear. 

Nowtheitaghimeelfdefeo 
With  his  antler^  bnt  in 

For  hla  trembhag  Ujobs  ari 
Weakened  nilL  dislncti 

■ding 

Xnding, 
ngpain. 

Howtheirpleeanreitiaen. 

ding. 

Now  BO  more  for  life  coatendinj;, 
PlnngLug  forward,  falls  and  dies. 


MY  HEART  IS  WITH  THEE. 

BBLOTEDotiiijsotil,tiiODgh  Ihi)  moment  is  bringing, 
The  feelings  of  Bad  disappoinlment  to  me. 

Still  hope,  ffTi'ling  hope^  ia  mj  bosom  is  springing. 
Still  absuit  or  present  m;  heart  ia  with  thee ; 


In  cTDwdii,  in  ucliuioDa,  Ihou  still  art  beAire  at. 

Each  hone  in  the  d»j,  thy  iov'd  image  I  lee. 
And  the  slumber  of  ni^ht  tothypresenoereMoroftnia, 

For  then  I  un  bl«n  with  dear  riuooa  of  tbse. 
Though  destiny,  Idto,  may  compel  na  to  serer, 

Oni  thonahts  ore  not  bound  by  the  cruel  dscree. 
My  food  EEUthfnl  heart  thiJl  he  with  na  for  erer. 

And  eling  with  onoeasing  derotion  to  the«. 
And  even  when  lifeV  vital  palse  is  retreating, 

Think,  think  not  the  heart  can  a  wanderer  be, 
Ita  last  djing  throb,  and  its  last  feeble  bearing, 
'    Shall  eigb  forth  its  ardent  affeclioni  for  thee. 

*.-  ■  

AT  THE  DEAD  OF  NIGHT. 

At  the  dead  of  the  night,  when  by  whiakej  inapiT'd, 
And  pretty  Katty  FluiniKan  my  bosom  hwl  fii'd, 
I  tapp'd  St  her  window,  when  thns  she  b^^, 
Oh  :  what  the  deril  an  yon  at  t  b^one,  yon  naoghty 

I  gave  her  a  look,  u  aly  as  a  thief. 

Or  when  hungrv  I'd  view  a  flne  airlnin  of  beef : 

My  ha&rt  ifl  r»lhot,  flays  I,  bnt  cold  is  my  skin, 

So,  pretty  MistreuFUnnigan,  iib,  won'tyoaletmein? 

She  open'd  the  door.  I  sat  down  by  the  Are. 

And  soon  was  reliev'd  from  the  wet,  sold,  aod  mire  i 

And  I  pleasM  her  M  micb^j ,  that  long  ere  ^was  day, 

T  stole  poor  Katty  V  tender  heart,  and  so  tT^>pM  aw^y, 


COME  WITH  ME,  I'LL  ROW  THEE  O'ER. 

On  !  come  with  me,  111  row  thee  o'er  yon  Un«  and 

peacefnl  tea. 
And  while  I  gently  ply  the  oar  renew  my  vows  to  tkea ; 


I'D  tdd  tbK  gate  beneath  thee,  on  each  reflected  slai. 
Then  think  mf  hhiI  nOeota  thee,  more  true,  bat 
brighter  far. 

Then- come  with  me,  kc 

Oh,  conhl  I  aount  the  Am  ahore  tlie  wild  vare'i 

ceaarien  STitU, 
Hj  deep,  my  pnni,  m;  bmmdlesa  love  to  thee  I  conld 


Er*  m;  fond  heart  forgets  its  a^a  < 


OH,  WAS  I  TO  BLAME  TO  LOVE  HER. 

Ob,  ma  I  to  blame  to  We  ber  ? 

Oh,  waa  I  to  blame  to  lore  her  P 

80  gentle,  so  kind,  I  caald  not  be  blind, 

I  am  not  t«  blame  to  lovB  ber. 

My  heart  it  may  break  wiai  mmaw, 

Hy  lieart  it  may  break  with  sraiow  ; 

Tte  lost  lor  her  uka,  no  complaintt  ivill  I  moke, 

Tho'  my  heart  it  may  bvak  with  Miroir. 

Oh,  eaw  yon  yon  tree's  iweet  bloewm. 

Oh,  law  yon  yon  tiee^  sweet  b)o«om. 

Like  me  in  Uiy  Eight,  I  will  bde  wkb  the  blight. 

Oh,  blame  not  my  lore  bnt  the  bloaom. 

Ob,  pride  of  my  heart,  1  lore  thee. 

Oh,  iiride  of  iny  heart,  I  lore  thee. 

The  »^yn,  l£e  Aj,  may  change,  bst  not  I, 

Ob,  blame  not  thin  hsait^eanae  it  lovei  thee. 


YES  I'M  IN  LOVE,  I  PEEL. 

Ybs,  I'm  in  lore,  I  f«el  it  now, 

BnC  jret  I  ivrear  I  cant  tell  hon 
Tab  pleuing  plague  itole  od  me. 

Tis  not  tier  face  tliat  lays  creato. 
For  then  no  graces  level ; 

'^  not  her  di&pe,  for  there  the  fata 
Hato  rMber  been  nndnL 


Her  v(dce,  bet  touch  might  grre  th'  alarm, 
Twa*  both,  perhaps,  or  neither  ; 

In  short,  twu  that  pravoking  cbaim 
Of  Celia  altjigethei. 


FORGET  THEE. 

FoBOEr  thee ! — in  ray  hsnqnet  ha 
Oo  aik  mj  fellow  men  ; 

Or  »k  Ibe  Mar  that  aeoret  (alia, 
If  I  toi^  thee  then. 


Hie  miiinlght  hi 
Andbtalmei 

Flagfil  thee  1 — in  the  miitbfdl  dance, 

Tbere  iteale  some  eja's  bright  raj. 

Like  thine — that  nukes  me  with  iti  glw 


Go  ask  mf  minatreb,  vrhen  Ihci  breathe 

The  Terse  the  poet  s  pan 
With  GBch  PamassHU  sweet  heth  meitth'd, 

If  I  forget  thee  then. 
Forget  thee  I — Oh,  there  is  bat  on* 

(Snld  bom  my  memory  ohaee 
Eaeh  eveet  charm  I've  gezed  apon, 

Each  softly  winninj  grsle. 
To  be  that  one's,  my  tbtt,  flret  vow, 

I  pledg'd  with  infaot  breath, 

Thy  rival,  lore— is  death ! 
FiMjet  thee ! — when  mj  funeral  nm 
1^7  tearful  raze  ahall  meet, 

Kxhaliog  at  my  feet ; 
Wben  winds  and  storms  careering  sweep 

Unheeded  o'er  my  breast. 
And  eypress  waves— then  tarn  and  weep. 

And  own  mj  love's  at  rest ! 


DO  YOU  EVER  THINK  ON  ME,  PEQ? 

Do  joa  ever  think  on  me,  Peg  ? 

When  I'm  in  the  kitchen  cooking. 

Calipash  and  Calipee  ? 
When  the  pork  is  on  the  Are, 

And  the  sausage  in  the  pan  } 
Do  von  think  I  can  forget  thee,  love. 

On,  no,  1  never  can  f 

Then,  do  yon,  && 
When  a  com  is  on  yonr  toe,  dear, 

Which  with  plaster  yon  are  healing. 
Do  yon  ever  think  on  me.  Peg, 

When  potatoes  I  am  peeling? 


Oh,  I  bIuU  ne'er  forgel  thee,  loie, 

wUIe  I  CM)  Cwirl  s  map  ; 
Or  cook  »  steak  with  ofater  nace, 

Or  l»oil  a  matton  chop ! 

Tbea,  do  fan,  l[< 


BLOW,  QBNTLE  GALES. 


Oorlang-aipected  Bneooorsbi    „, 

Look,  look  sgftin— 'lia  all  in  rain. 

Lo  behold  a  peDnant  waving : 

Tia  the  saa-bird's  piniona  laving 

Hark  1  a  signal  tiik  the  aJr, 

THs  the  beMling  rock  resoonding, 

Tia  the  hollow  wave  reboimdiug, 

Wild  aa  onr  hopa,  and  de^ap  as  our  despair. 


THE  WERRY  LAST  OF  DUSTMEN. 


Toaalltrallki 

That  Adam  ma  made  of  dott; 

Now  in  thoae  riijoiea  of  bjgone 
Tluij'Te  Bpaken  of  theii  lamit 


Adam  Bell, 

li 

it>  all  U,  p.  » 

■    "   "■        itefuUofnut, , 

doHO, 


Ha  had  BO  mach  diMarning. 

-      ■thiiB,a> 

X  full  of  nut, 


And  I'm  the  last  of  dustnif 
The  wenj  la«  d  dnatmen. 


or  MinoiaL  Myw. 

HuHw  tim«  an  gonn,  vhno  in  the  n 
'Fan  lireakfoat  got  ■  cut  taO, 

Va  bomemrd  go,  uid  cry  *ge  td  ^' 
Tith  emptj  out,  bol  heart  fall. 

Tbe  nHoii'*  clau,  ud  tia  Ihli  bar* 
Folk'i  now  cnn't  ford  to  bom  ooi 

Then  OHine  ;on  know 


Poor  ohimler  iweepi,  for  wlioin  I  ireepi, 

Hutnt  ivM  b«  W liog, 
So  tlism  jan  we,  u  veil  u  ts, 

Ajfl  hinpired  in  Ch«r  caUipg. 
And  tM'b  the  csn«e  F  (hem  precimu  Im, 

tUds  by,  they  uy,  tbe  fint  nutn  ; 
I  tell*  jon  Tot,  ■□  idea  IVe  got, 

Tb&t  thef^  nothiiig  more  tbui  doit,  nun. 
Ifs  aUlf.  P.  i. 

Ifi  no  oif  to  go  to  the  TorUuniH,  ob  I 

BacMue  they're  h  bard  hetrted  ; 
There's  a  mle  I'm  told,  ven  folks  are  old, 

(Blow'd  abame)  Ibej  has  'em  parted. 
Sil  could  Kionsr  die,  and  bo  rould  I, 

Te  doat  rant  their  bread  and  niter, 
For  me  and  chuck  have  always  slock 

Tojceths  like  bricks  and  mortar '. 

It-saUU.  P.lu 


It's  all  U.  F.  JEO. 


Ill  prore  to  70a,  qait«  wenr  true. 

Of  nonght  bat  ctusge  tolka  dream,  air , 
A  preciom  joke  1  thej  bnniB  (he  Bmoka, 

And  bMta  the  room  b;  etetun,  sr : 
Tben's  no  chance  dye  see,  'tnixt  jon  uid  me. 

To  And  s  Bilter  vuter  ; 
The  Bpoani  the;  use  they  doeaa't  Inae, 

'Can«  they're  made  now  of  Albata. 

It'siUU.  P.  to. 


Ill  to  the  heap,  and  then  I'll  Teep 

Over  my  own  black  ashefl. 
My  'kerchief  blue,  and  vsiatcoat  too, 

And  yon,  my  fan  tail  castor  j 
Hy  gaiten  tight,  and  stacking*  Thite, 

Qo  aeek  another  muter. 

It'eallU.  P.&e. 


FOR  HER  SAILOR  BRAVES  THB  DEEP 

Bats  Ella  to  her  lore,  "  BemombOT, 

The'  doom'd  lo  part,  yon  constant  new 
Thai  moon,  which  risee  in  each  aplendaar — 

I,  too,  will  look  and  think  cf  yon  1 
Aniioni  Ella  shaU  not  sleep 
Whilst  her  wlor  biavei  the  deep." 
But  meat  lempeatnona  is  the  weattier, 

And  lovely  Ells'a  wish  a  crosa'd  ; 
Vain  ber  watching  nighta  together — 

Soceeuiva  mooua  in  clonds  are  lort. 
Stormy  winda  the  foreeta  sweep, 
Whiln  her  s^or  braves  the  deep, 
Snift  to  the  shore  she  flies  compluning. 

The  tempeet  to  her  pray'r  is  deaf  ; 
When,  lo  1  that  orb  she's  so  arrMgning, 

Shiiiea  forth,  and  shBHi  hei  lorer  safe. 


Nov  DO  more  duOl  Ella  weep, 
For  her  ^loi  bnT«  tliB  de^ 

MY  OWN  DEAR  SOUEBODY. 

Were  I  oblig'd  to  beg  mj  bread. 
And  had  not  whore  lo  lay  mj  head, 
I'd  creep  where  yoDder  herds  are  fed. 
And  steal  ft  look  tit  Somebod; ; 

Hj  OWD  dear  Somebody, 

Hj  conOant  Somebodr ; 
I'd  creep  where  jondei  herdi  are  fed. 
And  atesl  a  look  at  Somebody. 
When  I'm  laid  low,  and  am  at  real, 
And  mar  be  nomber'd  with  the  bleil, 
O  may  thy  artlesa,  feeling  breast. 
Throb  with  regard  for  Somebody  ; 

Yoor  own  £aT  Somebody, 

Your  con  ■        "       '    ' 


And  tdgh  for  the  lost  Somebody. 
Bat.  ahoold  I  ever  lite  to  eee 
That  farm,  so  much  ador'd  by  me. 
Then  Ihou'H  rewurd  my  constancy. 
And  I'll  be  blest  with  Somebody  ; 

My  own  dear  Somebody. 

My  constant  Soraebodi ; 
Then  shall  my  tears  be  dry'd  1™  thee. 
And  I'D  be  blest  with  Someboi^. 


HAD  I  A  HEART  FOR  FALSEHOOD  FBAHED. 

Hid  I  a  heart  for  falsehood  ftsmed, 

1  oe'er  conld  injure  yon  ; 
For  thoDffh  your  toniue  no  promise  elaimed. 

Your  cbanna  would  nuke  ma  true  ; 


To  ma  DO  »al  ihall  bear  deceit, 

Nom 
Bat  frit 

And  lovers  in 
Bat  when  tbey  learn  that  jou  hare  bleat, 

TliBjIl  bid  aspiring  pasidDn  rest. 

And  act  a  brotherls  pan  ; 
Ilien,  lad;,  dread  not  bere  deceit, 

Nor  fe»r  lo  saffer  wrong. 
For  Mends  in  all  the  aged  jou'll  meet, 

And  loren  in  the  foaog. 


HIGHLAND  MARY. 

Yb  banka  and  braea,  and  itreams  arotmd. 

The  Castle  o'  Mantgomer;, 
Green  be  joat  woods,  and  Mr  jom  flow'i^ 

Yonr  waters  nerer  dromlie, 
Tbeie  simmer  first  unfanlds  her  robes, 

And  there  thej  langest  tarrj : 
And  there  1  took  the  last  fareweel, 

Of  mj  dear  Highland  Mai;. 
How  swestlj  bloom'd  the  gay  green  birk. 

How  rich  Ihe  bawthom  a  blossoui. 
As  audemeath  their  Fragrant  shade, 

1  clasp'd  her  to  m^  bdeam  ; 
Hie  golden  boiirs,  on  angel  wings. 

Flew  o'er  me,  and  mj  dearie  ; 
For  dear  to  me  as  light  and  life, 

Was  m;  sweet  Higliland  Msrj. 
Wi'  mony  a  tow,  and  locb'd  embrace, 

Our  pBitUig  was  fa'  tender, 
And  pledging  oft  to  meet  again, 

Wa  tin*  onmelTea  aaunder. 


Bat  ob !  fell  deaths  nntimelj  tnet. 

That  nipt  mj  flow^  ai  earl;  ; 
Nov  gieeu'B  the  sod,  and  cauld's  tlie  ckj, 

Tb&t  wiapa  mj  Highland  Maiy. 
O  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosT  lipi, 

1  aft  hM  kiv'd  sse  fondly  1 
And  cloa'd  for  BTe  the  epsrkling  elauce 

That  dnelt  on  me  sae  kindljl 
Ajjd  monldeHns  now  in  nlent  dnat, 

Tliat  h«rt  that  lo'ed  me  deed;. 
Bat  mil  mthin  mv  beum'a  com 

Sull  Un  m;  Highland  Maij. 


9l  jnnth, 

_ e  COOK  1  aaoiB ; 

Shall  I  never  aeain  hear  hia  Toice, 

Nor  see  that  Tovad  fotm  any  more  ? 
Ah,  no  no,  I  ihall  never  see  him  more  7 

Ah,  no,  to. 
Wel!-a-daj  for  my  cooky  and  me. 

With  tlie  king  I  am  quite  in  diagraee  ; 
Whilst,  bereft  of  a  character,  he 


WHEN  FIRar  IX>VE  CAHE. 

Wqbn  first  love  came  to  dwell  on  snrth, 
A  wicked  rogne  1 


Thnl  clipp'd  hia  w 


riaee  birth, 
!ht%e; 


With  maniagB  join'd,  lore  prov*!],  they  tell, 

A  nd  odA  GOUBtAitt  tlnng ; 
Then  if  jon'd  chime  in,  bit,  with  Bell, 

At  (^arch  gira  hsr  ft  jiii^  1 
When  fliw  lore  singls  roT'd  tho  e«rth. 

He  triAtea'd  beaatfi  dorea  -, 
But  JoinM  nith  mHrisge — goon  had  Iriitli, 

AtiainofUttleloTHi. 
LovB,  ivild  and  free,  is  bin  as  well, 


FARE  THEE  WELL. 

Fire  thee  well,  and  if  for  etbt. 

Still  for  erer  &re  thee  well  I 
Eien  tbongh  noforgiTing,  never 

'GiuDBt  thee  can  my  heart  rebel. 
WonM  that  breast  were  fasxed  before  thes. 

Where  Ih;  bead  so  oft  bath  lain. 
While  that  placid  deep  came  o'er  thee 

Wbicb  tboa  ne'er  camrt  know  agun, 
Wonld  that  breast,  bj  thee  elanc'd  orer, 

Everr  inmost  thought  might  ahon. 
Then  thoa  woold'et  at  leogtb  discorer 

Twas  not  well !«  aponi  it  so. 
Hot  'ds  done,  all  words  are  idle. 

Words  ttoia  me  are  vainer  still  ? 
Bnt  the  thooghts  wb  cannot  bridle 

Force  their  waj  against  Cbo  will. 
Fare  thee  well,  thos  dtenailed, 

Tom  from  eveiy  neaj«r  tie, 
Seared  iDheart.  and  looe,  and  blighted. 

More  (&n  this, — I  scarce  can  iSe. 


I'LL  COME  TO  THER. 
I'll  eome  to  Ihes  when  evening  grej,    . 

3tealB  uft  alon^  the  silent  d&le  ; 
When  d>j  in  tnilifht  melti  dwaj, 

Ai  dies  soft  mnut:  on  the  giie  ; 
When  Sol  behind  the  hill  is  set, 

I'll  halts  acion  the  lea,  mj  lore. 
When  with  dew  the  Aomn  an  wet, 

Tben,  then  lit  come  to  thee,  my  lore  1 
And  at  the  time  on  halcTon  wings, 

Fliee  >wifl  aw»j,  we'll  sweellj  toy, 
And  deen>  Chat  Brerj  moment  brings 

More  neu,  the  happy  honn  of  Joy* 
Not  till  the  orient  eaat  telle  dav 

la  near,  when  thes  and  m 
"     -  ''raoathaelt 

;o  thee,  my  lore !' 


I  HEARD  THY  FATE  WITHOUT  A  TEAH. 
t  HBAkO  thy  bta  withont  a  tear, 

Th;  kw  nhh  scarce  a  li^ 
And  yet  thon  wert  sorpassmg  deal — 

Too  loved  of  aU  to  die. 
I  know  not  what  hath  wared  mine  eye, 

The  team  refused  to  start  ; 

Yes,  deep  and  heavy,  one  by  one, 

They  mnk  and  ttm  to  can ; 
Ai  cavemed  wateis  near  the  atone, 
Yet  dropping  harden  there. 
Tier  cannot  petri^  more  fsit 

Than  feehng'ssnnl  remain, 
Wliioh,  coldly  f):ied,  regard  Che  past, 

Bnt  neier  malt  sgaio. 


CONSENT,  I  READ  LOVE  IN  THOSE  EYES, 

COHB  loTB,  I  prsj  don't  By  nay. 
Let  me  kisa  those  lipa  divine : 


Of  all  the  world  tbee  moat  I  prize, 
Coiueut  1  read  love  in  those  ejes 

Lovely  eyei,  meet  bloe  ^es,  &e. 

Giva  loose  to  lore,  111  never  rove, 
Ne'er  &om  thee  will  I  deport, 

Pw  then  nve  eue,  and  with  it  peace, 
Iv)  my  ^nost  brakeo  heart. 

Love  like  mine,  it  never  diaa. 

Consent,  I  read  love  in  those  eyes. 
Lovely  eyes,  sweet  blue  eyes,  dec 


I'LL  LOVE  THEE  SWEET  FOR  EVER. 


WHATtho'yonbloasom-ss 
Shall  I  deapiK  the«-iie 

Tho'  fortofia  shinea  or  sorr 
m  love  thee  sweet  tor  f 

™  poor, 

And  if  yon  breathe  the  bitter  sigb. 

Or  ever  think  of  grief, 
Uy  beaH  wonld  bnrst-or  else  twonld  di^ 

TUl  it  bad  bronght  relief. 

Then  while  I  liva  ITl  live  to  love, 
111  part  with  tbee-oh  never  1 

For  while  there  is  a  heav'n  above, 
rUlnve  thee  aweet  for  ever. 

THE  8TAGE-STK0CK  BARBER. 


As  Figaro  be  did  appear, 

Nor  varied  from  Ha  trade, 
And  he  did  the  part  so  veij  queer, 

Thai  he  ne^er  a^n  it  pUjed. 

As  Dicli)'  Gossip  ho  Deit  came 

To  play  npon  the  stage, 
Dnt  soon  the  aadience  cried  oot  shame 

For  he  pat  them  in  a  rage. 
This  pnt  poor  Dicky  at  a  atand. 

And  spoiled  all  his  bliaa. 
For,  when  he  expected  ev'rj  hand, 

He  got  Dougbt  but  a  hiss. 

As  Thalia  prared  an  nnkind  jade. 

To  MelpomoEB  he  Inmed  ? 
He  ne'er  again  thought  on  his  trade. 

For  tragedr  he  burned. 
In  ciooked  Kichacd  now  be  starts 

When  he  beholds  the  ^sta  ; 
Of  his  mcctas  in  all  his  parts 

Unto  his  Mends  he  boasta. 

The  water  now  waa  hisaing  hot, 

Hia  raior  was  so  ieeti. 
Bat  like  the  great  man  be  ma  not, 

His  like  Iherell  ne'er  be  seen. 


SWEET  CAROLINE. 

Ht  bestiag  heart  nith  raptnn  glavn 

Whene'er  I  new  that  form  dmoe, 
Ht  thrabbing  breaat  no  psnion  knom, 

Sara  tore  for  thee,  meet  Caroline '. 
Let  thoM  nho  tred  alone  for  gold, 

Compare  their  tisnsieiit  hliaa  with  mult 
Wbilat  their  ■fhclion  waieth  cold. 

Mine  mnoer  glowi  for  Carohse. 

Mj  beating  heart,  fee 


DASH  HY  VIQI 

Adoo  and  taiewell  to  thii  wile  smok;  town. 
There  nothing  bat  riotiae  nnrer  goea  down  ; 
la  a  httle  BnuQl  cottage  Umfs  not  werr  bir, 
111  hre  aU  the  real  of  mj  life— Dub  mj  lig ! 

Tolderol, 
I  (ell  deep  in  love  vrith  a  raviihing  maid. 
And  ihe  waa  a  atiaw-boitnet  boildei  bj  trade  i 
n  Dorothj  Twif 
■-'   -Dsah 

Tol 
At  half-arter  eight  ever;  nigbt  I  did  meet  her, 

And  then  U  haJf-priis  to  the  plav  I  did ' 

Smnetimea,  too,  ve  Tent  q^nite  Am  dr«at 


ifully  bad— Dmh  mj  rig. 


Tolderol,  & 
I  oi'd  her  to  manj — ihe  acomfnlly  aaid. 
She  wondered  how  snoh  a  thon^t  com'd  in  my  hnd  ; 
For  a  JonTDejman-grocer  die  lov'd — Mr.  Figg, 
And  he  ma  the  man  she  ihoold  ved — Daah  my  vig  I 

Tol  de  ml,  &c 


And  her  hoBbaod  himself  bchared  jual  like  »  pig, 
For  he  told  me  M  volk  mjgelf  off—UAah  mj  vig° 

TolderoC&c, 
I'd  a  good  miod  to  diallenge  him,  pistols  I'd  got, 
Bnt  I  did  not  at  sU  like  the  thoughta  ot  a  shot ; 


imbig, 
ij— DsBh  mj  vig ! 
Tol  de  nJ,  fct 


Adoa  uid  fsrenell,  I  retina  to  the  glades 
Of  forest*  and  woods,  and  their  iweet  wemsl  shadei ; 
V!bae  in  mj  own  gaidea  III  plkut,  and  I'll  dig, 
And  I  vont  come  to  Lqnnun  no  more — Dash  my  Tig ! 
Tol  da  rol,  &£. 


JIM  CROW, 

I  cuiG  bom  ale  Centnekjr, 

A  loEu;  time  ago, 
Where  I  first  laiii  to  wheel  sbont, 

And  jmnp  Jim  Crow. 

And  do  jost  so  ; 
Ebef  dme  I  wheel  about, 
I  jnmp  Jim  Crow. 
I  oaed  to  ta^e  Mm  fiddle, 

Eierj  mora  and  arlenioon, 
Aod  cliann  de  ole  baizard. 
And  dance  to  de  raccoon. 

Wheel  about,  ke. 


In  hodog  of  de  mgw, 

Or  pii£lng  cottDD,  all  de  same, 
I  used  to  be»t  de  odsr  u^tgen, 

Aod  give  dem  twenty  in  the  ga 


cottDD,  all  de  ■& 

Wheel^about,  4a 


Got  op  hj  break  of  day, 
Left  my  ole  flfaaea  btJiind  me, 
And  off  1  ran  amty. 


Wheel  about,  dec. 


Wheel  abont,  ke. 

When  I  git  upon  de  nder  ^de, 

I  drove  him  up  a  hill ; 
Oh,  but  de  Oder  side 

Look'd  rader  da^kiL 

Wheel  about,  tec 

Den  I  jump  aboard  on  big  ship, 

And  landed  on  ole  li 
Whar  de  niggai  ai 


id^landed  on  ole  Engluid, 


Wheel  aboot,  &c. 


OH  !  BARAH,  YOU  WIXEN, 


Oh  8anh,  70D  Hijten,  I  calls  in  irain  ; 
OhSanh!  oh  Sarah!  elie's  oat,  she's  01 
1  hear  a  voice  repeat  her  name  around, 
And  with  Oh  Saish !  all  the  streets  rew 


i.K»snger'whaladlgediu  the  Seven  Diala  crossed  me, 
A*  cold,  vet,  and  haDgi7,  towuds  home  I  pren'd  : 
Ha  leant  on  his  broom,  and  then  did  accost  me, 
And  offered  hit  g&iret  on  some  clean  stm*  to  rest 
Ah  naj',  px)d  old  coyay;  no  tnrther  111  roam  ; 
ni  vait  till  my  Sarah  from  the  gin-ahop  comes  home, 
Qnit«  lockj  comes  home,  qnite  moziy  cornea  home, 
ITlvait  till  mj  Sarah  from  the  booiingkeneomo  homo. 


Come,  vallt  op,  old  chap,  till  thia  heavy  ihower  passes, 
Qnita  saog  in  the  earret  there  shelter  thy  head  ; 
Of  Segar'a  light  blue  lell  take  a  few  glaases  ; 
In  the  caphoard  yon^ll  find  some  aauaaeea  and  bread. 
Ah,  uaj,  good  old  covey,  &c. 


O  Scoiii !  tho'  I  griere  l 
From  thee,  tho  Wd  of  wvjj, 

Thou'h  ever  liTe  within  my  heart 
A  Bonrce  of  pride  and  glory : 

Tlw  alent  glens,  thy  rivers  bright. 


THE  QUEEN  OF  BONNIE  LASSES. 

0  Scoiii !  tho'  I  grieve  to  part 

From  thee,  the  bad  of  stoiy, 
Thou'h  ever  liTi      

Asonnsofp 
Tlw  alent  glens 

Thjlonely  m  ..        , , 

And  one  I  love  ahoU  bl^  my  sight, 

The  queen  of  bonnie  laisea. 

O  Scotia '.  in  the  battle  field 

Thf  name  I  Still  will  eberiah  ; 
And  prore  thy  children  Kiyra  to  yield, 

Bat  never  fear  to  perislLi 
And,  oh !  it  fortune  spare  my  life, 

And  fate  in  kindness  passes, 
There's  one  I  lore  shall  be  my  wife. 

The  qneen  of  bonnie  lasses. 


OAILY  BOUNDS  THE  CASTANET 

OlILY  KMnilB  the  Castanet, 

Beating  time  to  boundiag  feet. 
When,  after  daj-ligbt'a  goiaea  Bet, 


Maids  Bi 
Ob,  then,  how  sweet  to  mora. 

Throng  all  Uiat  mate  of  tnirth —  - 
Ugbted  by  those  eyes  wfl  lore, 
.  Bejond  all  eyea  on  earth. 
Then,  the  joyons  banqaet  BprenJ 

On  the  cool  and  fragrant  grormd. 
When  niriit's  bright  eye-bewns  oTer  heti 

And  slill  brighter  sparkhng  loond. 
Oh,  then  how  sweet  lo  Bay 

ThoDfhta  reserr'd  tbroneh  many  a  day. 

To  be  thus  whispflT'd  here. 
When  the  dance  and  least  are  dooe, 

Arm-in-arm  aa  home  we  stray, 
Hon  Bweet  to  see  the  dawning  son. 

O'er  her  ebeeka  warm  bloBbes  plaj. 
Then,  Chen,  the  farewell  kiss, 

And  word,  whoee  parting  toco 
Libera  still  in  dreams  of  bliffi, 

loat  hannt  yoang  hearts  alone. 


THE  WOODPECKER. 


V  by  the  HmokB,  that  no  gracefully  cc 
FB  the  green  elms,  that  a  cottage  wae 

And  I  laJd,  if  there's  peace  to  be  foand  in  the  worl 
A  heart  that  is  hmnWe  might  hope  for  it  there. 

Eyerr  leaf  vra*  at  re«t,  and  I  heard  not  a  aonnd, 


»  to  be  foand  in  the  world 

that  is  hmnble 

lyery  leaf 
But  Uie  woodpecker  tapjung  the  boUow  beecb-tne. 
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And  hen  in  this  lone  little  wood,  I  tticlaimed, 

With  u  miiid  who  wai  IovbIt  Io  »ii1  and  to  eje ; 
Who  would  blnah  when  I  pnuied  her,  and  weep  if  I 

How  bl««  wnld  I  Uto.  and  how  calm  could  I  die  I 
ETeiy  leaf  wm  at  rat,  ke. 
Bf  the  shade  of  tod  sumaeb,  whoaa  red  berrj  dim. 

In  the  gaab  of  the  fonntain,  how  sweet  to  ledinB ! 
'     '  '    ■  ■'''■'  id  npon  innocent  lipe, 


Which  ne'er  had  been  sighed  on  by 
ETBijlefS •-■ 


re«,&c, 


THE  ROSE  OF  AFFECTION. 

Tbb  lilies  were  blowing. 
When  Edward  all  elowing, 
Withpnrest  delight  to  hia  Flora  did  eaj— 
Thongh  Bhort-liyed  Bftch  flower, 


Til  hononr  alone  keeni  tmo  lore  from  deca;  ; 

For,  Edward,  beUeve  me, 

Whene'er  tod  deeeiie  dib, 
Tbe  Bower  of  affection  will  wither  anaj. 

BILLY  O'EOUKE. 

I  OKEiSBD  mj  brtWMBj  and  cnl  my  itick. 
At  the  latter  eod  of  May,  Sir, 


ThSD  aezt  to  London  I  set  oot, 
To  reap  the  haj  and  corn,  Sir, 

To  leave  old  Ireland  far  belund, 
Tbs  place  where  I  wu  born.  Sir. 


I  paid  tlie  captain  Bii  thirleens, 

To  csrrj  me  oyer  to  Paigate  ; 
Before  wa  got  half  over  the  waraa, 

It  blew  at  a  hell  of  a  hard  rat« : 
The  gr«at  big  stick  that  grew  out  of  the  ship. 

Began  la  mar  and  nhi^le. 
And  the  eulon  all  both  great  and  nnall,  -4 

Crie»,  Pat,  jon  will  go  to  the  derU. 
With  my,  kc 
Some  fell  od  their  bended  kneei. 

The  ladies  fell  a  fainting ; 
Bnt  I  fell  to  mj  bread  and  chsBse, 

For  I  always  mind  the  main  thing. 
8aT3  the  sniloia.  To  Ihe  bottom  joa  go, 

Sajs  I,  We  dont  care  a  farthmg, 
For  1  paid  m;  passage  to  Parnate  you  know. 

And  be  damnM  bnt  yon^il  stiok  to  jonr  barguiu 
With  my,  *o. 
The  wind  did  whistle  aome  to  aleep, 

mi  we  got  to  the  place  of  landina, 
And  tbose  that  were  the  most  afraid 

Were  out  the  ladies  handing, 
8bJ3  1,  Your  clothes  feel  mighty  d^ll, 

Von  Burely  most  hare  riches. 
And  for  yonr  hean  it  dont  lay  in  the  right  part. 


t  lay  in  year  1 
With  my.  It 


SBjine,  Paddj  mj  boy,  I'd  have  ye  be  nnsj 

In  Eanding  out  >DaT  monej,  Sit. 
With  mj,  tc 
O,  have  70a  patisncfl,  honest  gentleman, 

And  hear  me  apeak  a  word.  Sir, 
Foe  twopence  is  all  the  money  I'le  got. 

To  carrj  me  man;  a  mile,  sir. 
He  mid  he  would  no  longer  wait, 

Bis  patience  I  had  fairly  lir'd  ; 
'    HiB  pan  it  flaah'd,  his  brains  I  innaih'd. 


WHEN  LAID  ON  A  MOTHER'S  FOND  BREAST, 


:  bosom  my  pilli 
Br  soDg  of  affed 


Nor  of  infancy's  joys  be  begnil'd, 
Df  the  noea  Vaal  may  reach  thee  to-morrow. 


And  my  little  hands  lil 

Dear  baby,  a  Father  lives  there, 

Who  troin  infancy's  heart  chasea  son 

Who  hearing  a  mother's  fond  pray'r, 
May  piuit  thee  a  joyful  to-morrow. 


WEEN  I  WAS  BOUND  A  -PREHTICR. 

When  I  was  b. 
In  famoiu  9i 


When  I  waa  bound  a  "prentio 


For  ftlmoat  Beteo  long  yesr  ; 
Till  I  took  op  to  poaching, 

Ai  ™  BhBlI  qnicklj  hear. 
Oh !  it»  mj  delight  on  a  shinj  night, 

Id  the  Muon  of  the  year. 

As  me  and  my  cmnande 

Were  setting  o'  a  inare, 
The  gams-keeper  mss  watching  na, 

Fot  him  we  did  not  care  ; 
For  wB  can  wrestle,  figjit,  mj  bojs. 

Jump  over  any  wherfe 
For  its  mj  delist,  &e. 

A>  ma  and  mj  comande. 

Were  aettine  four  or  five. 
And  takine  ofmn  np  asiun 

We  ketii'd  a  hara  ahvB  ; 
We  throw'd  her  o'er  onr  abonlde™, 

And  thro'  the  wooda  did  ateer. 
Oh !  its  mj  delight,  &c. 

Wo  popp'd  her  in  a  bag,  mj  hoys. 
And  mnrch'd  ana;  for  tiiwn, 

Bnt  coining  to  a  neighbonrillg  it^n. 
We  aoldher  tor  a  crown. 

We  sold  her  for  a  crown,  mj  hoTa, 
Bnt  I  did  not  tell  je  where — 

No— Ita  my  delight,  tec. 

Then  here's  anecese  topouhing. 

For  I  do  think  it  fur  -, 
Bad  lock  to  ei'rj  game-keeper 

That  will  not  sail  his  deer  j 


WbatnBQtitDfaB' 

For  Iti  mj  delight  oi 

In  the  Huwn  of  tb 


KING  ARTHUR  HAD  THREE  SONa 

Kino  Awiatm  bad  three  sans, 

A>  big  rogues  *s  erer  did  swiag, 
And  he  kiokM  them  all  three  out  of  doon, 

BecBiue  tbsj  could  not  nng. 
Ths  fint  be  WW  a  miller, 

The  ucond  be  yru  a  nearer  ; 
And  the  third  he  nas  a  little  tailor, 

Thej  ttoi^ght  him  wond'rooa  clever. 
The  mQler  be  itole  com. 

The  weiTCi  he  Mole  j»m  ; 
And  the  little  tailor  he  stole  brand  clotb. 

To  keep  tbsw  three  rognoe  mrm. 
Tile  miller  waa  dromiM  in  hw  dam. 

The  weaver  wrb  hang'd  in  hia  jam, 
*""""""  *-- ""■ —  iway  with  the  little  t^or. 


SOLDIER'S  LAST  RETREAT. 

Alas  <  the  battle's  lost  and  won, 

Dick  Plint'i  borne  off  the  field 
Bj  death,  from  whom  the  ttoatest  ran. 

Who  makee  whole  armies  jield ! 
Dick  well  in  honour's  tootstepe  trod, 

BrtiT'd  war  and  iu  Alarms : 
Now  death  beneath  the  hmnble  sod 

Baa  grounded  bis  arms  J 


Didi'i  maich'd  before  tu,  on  s 

Where  tn'Tj  widiei'a  aent ; 
Ilia  fire  is  dewl,  his  cDorage  oi 


Come,  fire  >  volley  o'er  his  gram. 

Dead  maiclieg  let  as  beat ; 
War's  hanoLus  well  become  the  hrar^ 

Who  Boand  their  last  retreat. 
All  must  obey  Fate's  awfal  nod  I 

Whom  lifo  Ihia  raomest  warms  : 
Death  soon  or  Ul«,  beneath  the  sod 


I'YE  BEEN  BOAHINO. 

I've  been  roaminE,  I've  been  roaming. 

Where  the  meadow  dew  is  sweet, 
And  I'm  coming,  and  I'm  coming, 
;-     With  it!  pearie  upon  m;  feet 

I'tb  been  roaming,  &o. 


I've  bean  rowninK,  I'ti 

been 

roaming 

O-erlberc 

<»  and  lit 

fair. 

And  I'm  con 

^cl. 

With  their 

"blt^ 

in  my 

le  been  roaming 

& 

mvhna. 
IVe  been  re 


IVe  been  rMmiog,  I've  been  nwmi 

Over  hjtl  tnd  over  plain, 
,  and  I'l 


<rer  back  vaiiB. 

r-ie  been  n 


THE  STEAM  CIGAR. 

It  111  ling— a  reglar  Joker— 
Djin — A  terrible  smoker— - 


iraT  from  night  till  mt 


mtooral,^ 


He  tried  Havuuuh — Cnba  too— 
Ha  tried  tobacco— -none  wonld  do — 
To  pleam  him  none  of  them  did  seem, 


With  »nchfi.__ 

And  tben  the  heat,  it  waa  so  sttoDg, 
He  bnmt  the  folks  as  he  walk'd  along. 

Ri  too  ral,  &C 

It  bmml  amij  to  hii  heart's  deore. 
Some  people  thooght  the  world  on  fire — 
And  if  be  went  oat  when  it  chanced  to  rain, 
Hii  lighted  dgar  dried  it  np  agun. 


— , --,     --le  cWmnm  Ml 

And  then  nil  cigar  makeg  neb  a  smell, 
That  people  decUr«  it's  Jut  like  -—  < 

Bi  too  lal,  &«. 


TU  laid  in  Londoo,  and  thli  ig  no  joke 
'Tia  him  that  makea  ns  in  Bnch  a  nnolu 
When  of  >  night  he's  wen  &am  s&r, 
Hs'g  taken  bj  >U  for  the  evening  ffiar. 

One  day,  when 

Folks  uon^t 

And  Bome  saw  from  atu  tbe  ■igQl, 

Aod  thooidit  it  was  the  hesvens  alight 

m  too  rol,  &c. 
He  nDoksd  away  to  Ms  heart's  demre, 
Till  death  appear'd  and  queneb'd  his  Bie  ; 
He  pnt  ont  his  cigar  for  a  bit  of  a  lark. 
And  then  at  once  eitingniah'd  the  tpark. 


1  LOVE  BUT  THEE. 

Ip  after  all  ton  still  will  donbt  and  fear  me, 

And  think  this  heart  to  other  lorea  will  etiay. 
It  I  must  swear  then  lovely  doabter  hear  me. 

By  all  those  dreams  I  have  when  IhonYt  away  i 
By  every  throb  1  feel  when  thou  art  oaar  ma — 

I  loYB  bnt  thae— I  Iotb  hot  thoe. 
By  those  dark  eyes  where  light  is  ever  playiiw, 

Where  love  in  depth  of  shadow  holds  his  tErone, 
And  by  those  lips  wtiich  pve  whale'er  thou'rt  aayinfc 

Or  gruie  or  gay,  a  mone  of  its  ovra  ; 
A  music  fer  beyond  all  oiinstrera  playing, 

I  lovB  bnt  thee— I  love  bnt  thee. 


Bs  this  world  below  ; 


TBC  I  LEAVE  THEE  NOW  IN  SORROW. 

TnoDSH  1  Isare  thea  now  in  mrotf, 
gmJlM  might  li^t  our  lore  to-mwrDW, 
Doomed  to  put,  mj  faithful  beut, 
A  gleam  of  joj  ftom  hope  abaU  btnrow ; 
Ah  !  na'er  foimt  when  friends  an  near, 

That  heart  u  Ihine  for  erer : 
Thoa  may'st  And  those  will  iove  thee  dear, 

Bat  not  ■  lore  like  mine,  O  nerei '. 

Thongh  I  leave  thee  aav,  be. 


IF  I  HAD  A  DONKEY  WOT  WOULDN'T  OO. 

If  I  had  a  donksr  wot  wouldn't  go, 

D^e  think  I'd  wollop  him  ?— no,  no,  no  ; 

But  gentlo  msani  I'd  Irj,  d'ye  see, 

Becanee  I  hate  all  cmeltj : 

If  all  had  been  like  me,  m  fict, 

There'd  ha'  been  no  occasion  for  Haiiin'B  Act, 

Damb  animala  to  pnrent  getting  crack'd 

On  the  head. 
For  if  I  had  a  donkej  wot  wonldji't  go, 
I  never  would  wollop  him — no,  no,  no  ; 
,    I'd  give  him  some  haj,  and  cry,  Gee  O  ! 

And  come  np,  Neddy. 

Wliat  makea  me  nMotion  thii,  thii  mom 
1  wed  that  crnel  chap.  Bill  Bnrn, 
Whilst  he  was  ont  a  oiring  his  greens. 
His  donlcey  wallop  wim  ul  hia  means  ; 
He  hit  him  ovei  his  head  and  thighs, 
He  bronght  the  team  np  in  his  eyes. 
At  last  my  blood  began  to  rise. 
And  I  said— 

If  I  had  a  donkey,  ftc. 


Tbaugb  this  I  Mostly  did  denj. 
Bill  up  and  rsts  me  a  blow  in  tliB  eye. 
And  1  replied^  as  £  let  flj 
At  hu  head — 

If  I  hwl  A  donkey,  tas. 


told  his  worship  d 
And  for  to  prove  my  Teraeilj, 
I  wish'd  he  vronld  the  animal  see, 
For  I  B<ud— 

If  I  had  a  donkej,  fto. 

Bill's  donkej  wa>  ordered  into  court, 
In  which  he  caosed  a  deal  of  sport ; 
He  cock'd  his  ears  and  ap'd  hir  jaws, 
Ai  if  he  WLsh'd  to  plead  Lib  cause. 
Ijjtot'd  I'd  been  nacommonlj  kind, 
The  ass  got  a  lerdici— Dill  got  fia'd  [ 
For  bis  worship  and  I  were  of  one  miod. 
And  he  laid — 

If  I  had  a  dauke;,  ko. 


THE  BISHOP  AND  BE30M-HAEER. 

an  JuBt  eome  to  toi 
u  t'w  came  before 

1  awkward  a  cIo 

reabitof  aBt<H7; 


Bnt  fint  let  ms  >aj,  if  ja  pleue, 
JoM  OQ  poipoH  to'  ma  for  to  ea*e  je, 

M}  nune  vo'  mnn  koow'ii  "  Bobbj  Tifee," 
And  I'm  soma  on  s  Joumej  to  please  je. 

Bointi  iddid}',  &e. 

Yo'  mnn  know,  ««.  when  I  W  a  Ud, 
I  wur  food  Id  like  tokiiiK  a  bit,  >ii^ 

And  th«  odghlMixiB  all  said  that  mj  dad, 

He  ling-beaonu  did  make  uid  wbile-aaiid. 

To  tell  to  Uie  folka  all  aboat,  mn ; 
And  I  oa'd  Co  lend  feyther  a  hand, 

Bj  (tcting  as  bu  licler-ont,  an. 

RmnCi  iddidj,  &c. 
Ona  dftT,  aa  I  oroM'd  o'er  a  heath, 

A  bi^iop  as  fat  aa  a  pig,  ain, 
Aa  I  rode  fejther^  donkaj,  cama  ap, 

Wi'  a  red  eabbs«e  none  and  hig  wig,  an  ; 
SavB  he,  with  ■  voice  Just  likathimder, 

''  OS  tliis  common,  how  ahall  I  begoaa,  nr  ?" 
"  Why,"  sayi  I,  "  joTl  get  off  thare'i  no  wonder, 

T  aame  way  that  your  woiahip  got  on,  snr." 

Aimiti  iddidy,  kc 

Then  he  ahook  hia  big  wig,  and  he  wd, 

I  wa*  TOid  of  all  grace  as  ■  bear,  or  ; 
And  be  ut'd,  in  a  terrible  frown, 

If  erer  I  could  aay  my  pmyBrs,  an  ? 
"  Why,  no,  SOT,  I  na»8r  began. 

Can  to'  tell  how  besoma  are  made,  rar?" 
He  replied,  "  I  dont  know  that  I  can  i" 

"Why  thaa,  every  man  to  hia  trade,  Snr." 

Komti  iddidy,  &c 

Sayi  ha,  "  fellow,  I'd  h»TO  yon  to  know, 

I'm  a  biahop,  and  to  me  tis  given, 
A  power  to  t«ch  annera  below. 

The  Insult  toad  nnto  UeaTan  1" 


"  Indeed,"  lajt  I,  "  801,"  wiOi  ■  Ungh, 

"  Yoa'n  ft  guide-port,  bj  gam,  and  s  ram  ona, 

Ta  teach  fidka  thai  ditBcnlt  wsj, 

And  not  bnoi*  the  ivsd  off  a  common." 

Bnmti  iddid;,  £01. 

Then  be  rode  oS,  sod  aent  gairajit  John, 
To  01  if  I'd  e'er  been  at  school,  an, 

"To  act  nnder  him  aa  a  fool,  ain  : 
"  Why,"  SBja  I,  "  are  jo'  going  to  leaye, 

If  not  it  appeug  unto  me,  Sue, 
That  soar  maater  will  neW  be  able, 

To 'keep  and  maintain  on  all  three,  8ur," 

Koniti  iddidj,  tu. 


CAN  YOU  TO  THE  BATTLE. 

Ciw  jOQ  to  the  battle  march  amj, 

ADd  leave  me  hera  complaining, 

I'm  sore  'twill  break  mj  heart  to  itaj, 

When  yoo  are  campaigning. 

Ah  1  DO,  ah !  no,  poor  Maudlin, 

Will  neTOt  qmt  her  rorer. 
Ah  [  no,  ah  I  DO,  poor  Maadliit, 

Wm  go  with  jon  all  the  world  over. 
Cheer,  cheer,  mj  love,  70U  dull  not  griere, 

A  (oldier  tnie  Toall  find  me. 
I  could  not  bave  a  heart  to  leare 
Hj  little  girl  behind  me. 

Ah  I  no,  ah  I  DO,  Ju. 
Can  jon  to  the  battls  go, 

To  vnnuan's  fear  a  nnnger  ; 

No  tears  my  heart  shall  ever  know, 

Bnt  when  mj  leve'i  in  danger. 

Ah  I  no,  ah  t  no,  be. 


Then  let  Ibe  irorid  toe  ti  it  nill. 
Let  all  our  trienda  lomke  lu, 
We  both  ihall  be  u  happj  stiU, 
Aa  lore  and  war  can  maka  lu 


CHERRY  RIPE. 

CHEBBf  ripe,  ripe,  I  cry, 

Poll  and  fair  ones,  come  aod  bnj, 

If  10  be  yoa  aak  ms  wbers 

Thej  do  grow,  I  answer  tbere. 

Where  m;  Jntia'a  lips  do  smile 

There'i  the  land,  or  obenj  iale. 

Cberry  ripe,  ripe,  I  cry, 

Fall  aod  fair  onea,  come  and  bny : 

Tbere  pUutations  taUj  abow. 

All  the  jear  where  cberriea  grew. 

Cborry  ripe,  ripe,  I  cry. 

Fall  and  fair  ODes,  come  and  boy. 


LOVE  AND  THE  BOSR 

I  ii.vi  a  villace  maiden  atiay  ; 

She  pluck'd  a  rose  aod  agb'd — 
llieQ  kiuM  and  presa'd  it  1«  ber  breast, 

Bat  aoon  tbe  bloasam  died  1 
111  lay  the  flower  where  none  bat  be 

Shall  lee  tbe  bloisom  blighted  ; 
Where,  oft  beaide  tbe  Jeaaamioe  tree. 

His  love  to  me  he  plighted. 
He  l«Id  me  he  woold  wed  me  saan, 

Bat  did  not  name  the  day— 
When  by  the  ailent  ulver  moan. 

In  traa  loreli  joy  we  Uj. 


O '.  could  m;  bdi'nng  taugoe  diselme, 

Hj  ooiutant  lors  to  thes. 
E'en  though  thoa  Idt'M  aaotlwr,  ;et 

Thj  bearl  mnat  pitj  me. 


AH  WHY  DID  I  QATHEB. 

Ah  why  did  I  gather  thia  delicate  flovrer, 

WhT  plaek  Ita  yonng  bnd  from  the  tree  ? 
Twonld  there  have  bloom'd  lorely  for  manj  sil  hi 

And  how  loon  will  it  perish  vrith  me  ? 
Alread}'  its  heantiful  textore  decsja, 

AliM-iy  it  fades  on  mj  sight ; 
Tia  thus  iW  chill  rSQcour  too  oftfn  o'erpew'n 

The  moments  of  tranalent  delight. 
When  eagerly  pretnns  enjoymeat  too  near. 

Its  bloasomi  ne  gathsr  in  haale  ; 
Bow  oft  thus  we  mourn  with  a  penitent  tear, 

O'er  the  j'ojs  which  we  laviah'd  in  waste : 
This  elegant  flower  had  I  left  it   " 

Might  mill  have  delight""  — 
Hot  plnck'd  prematm^j. 


Might  Btill  have  delightei 

Hot  plnck'd  prematm^j,  a 

It  langoishes,  withen,  an 


QEORGE  BARNWELL. 

In  Cheapnde  there  lii'd  a  merchants,  '  ~' 

A  man  he  was  of  wsrr;  great  fame  ;  ' 
And  be  had  a  handsome  "prentice. 

6eorgT  Barnwell  was  liis  name. 

Pol  de  riddle,  jic 
This  jonth  he  waa  both  good  and  pioos, 

DatiTal  beyand  all  doabt ; 
And  he  alwaja  staid  vithin  doora, 

■Canie  bis  muter  Tonldn'l  let  him  go  oui 
Pal  de  riddle,  &c 


A  Banael  petticxial  la  tnij. 

Fol  de  riddle,  be. 
When  alie  hAd  paid  him  down  the  monej. 
She  ge'ed  hia  hand  &  veir  hard  squeeze, 
Tich  BO  ^ij^tcned  OeoToy  BamwellT 
That  together  kDackedhis  knees. 

Fol  da  riddle,  kc 

Then  she  left  her  card  whereon  me  written, 

MtU7  Millwood  does  intreiit 
That  MnBter  Barnwell  would  call  and  »eelier. 

At  No.  3.  in  DTolt-Wreet. 

Fol  de  riddle,  lie. 
Now  aa  Boon  aa  he  bad  ehnt  ths  shop  up, 

Ha  vent  to  this  naughtT  dicbv-bird. 
And  ven  that  he  lent  h< 


Kow  soon  this  TOman  did  persnade  him. 

Vith  her  fitscinatiag  pipes. 
To  go  down  into  the  countrj. 


There  he  found  bia  oacle  in  the  grove,  or, 

Stodjing  hard  at  his  good  books, 
And  Oeorgy  Barnwell  rent  and  atudi  him 

All  among  the  crowa  and  rooki. 

Fol  de  riddle,  &G. 
Ten  Millwood  foand  he'd  got  no  monej. 

Not  so  much  at  to  ha;  a  jewel. 
She  vent  that  yerj  day  and  peach'd  him. 

Now  ra»  not  tluit  hair  very  iroel  ? 

Fol  de  riddie,  &c- 


IS  1   CHaiCE  CWLLECIIOH 

At  her  fate  na  oiw  Inmentod. 

But  erery  bodj  pitied  hie^, 
Yen  oat  come  (lie  cruel  tumginan 

To  pat  tfae  cord  about  Ilia  wiwn. 

Fol  de  riddla,  be 
The  muchanta'  darter  died  aoon  orter, 

Taara  the  glied,  but  spoke  no  Tordi ; 
So  all  rouDg  men  I  prsj  take  rarniiig, 

DoD  C  go  with  the  uaochtj  diakT-blrdi. 


naoghty  diokT-bi 
Fol  de  riddle,  ( 


OH,  CRUEL  r 
Oa,  crael  vae  mj  parents  that  (orc'd  mj  lore  from 
And  cruel  vas  the  preaa-gang  that  took  him  out  to 
And  cruel  Vaa  the  littla  boat  that  rowed  him  from  the 

And  cruel  vae  the  great  big  ship  that  aail'd  him  from 
the  laud. 

Too  rol,  too  rol,  ftc 
Oh ;  crael  vas  the  rater  that  bore  my  love  from  Maij, 
And  cruel  tbs  the  bir  find  that  Touldnl  blow  con- 

And  cruel  las  theboatawain,  thecaptajcand  the  men. 
That  didn't  care  a  farden  if  we  ueier  met  of^iu. 

Too  lol,  too  rol,  &o 
Oh '.  cruel  TBS  the  splioler  that  broke  my  poor  lore's 
Now  h^  oblig'd  to  fiddle  fbr't,  and  I'm  oblig'd  to 

A  Tagabonding  vuitaut,  and  a  lanCipoliug  wife, 
We  fiddles,  and  we  limps  it,  through  the  upi  and 
downs  of  life.  ,    . 

Too  ro),  too  rol,  Ac 


,„.m.,Coo^4Il- 


3.  3fta 

Oh !  croel  ra>  the  engagement,  in  which  mj  tnn  lova 

fonghl, 
And  croel  vu  the  cannon-ball  that  knocked  hia  right 

He  nmd  to  laer  asd  ogle  me,  with  peepen  full  of  fan, 
But  now  he  looks  aakew  at  me,  beuoae  he'a  onlr  one. 
Too  ml,  too  nJ,  ka. 
Uj  love  he  plaje  the  flddle  well,  and  Tandeis  np  and 
And  1  follows  at  tii  helbow  throngh  all  the  ■treeta  in 

W«  ipendi  oar  da^i  in  Imrmon;,  uid  wsrj  aeldom 

aght^ 
Except  when  he's  his  grog  aboard,  or  I  gets  queer  at 

Too  rol,  too  roi,  ke. 


Ijke  me,  vod'H  be  lerarded,  and  hare  all  jomr  heart'* 

delight. 
With  flddhng  in  the  morning,  and  a  drop  of  max  at 

Too  rol,  too  rol,  &c 


0,  whem;  is  my  lover? 

SloTer,  ao  fickle  ai 
be  conataut  (o  m .  , 
Yet  hapl^,  now  tella  to  another  the  tale. 

Oft  whiiper'd  near  jonder  lov'd  tree. 
Thoie  dew-sprinkled  branches  hj  nature  mc 

Those  bloesoma  will  soon  nil^'d  be  ; 
Bnt  aHection  once  plighted  lo  man.  or  to  n 
Shoald °—  ~  "■- 


as  tlwjpotol 


THE  ROSE  OP  APPECTION. 

The  rose  which  jon  rave  me  at  parting,  niy  feir. 

Has  nitherod  and  faded  awsj, 
No  longer  itji  oduim  can  perfuine  the  air, 

All  fragrance  was  gone  in  a  dar  ; 
Bat  the  promise  mn  gave  ma  will  never  depart. 

Its  tnarn'ry  still  lineen  behind  ; 
And  BTcn  the  life-pu&e  moHt  cease  in  ray  heart, 

E>e  its  soft  haea  shall  &de  from  m j  mind. 
The  rose  of  affection  shall  dwell  in  my  breast, 

And  warmer  its  bright  tinls  shall  glow  ; 
My  soLtca  it  prevea  when  bj  sorrow  oppress'd. 

It  blooms  m  the  midst  of  mj  woe. 
Though  perished  and  faded,  the  sweet  flower  joa  gare, 

Jn  mr  l>osom  its  relics  shall  lie  ■ 
Thiai 

ction  shall  di 


LASH'D  TO  THE  HELM. 

In  Btonns  wlieD  clouda  obacnre  the  skj. 
And  thaudera  roll,  and  lightnings  Oj, 
la  midM  of  all  these  dire  alarms, 
I  think,  my  Sallj,  an  thj  chamu. 

Thelnrabledinidi. 

Tlie  wind  and  r^n, 
Hy  ardent  paaidaii  prore  ; 

I«di'd  to  the  helm. 

Should  seas  o'erwhelm, 
I'd  think  on  thee,  my  loie. 
When  rocks  appear  on  ar'rj  side. 
And  art  in  ram  the  efalp  to  gnide : 
In  varied  shapes  when  death  appears, 
Tlie  thoDghiB  at  tff  mj  bosom  cheers. 


The  troubled  main, 

Tba  wind  and  tain, 

Uj  ardent  punon  prore  ; 

Iddi'd  to  the  uelm. 


Bnt  ihtnild  the  gradooi  pow'n  prore  kind. 
Dispel  tbe  Eloom  and  nill  the  wind, 
Andwi"         ■    ■' 


Bat  tender  joya  improre  ; 

I  then  with  thee 

Should  happT  t^t 
And  think  on  nnaght  hot  lore. 


THE  HIGH-METTLED  RACER. 

Sei;,  the  conrHe  throog'd  vdtb  gaieiB,  the  gports  am 

What  confuuon  I — hot  hear  ! — Pn  bet  jon, — done, 

A  thoTuand  Htrange  marman  Teeonnd  far  and  near, 
Lorde,  bawlten,  and  joekieg,  eatoil  the  tir'd  ear ; 
While,  with  neck  like  a  rainbow,  erecting  his  crest. 
Pamper'd,  prancing,  hia  bead  almost  touching  his 

cely  anuBng 
hi^-ntettleo 
Nest  Bepiard's  tnrn'd  out,  and  o'er  hedge  and  ditch 

Meo,  boiseB,  and  doga,  all  hard  at  his  bni«h  ; 
O'er  heath,  hill,  and  moor,  led  by  tbe  sly  prej, 
Br  scent  or  by  view,  eheate  a  long  tediooB  day ; 
Alike  bred  for  joy  io  the  field  or  the  eonrse, 
Always  &nre  to  come  thio' — ■  Mannch  and  fleet  horse  ; 


And  when  fajrlj  nm  doim,  the  fox  yieldt  np  Ui 

breath, 
The  high-mettled  racer  is  in  at  the  death. 


Lm  aged,  na'd  up,  and  iam'i  on 
le,  ipavin'd,  and  wind-gall'd,  ^ 
blood. 


of  the  stud, 


And  what  matchsi  he'd  won  to  the  ostlsn  coant  o^. 
As  thef  loiter  their  time  bisomehedge-alduHiae  door; 
Whilst  the  hamea  aore  gallt,  aod  me  ipnn  bis  lidea 

The  high-mettlsd  raoer'a  a  httck  on  the  road. 

At  lenKth,  old  aod  feeble,  tnidging  earlr  and  late, 

ff  om  down  bj  disease,  he  bends  to  his  ate  j 

EVom  msmine  to  eveotng  be  tngi  round  a  mill, 

Or  draws  san^  till  the  sand  of  his  honr-glaas  stands 

still  1 
And  now,  eo)d  and  lifelean,  exposed  lo  view 
In  the  yerj  same  cart  whidi  he  yesterday  drew ; 
Whilst  a  pitying  ciond  hie  sad  reliis  surroimds, 
Tbe  high-mettled  racer  i>  sold  for  the  honnds. 


EliiL  bid  thy  soldier  go  ^ 

Why  thns  my  haart-stnnga  neyer  ? 
Ah !  be  not  then  my  houour'i  foe. 

Or  1  am  lost  for  eTer. 


TmHt  beiievc>lflnce  above, 

With  mind  re«im'd  and  Bte»dy  ; 
He'll  aevet  woand,  beliere  me,  laT«, 

The  heart  that's  broke  aJreftdy. 
Sereoe  yon  dre&dfal  field  I  we, 

WharevBT  fate  betide  me ; 
Thj  ahelter  innocence  ihaU  be, 

And  I've  no  wiab  beeide  tbM. 


I'VE  BEEN  SHOPPING. 

I've  been  ijiopping — IVo  been  «3iopplng 

To  John  Brovm^B  in  R^ent  Street, 
And  I'm  hopping — and  I'm  bopping 

With  hie  dioes  apon  mj  feet 
I've  been  roeining — TVe  been  roaming, 

For  nse  oil  and  lily  rare, 
And  I'm  coming — and  T^  coniing 

With  a  bottle  for  mj  hair. 
I've  been  roaming — I've  been  roaming 

To  the  partrjcook'a,  old  Phippi, 


Up  Bend  Street  and  down  Park  Lane, 
And  I'm  coming— and  I'm  coming 
To  mj  owD  home  back  agun. 


FAREWELL,  LOVE, 

WnT  thon  UT  farewell,  love, 
And  trom  Ron  part  ? 

Rou'a  tears  niU  tell,  love. 
The  nngniih  of  ber  heiut. 


Wilt  thon  think  of  mB,  love. 

When  than  srt  far  sws;  '. 
Oh  1  111  think  of  thee,  lora, 

Never,  never  straj. 
Ill  Mill  he  (hine,  and  tbou'U  be  mi 

I'll  lore  thee,  though  we  sever. 
Oh  !  saj  can  I  e'er  cease  to  Bij,b, 

Or  c«*ae  to  love  ?  No,  never. 
Let  nol  others'  irile,  love, 

Thj  anient  heart  betrar, 
Remember  Bosa'a  smile,  love, 

Etoaa's  fur  airoj. 
Ill  BtiU  be  thine,  and  thonlt  be  m^ 

111  love  tbee,  though  we  sBVer, 


A  WEAKY  LOT  18  THINE. 


A  wear;  lot  is  thine  ! 
To  pnll  the  thorn  thj  hron  to  braid. 

And  press  the  rae  for  wina. 
A  lighttome  eve,  a  soldier's  mien, 

A  feather  of  the  bloe. 


'  lliii  morn,  merry  Jane,  I  trow, 

The  toee  i*  bodding  fun  ; 
But  she  ahall  bloDm  ia  winter  anov 


He  tnrnsd  hig  chsieerss  he  spake. 

Upon  the  rivet'G  shore  ; 
He  gaxe  his  bridle  reins  ■  sb^e, 

Stad,  '  Adiea  tor  evermore, 

And  adien  for  evennore.' 


Ht  mother  protends  for  a  wife  l*m  too  joong, 
And  aajs  that  men  will  decdTe  me. 

But  let  her  look  back,  shell  soon  hold  her  longii 
If  not,  'tiH  no  ipatlar,  believe  me. 

Sweet  gentlemen,  don't  be  b  moment  in  fear, 

And  si^er  a  dunsel  to  keep  ^onng  here, 


MoUter  preaches  for  ever  agunst  men,  tbb  vile  lex. 

And  sajs  every  look  is  alarming, 
But,  between  jon  sod  I,  tMa  she  ssra  odI;  to  vex. 

For  I  know  that  she  tbinka  jon  sjl  charming. 
Three  hnshands  she  has  bad  in  Uie  courw  of  bar  life, 
Now  I  onlj  want  one,  air,  "  prsj  who'll  have  a  good 

wife?" 
Now  men  don^t  be  stnpid  and 
Sp^  boldlj,  or  else  I  must  d 

Men  boast  they  are  kind,  and  eaulj  bad. 
And  Inrers  are  wilting  and  plenty. 
'' is  false,  fat  IVe  ni  '    ' 

d4i  l*m  tnmed  oni 
1  love  beat  now  sti 
Dont  look  so  sharp,  sir,  I  did  not  mean  }'nu, 
But  that  handsome  man,  there — O,  wimt  have  1 
Bnt  it  won't  be  my  faolt  if  I  die  an  old  mnld. 


UMBRELLA  COURTSHIP, 

A  BBi:LE  sad  bean  nonld  walking  go. 
In  love  the;  both  Kere  pioiug  ; 

The  wind  in  gentle  galea  did  blow. 
An  April  ann  wss  eMning. 

Tbongli  Simon  long  hud  courted  Miw, 
He  knew  he'd  acted 


It  so  occocred,  as  they  did  wslk, 

And  liawed  esoh  dale  ao  floirrj, 
Ag  Simon  bj  hsr  side  did  Btalk. 

Declared  the  sky  looked  bhow'ij  ; 
Tho  rain  came  tn  her  like  a  drug. 

When  londlj  he  did  bellow, 
"  Look  here,  my  love,  we  can  ba  snng 

IVe  bron^  aa  lunbTella." 


Now  Simon  was  a  droll  one, 
.  ^9  ihonght  this  WM  (he  time  to  kin. 

So  tma  Jier  lips  he  stole  one- 
She  Hmh'd  i-lhe  rain  left  off,  and  he    ^ 

Th'  umbrella  closed  for  draining  ; 
"Oh!  dont,"  "ays  site,  "1  pUinlj  Bce 

It  haant  left  off  raining.'' 

Tol  ol  oL 
Now  Kmon,  when  he  smok'd  the  plan. 

The  umbiells  ricbted ; 
He  grew  qnite  bold,  talk'd  like  &  men, 

Aod  she  seem'd  qnite  delighted. 
nieir  lips  mog  cUmeB  foil  flftj  tiraei. 

Like  sim^  lorera  training  ; 
Save  she,  "These  are  hot  laven'  oriaies  ; 

I  hope  it  wont  eaue  mining." 


He  kiu'd  her  oat  of  bei  connnt. 

That  ihe'd  become  hia  bride ;  beuce 
To  bar  the  ring  wu  hii  iotent. 

And  then  to  get  the  lieenie. 
They  pixtod,  bnt  he  took  niiieh  poina 

Whero  ther  ahould  meet  to  tell  her, 
Skn  ihe,  "  1^  meet  when  tuit  it  raim, 

So  bring  yonr  umbrella." 

Tol  ol  oL 

Tbs  wedding  mom,  no  time  to  vnste, 

He  note  before  Hvu9  yel  da;  ; 
And  jnst  se  if  to  please  her  taite, 

It  wu  a  tbocking  wet  daj'. 
Th^  muried  were,  bad  cbildHn  dear, 

Eight  roand-fiwed  little  fellows  ; 
Bat  etronge  to  at^te,  the  whole  of  the  eight, 


THE  MERRY  HORN  CALLS  US  AWAY; 

In  Britain,  the  soil  wMob  tnie  libertj  yields, 
'Where  the  Uda  of  the  ehaae  leave  repose  for  the  Helde, 
The  honler,  ao  happy  beatrides  his  gay  deed. 
While  diaUneeuiddaiiKW  hot  add  to  hia  speed— 


aivea  Echo  Uie  Boag, 
She,  blithely  retoms  il  the  whole  ^  the  day. 
With,  hatk !  the  me«^  horn  calbns  away. 

*    By  exefcuft  brac^,  e¥ery  boflont  Utast  warm, 
'(  Aiidhealth,j6y,ani^nTth,e»chatttntieaDewc'hann; 
f  Diwi,  Bacchns,  and  ^asuB,  by  iirrig,  talcea  rtace, 
*  And  dw  ind  iiight'B'ft™  are  thB^rail8  of  the  chase  I 
i  Wbich?&<l*ingrfonK, 


THE  GIKL  OP  MY  HEART. 
Hov  iweet  ia  t)ie  bieeie  at  ere's  modHt  hour, 

When  tt  mamian  jon  time  trees  amoiig, 
When  the  blackbird  and  thrush  ao  encb&ntiiigl; 

TLeil  melodiuM  Bweetntm  of  Bong ! 
When  slowly  ndown  from  tha  "nAni]  gli>wiDg  w 

The  bright  Ban  ia  seen  to  deport, 
When  all  w    ■       '   ■  '  '     ■  ■ 


^en  h11  pftBsoDs  but  lore  u 
T  flj  to  tjie  girl  of  my  heart 


Mr  Anne  ia  gentle,  is  loTiag,  uid  kind  ; 

Enchanting  alike  tire  her  penon  and  nund, 

Each  poaseaaea  a  portion  of  chomu  ; 
"  "      »  lovely,  a  charmer  so  bright, 

'SSe. 

Ana  flj  to  tha  girl  of  my  heart. 
Her  eyeflr  that  eo  langnidlj  ap«ak  soft  deai 

Her  cheeks  that  bo  rival  the  rose. 
In  my  bosom  fhe  Bofte«  emotions  inspire, 

And  charm  mj  fond  heart  to  repote  ; 
And  iriien  her  sweet  accents  enraptor'd  1 


St  melody  strike  m;  'nipt  ear. 


FOBOET  HE  NOT. 


„et  me  ttot, 
Bnt  leVthens  little  ample  flowers 
Remind  thee  o(  tiia  limely  lot 

Who  loir'd  thee  in  life's  p"™'  ^■™" 


Ws  met,  era  ^t  the  weris  had  come 

To  wither  np  (be  springH  of  yoath  ; 
Amid  tto  holy  joyi  of  home, 

And  is  the  first  WHmi  blnah  of  jonth  ; 
We  parted,  at  thej  nerer  part, 

WWe  (eon  are  (loom'd  to  be  forgot  I 
Oh !  by  iiuib  agony  of  heart, 

Forget  me  not — forget  me  not  i 

Thine  eye  mnat  watch  lh«e  Bav'nUi  tsAe, 

Tbj  soul  its  idols  melt  airey  ; 
But  oh  I  when  Rowan  end  friends  Ue  daad, 

Lofe  can  embalm  Ih^n  in  decay : 
And,  when  tby  spirit  sighs  along 

The  abadon^  soenes  of  hwirded  thonght, 


DOES  yOUB  MOTHER  KNOW  YOU'RE  OUT. 

1  AM  the  langhiD^^toek  of  all,  . 

No  re«  nor  peace  have  I ; 
The  Toang,  the  old,  the  great  and  nnall. 

Ail  at  me  hsTe  a  shy. 
I  thinks  it  neir,  wery  hard. 

And  so  Toald  yon,  no  donbt, 
If  they  cried  yhene'er  yon  TsUt'd  abroad, 

"Doesyoor  mother  know  you're  out  P" 


But  ea  I  rides  about. 

The  017  is — "  Ho  !  my  pn 

Does  joBT  mother  knai 


Hun  if  I  eTet  flabing  go, 
Folki  till  DM  IM  me  be  ; 

Vot'i  mirth  to  them  to  me  it  Toe, 
AltboD^  perb&pe,  bnl  a,  tpree. 
InteatlT  Ten  1  nmetimea  trj. 


In  fearing  this  wild  qaiiierj, 
Friscd  and  foe  I  alike  awoid. 

Frotn  poit  to  pillar  I  am  chaa'd, 
An<f  driren  like  a  wxint, 

Ods  to  ask  at  ereir  cocner'e  plac'd^ 
"  Does  jouz  mothsr  know  joa'ra  out  ?" 

I  TOQce  the  nniiance  to  escape, 

Vosfoic'dacabtocall. 
Bat  the  fellan  out  of  spile  did  gape 

Aitd  TDuidnH  hear  me  bawl  ; 
Then  mj  pnrauera  lipt  the  vinli, 

The  cada  set  np  a  Bhonl — 
(1  felt  BO  qneor  jon  cannot  think—) 

"  Does  jata  mother  know  yoo'n  oat  P" 

For  mj  part  notbJnB  osn  I  eee 

About  at}  peraon  Qaring, 
Vj  thej  «hoQld  pnsh  thrar  fon  st  me. 


And  happy  m 

A  pleaaant  er'ni 

Vith  a  damiel 


Bat  M  a  valti  va  ttrkted. 
She  vilb  &n  artdil  poat, 

Aik'd  w  nol  to  be  NUsted, 
"DiMi  3<mi  mother  know  joa're 


Bat  to  aanie  ulent  glen  Avar, 
Vbere  mj  gnef  cod  be  sntnided. 

111  seek  some  ghelfring  peacehl  nc 
Vhere  noae  can  Boins  and  rciat, 


la  spite  of  all  tlieu  lad  mishapt, 

1  bave  some  comfort  yet  ; 
Vhen  I  we  those  amiliag  faces 

Vot  hoccapj  the  pit ; 
Tliose  who  poasefls  me  boxes  too  ; 

And  to  tbe  gods  1^11  ahoat, 
Vben  aext  they  come  to  see  me  here — 

"  Don  your  mother  know  TonVe  out  ?" 

GO,  BRIGHTEST  OF  THE  FLOWERY  RACE. 

Qq,  brightest  of  the  flowery  race. 

Sweet  rose,  to  Laara'i  bosoia  go — 
The  thrines  of  Love  aad  Troth  to  giaca. 

What,  though  the  fiagraaee  of  hei  breath, 

Reapir'd  in  galea  c^ore  diviae, 
Bhoold  prove  at  last  thy  beaQtv'a  death, 

An  envied  fate  will  still  be  thine. 
A  thouBsad  joathfnl  swains  I  know, 

Far  distant,  homeless  doomed  to  sigh, 
Wbo  instantly  would  life  forego, 

And  gladly  on  her  bosom  die. 


WHAT  IS  IT  TO  LOVa 

SroANGGR,  didgt  thon  ever  pnvB) 
Erer  what  it  is  to  love ! 
SlTftnger,  didrt  thou  eyat  leei. 
What  thon  IrembleM  ID  reT«l  1 
I  have  pr&T'd,  «nil  I  have  fell. 
What  a  heart  of  sMne  woald  melt. 
Stranger,  didat  thoa  ever  aigh. 
Knowing  not  tha  reason  vrfij  ? 
Didrt  thou  blosh,  if  one  loy-d  name, 
E-sr  in  convemtion  came? 
Stranger,  ne'er  mj  cftn«  deridt 
Though,  1  own,  I've  blnah'd  and  aigh'd. 


If  his  pisiaee  re 
Seem'd  there  not  enchantment  near  P 
Him  I've  met,  hia  praiae  I've  nrOT'd, 
Where  ia  now  my  beat  beloy'd  ? 

THE  GIBL  I  APPROVE. 

Yon  ask  me  wliat  sort  of  a  girl  I  ajtprore ; 

Few  words  Bhnll  express  my  desire  ; 
Het  (see  moat  he  fair,  like  the  mother  of  Lore, 

like  her,  are  the  chamn  I  admire. 
B^it  beauty  aloae,  nhall  oot  conquer  my  bean, 

'nie  maid  to  my  mind  maBt  have  more. 
More  cbannt  to  enalave  than  Beauty'a  keen  dart. 

For  wit  and  good  eenw  I  adois. 
Her  beftuty,  wit,  and  good  seiiae  combined. 

Should  not  fix  me  her  aerrant  tor  lif^  ; 
Bnt  her  manner  so  sweet,  her  temper  H>  kind. 

Are  the  charms  i  seek  in  a  wife. 


OP   lUTIOI'lL  SI 


THINK  ON  THAT  LOOK  OP  HUMID  RAY. 

Think  on  that  Umk  at  homid  nj. 

Which  foe  ■  nnsnent  mii'd  witii  miae  ; 
And  far  that  nromeDt  Hem'd  to  say, 
I  dare  not,  or  1  would  fn  tbioe. 

Think,  think  on  er'iy  imile  and  glance. 

On  all  thoa  haet  to  charm  or  movo  ; 
And  then  forgive  mj  bosom's  Intnee, 


re  if  heaven's  decreet  be  done, 


WINE  EXPANDS  THE  SOUL. 
When  geoerons  wine  eipands  Oa  mral, 
How  pleaanre  hovers  lonnd  the  borrl, 
Amnnt  je  oares  of  Fancj's  cibw, 
And  dve  the  guiltj  wretch  his  due : 
Bat  let  the  juice  of  sparkling  wine, 
Mj  BTOBser  sense  of  love  reHne  : 
As  Jove  lus  nectar  drinks  above, 
111  qoaff  vjhole  gohlels  foil  of  love. 
Then  why  should  I  at  life  repine  ; 
Bring  me,  Venna,  bring  me  wine, 
mi  Qte  ever-flowing  bowl, 
In  circles  gay  and  pleasures  roll. 
Kyer  open,  over  free. 
Hail  thou  friend  to  jollity  j 
My  brows  with  Baoohus'  ohaplets  crown 
111  Ure  to  lore— my  oawa  «re  drown  d. 


COHE  YIELD  AND  BE  UY  LOVa 

Ai  Kate  and  I  down  in  tbe  glade 
The  other  sftBmmn  wa  Stmv'd, 

Wo  taUt'd  of  nonght  but  lore. 
Her  sweet  black  e^'es,  her  cheeks  •>  Uii, 
OaCviea  the  lil^'8  bloran  b;  &- 

That  grows  in  yonder  gron 


THE  SAILOR'S  AOIEU. 
YouNO  WillUm  TFU  a  s^lor  bold, 


Mr  dearest  William  jon're  mj 

With  jon  I'd  live  and  die. 
Tbe  ship's  unmeor'd.  I  mnat  a< 


Then  weep  not  chaiming  m 
Wth  parting  kin  he  bade  adii 


FOB  NOW  THE  WIND  A  TEMPEST  BLOWS, 

Thbio 

Whe 
Woscadded  cl        ,       

Aud  bade  the  diataot  Bhaies  odieo. 
Afl  on  we  Baird,  flome  fljing  sqnaJIi 

Along  the  western  wdkio  wso  ; 
'  Tom  Qp,  my  Uda,'  the  boatawaiii  calls, 

Far  now  the  vind  a  tempest  blows. 
The  top-«»iU  donj'd  the  aqnall  Hew  psat, 

Oar  veeael  righted  on  her  keel ; 
Again  the  saila  ascend  the  loast, 


Anin  the  weaChei 

AgUDst  the  roclu  oe 

And  itranded  on  i 


I  SAW  HER  AT  THE  FANCY  PAIR 

I  Bjiw  her  at  the  &ncf  tail. 

Where  jooth  and  beautj  jojf nl  met — 
The  loreliesl  of  the  IotbIj  there, 

Ne'er  abaO,  I  that  girl  forget— that  girl  forget. 
No  one  can  paai  her  coollj  b; : 

FaiiCT  tfuoi  all  she  waa,  jet  meek — 
Heaven  naa  in  her  diamond  eje. 

To  nature's  gsjeet  scenes  the  lent 

A  sweet,  a  saal-eDchanted  spell ; 
At  home,  abroad,  where'er  she  went. 

How  loT'd,  how  courted,  none  can  tell— none,  no 


Mid  dazzling  splendour  there  arnjad, 

'  Shaore'd  thomcredclfriioBaf  WM, 

Ai  erecBftil] J  her  treSBBS  pifty'd 

tVar  n^i^b — tJiat.  mnnk'H  thn  ra 


BARNEY  BRALLAGHAITS  COURTSHIP, 

TwAS  on  a  windj  night, 

At  two  o'clock  in  &b  monung. 
An  Irish  lad  bo  tight. 

All  niad  and  weather  Morsing^ 
At  Judy  CallsghaD'e  door. 

Sitting  apon  the  palings, 
His  lore  tab  be  did  poor, 

And  this  waa  put  of  bu  wailingi — 
Only  sax 
Yon'il 


hare  Mr.  Brallaghan, 
Dont  >tij  naj, 
Channing  Jodj  Gallaghan. 

O  liat  to  wfaat  1  aaj, 

CharmB  yoo'to  got  like  Yenna, 

There's  onlj  the  wafl'belween  na. 
Yoa  laj  fast  asleep. 


IVa  got  nine  pigs  and  a  bow, 
IVe  got  ft  Bf  to  sleep  "em  ; 

A  calf  and  a  brindled  bow, 
Aod  got  a  calHD  to  he^  em. 


I\b  got  an  old  Tom  Fst, 

Tlvongb  one  eye  he's  stariag ; 
Tie  got  a  Sandaj  hat, 

Ijttle  the  ivorse  for  vreanDg  ; 
I've  got  socoe  gooselieiTj  wine. 

The  trees  lisd  got  no  riper  on, 
I've  got  a  ftddle  nne, 

Which  on" 


I've  got  of  backej  a  pound, 

And  got  same  tea  (or  ibe  Indies. 

I've  got  the  ring  to  wed, 
SiOTie  whisky  to  make  as  gu!  j  ; 

Tie  mattreaa,  feather-bed. 
And  haadBOme  new  ihiilelah. 

Onlj  B«j,  &c 

Yon've  got  a^^uming  «fi, 

You've  goH^Be  apuling  and  readi 
Yon've  got,  aifleo  have  I, 

A  taste  for  gentflel  breeding. 
You're  rich,  and  fair,  and  yoang, 

Afl  everj  body^  knowing  ; 
YonVe  got  a  decent  tongae. 

Whene'er  'tis  set  n^oing. 

Ool;  say,  &c. 

Pot  a  wife  till  death 

I  am  willing  to  Ukc  Jon— 

Bni.  och,  I  nsate  mj  breath, 
Tbe  devil  hinudf  cant  mke  yon. 


lis  just  iMginniag  to  lain, 

So  ini  get  under  cover  ; 
III  come  to-morrow  Bgwn, 

And  be  yonr  oonstant  lover. 

Only  laj,  k«. 


BID  MB  DISCOURSE. 

Bid  me  discourse,  I  yiiO  eachout  thine  eai, 
Or  like  a  (aaj  trip  upon  the  green  ; 

Or  libe  a  nymph,  with  bright  tuid  flowing  hail 
DuH»OD  tlie  sands,  and  jet  do  footing  Bees 


HY  LOVE  SHE  HAS  A  RED  RED  N03E. 

0  HT  love  haa  ^ot  a  red  red  nose, 

O  my  lore  is  like  the  mnlborrj. 
All  coyer'd  o'er  Mth  bloom. 


n  mjknny  lass, 
ik  wim  thee,  my  desj 


Of  fnll-proot  gi 
For  I  ^11  drink  w 

And  drain  tbe  bottle  diy. 


ni  dnun  the  bottle  dry,  my  dear, 
We'll  sing  and  danoe  for  fun ; 

And  if  yoD  wish  for  more,  my  dear. 
Why  for  it  I  wiU  run. 

Bat  I  mnat  cat  m;  stick,  my  love. 
And  hop  the  twig  ashore  ^ 

And  we'U  get  drunlc  agun,  my  dear, 
A  thousand  times  or  more. 


319 


THE  TARTAR  DRUM. 

Hot  thy  bark,  my  ^sltont  lorer. 

And  while  the  moonUght  gathers  ronnd  th«a, 

Sadly  Bighing  ibmk  of  mo. 
'Neath  the  lalip  trees  to  meet  then. 

Ne'er  again  Uiy  lore  Bball  come. 
Where  son  echo's  Totce  neponiiii^ 

Tonefnl  moclu  the  Tartar  dram. 


Thee  alone 
Like  a  epirit  in  the  n 
Bome  along  on  narea  of  gold. 


_it  the  rastic  dues  of  _ _„ 

Nerei  more  thy  lore  ihall  come : 

Wbera  (he  mirthrnl  cymbal)  greeting, 
JoyooB  lomuii  the  Tartar  drum. 


THE  GREAT  SEA-SNAKE. 

PsnnAPa  jou  all  hare  heard  of  .a  yarn. 

Of  a  funaiu  luge  sea-snake. 
That  once  wai  seen  off  the  Iste  Pilcum, 

And  canght  by  Admital  Blake. 
Now  list  not  what  land  labbers  tell, 

And  I'D  teU  yon  what  mo  befeU, 
'Caon  I'm  juBt  come  from  sea.    - 

Tol  lot,  fte. 

This  snake  he  meaiRired  mile*  twice  two, 

Bot  there  they  snrelj  lied  ; 
Fm  I  was  one  of  the  TOrj  ship's  erew 

By  whom  its  length  was  tried. 


One  morning  from  his  head  ive  bore, 

With  every  ititch  of  tail ; 
And  going  hC  ten  knots  nn  hour, 

In  sU  montba  c&me  to  bjs  tiuL  - 

To!  lol.  Ice. 

Ax  ourl'd  all  np  this  foake  did  Uj, 

Five  hundred  miles  about. 
A  aliip  bf  chance  came  b;  Chat  vij, 

For  n  colooy  set  ant. 
TliiA  snake  mistook  for  their  proEnised  lands 

A  grievtms  tbiog,  good  lack  '. 
Men,  women,  babra,  a  thoiuand  bands, 

'ToI  k>l.  &c 

And  then  thej  lived  for  a  year  or  tvo. 


I  an,  end,  Rith  all  hia  ■trengtb, 
d  this  Biiaka  did  trj. 


led  got  up  half  his  length, 
Hin  head  did  touch  the  skj. 
Some  seamen  whom  this  sn^e  did  note. 

Thought  'twas  famed  Teneriff  ; 
So  Btraightwaj  sent  the  jolly-boat 
Fqf  fresh  water  and  bee/. 
%  Tol  lol,  i 


Bo  Undrnwn  all,  I  pni  gire  ui, 

'-■'-' pitjtakBi 

.    [ingiTB  did  L 
Through  tlui  thandering 


what  dmgiTB  did  saprmz. 


THE  WirCDES"  GLEE. 
When  shall  we  three  meet  again  ? 


EJahtniDE,  or 

itUa'B  Ion 

,    That  frill  be  ere  set  of 


When  the  tnrfj-bnrij's  done 
When  the  battfs'B  Ion  and  w 


HE  LOTER  AND  HE  BIDE8  AWAY. 

At  the  Buss  of  Mawhra.j't  sUa  ifaa  Men, 

A  page  with  a  coarser  blaok, 
There  came  out  a.  Kni^C  of  a  nobis  uuan, 

And  hs  lutp'd  ea  tlw  cohewt'i  badi  } 
His  urns  were  bright,  his  heart  waa  li^t, 

And  he  WJng  tha  merry  taj— 
How  lolhlj  liveB  a  fair  roung  knight, 

A  Lady  look'd  OTsr  (he  castle  wait. 

And  ahe  heard  the  Knight  tbna  dug  ^ 
Tliis  Iddj'ft  tears  Ix^an  to  fall. 

And  her  hands  began  U>  wring  ; 
And  didflt  tboa  then  ^5  roistreA  plight, 

And  was  it  bnt  to  beiiaj ! 
Ab  I  taiTj  awhile  mj  own  dear  Knight 

la  pit;  dotiH  ride  awaj. 
,The  Knight  of  her  tears  be  took  no  head, 

Whilst  Bconfnl  lan^M  bia  eje, 
HegaTS  the  apnr  to bts pmneisg >t«gd, 

Qood-b^e,  iweethtnrt,  good-l^  ; 


And  taoa  he  TsniBhed  from  her  a^A, 

Whilst  she  was  heard  to  «aj— 
Ah,  Udies,  beware  of  ft  falsa  jonng  Enight, 

He'll  tore  and  hs'U  ride  away. 


WHEN  SHALL  WE  THREE  MEET  AOAIN  t 


Oft  ehsU  wearied  love  retire, 
Oft  ehall  death  and  Borron  reign 
Ere  we  three  ehall  meet  again. 


Thoogh  Uis  deep  between  ns  roUs, 
Friendship  ehall  unite  our  sools : 
Still  in  Fancj's  rich  domain 
Oft  shall  we  three  meetagua. 
When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fled, 
When  its  waswd  Lunps  are  dead  ; 
Wben  in  cold  oblivion's  »hadB, 


There  shall  ws  three  meet  ague 


THE  FINE  OLD  ENGLISH  GENTLEMAN. 


I'LL  Bing  ji 
Madsl^    „ 

Of  a  One  old  Ei 
Who  had  an 


joa  a  good  old  eong. 


And  vbo  kept  up  hii  old  manairm 

At  ft  baoDtifal  old  rate  ; 
With  a  good  old  porter  to  reliers 

The  old  poor  at  bh  nte. 
like  »  fine  old  EogliBh  gentleman, 
AU  of  the  olden  time. 
His  hall, »  old,  wtu  hong  aromid 

With  pikea,  and  gaoa,  and  bowi,  * 

And  swordi,  and  good  old  bncklen, 

That  had  stood  agajnat  old  foes  ; 
Twai  then  "his  worabip"  held  his  state, 


Whan  Wintsr'ii  cold  brought  fi™t  and  mow. 

He  open'd  honse  to  all ; 
And  though  threescore  and  lea  his  Tears, 

He  Seetl;  led  the  ball  ; 
Nor  was  the  houseless  wanderer, 

E'er  driven  from  bis  hall : 
Tttj  while  he  fessted  all  the  great, 

He  ne'er  iOrgot  the  mull.   ' 

like  a  fine,  Ins. 
But  time,  tho*  meet,  is  strong  in  flight. 

And  jeaiB  roll  swiftly  by  ; 
And  Autumn's  felling  leaf  proclaimM 

The  oW  man— he  iniist  die  ! 
He  laid  him  down  right  tranquillj, 

Gave  up  life's  latest  sigh ; 
A  monm^  stillness  reign'd  around. 

And  tears  bcdew'd  each  eje, 

For  this  good,  Ice. 
Now  Burelj  this  is  better  iia 

Than  all  the  new  parade 
Of  TbeaCrei  and  Fancj  Balls, 

"  At  Home,"  and  Masquerade : 


And  inaeh  mora  ecoaomicHl, 

For  aU  Ui  bUli  wen  paid  ; 
Then  leave  jcnr  old  vagaijes  qnita. 

And  take  np  the  old  tnde. 

Of  a  floe,  &c. 


TH£  fine  young  ENGLISH  QENTLGMAN. 


Who'd  coi 
Wliabepthi 

th  §emn' 

Ths  poor  fo 
Like  a  fine  jouiu  Engliab  gentleciBD, 
Bom  in  the  modeiD  times. 
HU  itndy  it  wu  strew'd  around 

With  what  ?— Lord  only  knows ! 
Fcrila,  boiing-gloTes,  and  pi«(cd^ 

Which  he  m'd  with  friends  and  foea : 
Twu  then  "the  Mmre'  lotdi  hi>  wine 

And  oi^i  wbraie  er  be  dtoK  ; 
Penuiiiethe  Oonrt  Jonraat, 

Or  BUokwood's  lediooi  pron. 

Idke  a  Bn«,  6 
He  was  when  mera;  winter  some 

The  gajeec  of  them  bU  ; 
At  fire-and-twentT  he  was  seen 

At  ei^  ftDcy  balL 
At  each  theatre — msmoersdo — 

This  gentleman  wonid  call ; 
And  wMle  he  feasted  with  the  great, 

Ha  qniU  fonot  the  onall. 

Like  ■  fine,  a 


But  cuh,  olu  1  too  KMm  UOui  tliglit. 
And  eov'raigns  roll  amj  ; 

And  creditors,  who  have  loDg  biUt, 
At  iMt  will  cull  for  "piij  ;" 

Hmj  came  apou  bim  tiaoquill;. 
And  cauAbt  him  — "■  —  ^  — 


The  Ulle  were  all  unpaid  ; 

Yoa  cannot  ahow  me  one,  1  knov 

Wlio  doGs  m>  mocb  for  tntda. 


TOO  ASK  ME,  SWEET  MAID. 

You  BAk  me,  Eweet  maid,  if  mj  vows  are  nncera, 

Aod  call  for  Bome  proof  of  mj  love  ; 
Still  doubting  mj  paaaion,  I  aec  hot  too  olear — 

Bat,  pr'jt&e,  snch  fancies  remore : 
Or  it,  »«  jou  Baj,  lorera'  towb  are  bnt  lowth, 

O  nt  me  some  task  to  parfOrm  1 
And  111  brave  it,  tho'  circled  bj  peril  or  deatli, 

And  imiteaB  I  bn%!t  the  BWrm: 
Bnt  this,  this,  believe  me,  can  poiulj  eiprea 

How  tmly,  how  dearly  I  love  thee. 
Nar,  hid  me  some  action  or  enterprise  inn. 

That  men,  thoogh  l^e  boldest,  woold  shim  ; 
And  whether  by  watsr,  earth,  fire,  or  air, 

111  do  it,  if  'til  to  be  doDc. 
And  if  Btill  a  doubt  in  tbj  fane;  lemaiDB, 


O  fetC«  ma  more,  if  jan  can,  with  jour  chtuns  t 

Nor  erer — oli*  no  !— Bet  me  free. 
But  this,  tbig,  believe  met  'a"  poorly  eipreu 

How  Imlj,  how  desrlj  I  lore  thee. 
O  let  mj  fond  tows  some  favonr  obt^n. 

And  plehflure  succeed  to  mj  toil  I 
Accept  them,  dear  tirl !  and,  to  baniah  mj  pain, 

O  crown  the  kind  words  ^vith  a  amjle  I 
Ah,  ycfl,  for  tbere^a  surelj  a  plcamira  dirine 

In  the  BmUe  of  the  girl  we  adore— 
A  promise  bo  soft,  that  no  words  can  define  ; 

It  sajs  that  tout  doabta  are  no  more  ; 
That  DOW  joa  bolievs — wbat  no  wordi  can  eiprea 

How  tmlj,  how  dear!;  1  love  thee. 


OH,  LIFE !   THY  JOYS  ARE  BUT  A  DREAH. 

How  oft,  witlioot  or  help  or  guide, 
We  nraj  in  life'B  ancertain  path ; 

Raceiting,  in  onr  honr  of  pride, 
Men's  uiule%  th«r  &Tonn,  and  th^  wrath. 


I  PLY  TO  MEET  MY  LOVK 

Wheh  the  bee  at  eve  reposes 

On  a  bed  of  fragrant  rosea  ; 

When  the  acreech-owl  winga  its  Bi^t, 

At  Che  wished  approach  of  night ; 

When  aweet  PhUomeU'e  strains 

first  aalntei  the  darkened  plains  ; 

liien  I  seek  the  willow  grora, 

When  the  ploughman 'a  homeward  atrayir 
And  the  chirping  crickel'a  playing  ; 
When  the  hornet,  fatal  bee. 
Tarries  in  the  hollow  ti«e  j 


When  the  bat,  tdth  beetle  ejea, 
Ronnd  the  Hpiry  tnrret  fltai ; 
Then  I  seek  the  willow  grove, 
Then  I  Oj  to  meet  my  lore  ! 
When  the  light  of  dsj's  deptutiag. 
And  her  beams  bri;;ht  Luna^s  darting  i 
When  the  raren  jgumeja  home. 

When  the  merry  pipe  and  tabM- 
Call  the  nistin  swains  ^m  Ubour  j 
Then  I  seek  the  willow  grove, 
Then  1  fly  to  meet  my  lore ! 


THE  MICHAELMAS  G003E. 


The  Michaelmas  goose  lay  in  Leadenhall, 

On  the  ontjdde  of  a  ponlterer's  stall ; 

The  ponlterer'a  boys  were  blithe  and  gay. 

Keeping  of  Leadenhall  Market-day : 

The  poulterer,  though  hia  stock  profoso. 

Kept  twigging  with  pride  the  Michaelmas  goose  i 

Whilst  »be  with  her  neck  broke,  seemy  toTie 

The  best  of  all  poses  that  could  be. 

Oh!  the  Michaelmas  goose. 

Oh !  the  Michaelmas  goose. 
"  I'm  tired  of  walking,"  an  old  maid  did  cry, 
"  l\e  walk'd  to  the  market  a  goose  for  to  bay : 
Ajid  poulterer  be  sure  that  you  give  me,  I  pray ; 
The  beat  of  your  goosea  for  Mipfiaclinaa  day  1 
Then  a  thief  ran  by,  and  straight  began. 
To  finger  the  goose,  and  ai 


And  he  the  poalterer  out  loud  did  call, 
■"•■  ■  IVe  lost  the  I     ■  ■      —      ' 

Oh  ?  my  M 


"  Oh !  IVe  lost  the  best  gooe 
ly  Micha^ou 


They  Bondit  it  tlwt  hour,  thsf  aaa^i  it  all  dsj, 

Thflj  Hinght  it  in  vmq  (ill  tba  uiglU  utsed  avrtif '. 

'Rie  clemest— ths  diniest^-tiw  filduatipot. 

The  old  maid  Bought  wildlj.  bat  faand  it  not ; 

At  length  ai  onmrd  nhe  lUd  roam. 

She  kept  looking  for  ths  goose  all  tfae  mj  die  went 


Oh  I  the  HichaelmaA  goon,  &c- 
Tbe  thief  wu  canght  at 

Tbej  »earolied  hi»  pocki._,     . 

For  a  bit  of  a  goou  lay  smoking  t^ere, 
In  the  breeches  pocket,  tiie  thief  did  wear  ; 
The  thief  laagh'd  aloud,  and  snore  it  was  jest ; 
But  thej  took  him  befive  the  Lord  Mayor^  ^canw  ] 

knows  beat, 
Who  decided  acainst  him,  bo  now  langh  joai  fill  1 
For  three  monuu  be  wu  sent  to  step  at  (he  mill. 

All  tiiroi^  prisging  a  goose, 

Ob  ]  the  MiehaelinM  goon. 


FLOW  ON,  THOU  SHINING  BIVEB. 

Flow  on  thoa  ahining  river. 

Bat,  ete  thou  reach  the  les, 
Seek  Ella's  hower  and  give  her 

The  wroath  1  fling  o^r  thee. 
And  tell  her  thos,  if  shell  be  mine. 

The  current  of  onr  liiei  shall  ba, 
Witb  iofi  along  (heir  course  to  shme. 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  on  thee. 
Bat  if,  in  wondering  thither, 

Thon  find'st  die  mocks  my  prajer. 
Then  Isare  tboie  learea  to  wither, 

Upon  Iha  o«ld  bank  there  ; 


the  sood  foT 
Int,  lb«D^l 
Lll  Ihe  Hplem 


And  t«U  bai  th»,  irhen  joatb  a  t'tr, 
Her  lone  uid  laveleu  ehunu  dttU  bt 

niTown  by  npon  life's  waedy  ihon, 
Like  tban  nrecA  flomn  from  tfaso. 


HISERieS  OF  A  LORD  MAYOR. 
Oh  t  Ifondon'g  Ihe  tonn 


. .  .  need  detpair 
-ig  nuds  ■  Ijord  Major, 
'ood  fortune  to  find  oat  tlie  vnj. 
— ^^  bigbij  WB  rate 
idour  and  state 
Of  tli(MB  oho  ate  mised  to  the  giand  cnio  chair, 
A  mBD  has  no  lalBure 
For  taking  bit  pleasai^ 
He'iBomaebtodo  wheabe'iiiiadeaLonlMsjor ! 
Hia  troobles  begin 
Jiut  befois  hs'g  twom  in, 
When  he's  doam'd  tbroogb  the  street!  in  proeeulon  to 

!□  a  Norember  fog, 

("Stead  of  taking  warm  grog,) 
Hel  f^Tced  to  "takd  water"  to  WestmiDBter  HaU  t 

And  when  be  gets  there, 

He  does  nothing  bat  "  sneer," 
And  invite  all  the  judges  to  eat  citr  Ikre  ; 

80  he's  reallj  no  loisore,  to. 

Such  numbers  repair 

To  bis  Mansion-Houu  chair. 
And  each  with  some  Riieyaace  his  Lardsbip  aninwDU  g 

Tboa  he  Snda  in  condition 

He's  like  a  physician. 
For  be  dail;  sits  listwiing  to  p«^le'a  "  aoB^IaiiiU." 


Tn  one  room  be  leetim 
Blears,  psapeiH,  and  thiovM, 
So  of  conne  ba'a  nat  breathing  a  rarj  piire  air  ; 
Oh  t  a  man  bss  no  l^nre,  &c. 

He  can  na  ■wbtie  approach 

In  hia  city  stUe  coaeh. 
Bat  tag-rae  and  bob-tail  must  all  hue  a  itAio  ; 

ThouKb  a  loid  he  ii  made, 

And  baa  left  off  bia  tiade. 
Ha  still  fiadg  the  "  Compter"  ia  nnder  bit  care. 

He  attends  CoQunon  Halb, 

Goes  in  state  to  St.  Pftal's,— 
And  Cbey  cant  do  without  him  at  Bartlemy  fur ! 

He  has  really  no  leiame,  Ice. 

He's  at  Old  Buley  Seniona, 
And  aldermen's  sitlings, 
And  all  toRle  eatings  that's  done  at  Goildhsll  ; 


send,  and  BlackwalT. 
'jnen,  wnereTsr  he*B  dining^ 
The  gaesta  are  repining, 
ioea  not  keep  "  wining"  with  evefj  eool  thara. 
Oh  I  how  can  he  hare  leiaars,  &c. 

His  dotiea  increasing, 
He  tags  without  caaaing, 
ght  at  abanqnet— the  next  at  a  ball ; 
Then  to  all  fulks  appearing, 


r "  qneerliiui 
T^n  he's  than^t  rach  a  r 

And  hslping  to  can-jr  esdi  w«glity 
That  he  Aads,  'Stciul  of  leie 
For  taking  his  pleasore, 

Be  wortu  like  a  bone— all  the  tmiE 


THE  CABIN  BOY. 

TSE  aea  was  roogb,  the  clonda  wers  dark, 

Far  distant  ererr  JD7, 
When  forc'd,  ij  Fartoae,  Ia  embark, 


Mjpiines 
Iliaaten 


n  flll'd  trith  Frenohmen's  gold, 


M  nreck'd  io  sight  of  port  behold, 
A  hapleea  CHbin  boj. 


SLING  THE  FLOWING  BOWL. 

Come,  cone,  mj  jolly  lada,  the  winds  abaft, 

Brisk  gales  onr  sails  shslt  crowd  } 
Come,  boatlo,  btistle,  buetle,  bojs,  haol  the  hoal, 
Tie  boatswain  pipes  aioad  : 
The  ship's  amnoor'd 
All  hands  on  board. 
The  rising  gala 
Fills  BTB17  sail, 
The  ship's  well  maun'd  and  itcn'd. 


B33  X  cu 

m  t}ie  flowing  'bonl : 


.FoD^llO] 


The  girU  wo  priie 
Kiall  \Aea  each  jotia]  hdoI  ; 
The  nm,  boys,  bring  j 
We'U  drink  sod  aiag, 
Vhilo  the  foAming  billowH  rolL 
HoDRh  to  the  SpatiiEb  coait  we're  bound  to  itee 
■      Wo'UWiUoi.priKhtj.nainUiQ; 
Thea  bear  t,  hand,  be  Mead;,  bojs  ;  aooD  ttoII  m 
Old  Eagland  onca  bsuo, 
Frran  gbora  to  Bhore, 
WhUe  cannona  roar, 
Ourtara  Bhall  ibow 
The  haaghtr  fo^ 
BrituiDU  nilei  (lie  num. 
Then  sling  the  flowing  boirl,  ftc. 


THE  ALUANACK  UAEER. 


VerjweU, 
Of  eclicKB  and  wan, 
OfTennaandMan, 
When  plots  were  p rerented, 
Penny  posts  wer&iavented. 
Of  Rome's  dire  i^roaoheB, 
And  the  tirBt  hackney  floa<iha 
And  he  alwayi  foresaw 
There'd.be  frost  or  be  thaw  ; 
Hod}  Ban  or  mneh  aleet. 


Mn<± 


The  t«nth  or  the  fiftan^, 
Tlie  tnentieth  or  aiiteenth, 
Bnt  Id  g^aaxd  sKniuH  iMightai, 
He  nuelT  did  gn«B 


Of  cookiog  np  an  Ai 

He  cODld  tell, 

Yerj  well. 
Of  achu  >nd  of  paini 
In  the  loioB  aod  tbe  i 
In  the  hips  Hud  the  t- 
lu  the  back  and  the  i 
Of  a  red  latter  day, 
When  Bchool-bojB  might  plaj 


>rthquak> 


wonla  clatter, 
noiiM  shatter, 
When  cotaeti  nould  ran. 
And  the  world  bs  audoiie, 
Bat  jet  still  there  was  lan^itw : 


For  peoplp  woold  cry, 
Thongh  he  Bays  we're  to  uu,. 
It  may  be  to-day,  or  day  after. 


light  aod  darlc,  bigh-wi 
Sjgng  the  skies  in,  aoutt^.^^ ,  u 
Verse  lerrifle,  hieroglyphic, 
Aitronomica],  all  eo  comicsL 
Oh,  father  had  a  jolly  kna 
Ofcc  '■ 


THE  SPRIGHTLY  HORN. 

Tbb  sprightly  hoTD  awakes  the  mom, 

And  bids  the  hunter  rise, 
The  opening  hound  retuma  the  eonnd. 

And  Echo  fills  the  dues. 


And  ref  nard  trembles  now. 
In  ancient  daja,  as  Blorj  enjt. 

The  woods  our  fathers  soneht ; 
The  nutic  race  adored  the  cEbm, 

And  hunted  aa  thej  fought. 
Come  Ufa  anaj,  make  no  delaj, 


I  LOCK'D  UP  ALL  MY  TREASURE. 

1  LOCK^  np  all  mj  treaaoJ«, 
_I  jonrnej'd  manj  a  mile, 

The  pBEsing  time  awhile. 
My  bosinese  done  and  (ttm, 

I  haaten'd  back  amuD, 
Like  an  eitpecting  lover. 

To  liew  it  once  again. 
Bat  this  delight  was  stiaed, 
I  found  the  casket  riS^ 


PAIR  ELLEN. 

FilB  Ellen  like  a  lilj  grew, 
Waa  beantrt  fav'rite  flow'r, 

Till  Ealsebood  chaog'd  her  lovelj  hu^ 
She  wither'd  in  aa  how. 


Antania  in  her  Tirgin  breait 
Piist  rsis'd  a  tendar  sigh  j 
Hia  wiab  obtoia'd,  Uie  lover  bleit. 


YE  TOPERS  ALL. 

YB  lapen  all  drink  to  tbe  aonl. 

Of  ibis  right  honest  fellow  ; 
Who  aWajs  loVd  a  flowing  bowl, 

And  wonld  in  death  be  mellow. 
Tie  lamp  of  life  he  kindled  ap, 

With  ipirit  stoat  and  glowing  ; 
Hii  bean  inipiT'd  thna  with  a  enp, 

Ascends  where  nectar's  flowing. 

WILL  YOU  COME  TO  THE  DALE. 

Will  jon  come  to  the  dale  ? 

Let  your  liaij  prevaU, 
For  oft  I  have  heard  70U  declare : 

That  !<ia  ne'er  would  decline 

In  these  pleasures  to  join, 
If  Marjj  dear  Maxjj  was  there. 

Ah !  why  then  refuse  ? 

Your  tutting  oar  pastiines  to  shai«  P 

See,  bright  shines  the  cnn. 

The  sports  have  Ijeguu, 
And  Marj,  dear  Msr^,  is  there, 

Ahlwhy  then  delay? 

•-"--I  tempted-    

Its  fo'nd  tenant  am  1,— 
That  tiaxj,  dear  Marj,  is  there. 


That  inothBT  joo  lo™, 
idtoelmrchwithjaiiTbriiladionMrapku  ; 
Should  Boma  willow-tree  mure 


A  BUMPER  OF  GOOD  LIQUOK. 


A  BdupBB  of  good  Hqoor 
Will  end  a  contest  qmcker, 
TTisn,  Jmtios,  Judge,  or  View, 
So  fill  each  cheerful  glaea: 
But  if  more  daep  the  qaaml, 
Wkj  BDOnei  di«iB  the  Iwrrd, 
Than  be  that  hatefol  fellow. 
That's  crabbed  when  he's  mellow. 


THEEE-S  NO  DECEIT  IN  WINE, 

Thb  mightj  conqu'ror  of  hearts 

His  power  I  here  deiy ; 
With  all  hii  fiamea,  hia  fires  and  daiti, 

I  champion-lite  dof  j, 
111  offer  all  mj  eacrifice, 

Henceforth  at  Bacchna"  ahrine, 
The  merrj  god  ne'er  tells  oa  liM, 

Ihore'a  no  deceit  in  wine. 


LOVE  NO  MORE  MY  HEART  POSSESSING. 

Love  no  more  mr  heart  posaesiing, 

Shall  delosiTe  how  restore  ; 
How  I  loved  beyond  BxpresBng  1 

Bnt,  aUa  !  tha  maid's  no  more. 
0,  twHi  n«ither  form  nor  feature, 

That  could  Iriamph  o'er  mir  beart ; 
Tmth  it  waa,  and  heavenly  natare. 

Oh,  how  hard  with  these  to  part  I 

Maa  luH  fate  moat  firmlj  bear ; 
Nor,  forbade  of  hope  to  borrow, 
Heaulj  traoble  tu  despair. 


ON  BY  THE  SPUR  OP  VALOUR  GOADED. 


Who  a  fear  or  dau>t  can  feel  ? 
Uke  serpents,  now,  throogh  thickets  creepinf. 
Then,  on  our  prey,  like  lions  leaping, 

Calvette,  to  the  onset  lead  us. 

Let  the  wearj  Irayeller  dread  os. 
Struck  with  terror  and  amaie, 
WtiUe  oar  sworda  with  lif^htning  blaze  ; 

Thonder  to  our  carbines  roaring. 

Borating  clouds,  in  torrenta  pourillB, 
Wash  the  sanguin'd  da^r's  blade. 
Cut's  a  free  and  roting  trade. 

To  the  onset,  let's  away,- 


1  CBotci  txttLtanov 

THE  BAILOR'S  CONSOLATION; 

Onb  night  came  on  a,  barncHie, 

Tbe  sea  was  monnUinB  rollinff, 
When  Bamej  BniUlino  turnM  his  quid. 

And  uid  lo  Billj  Bowfine : 
"A  stnog  luir-weater's  blowing,  Bill, 

Haxb  1  don't  ye  hear  it  ni«r  now  ? 
Lord  help  'em,  bow  I  pitiea  all 

Cnhappy  folka  on  ihore  now  1 


And  now  an  qoakiiig  in  their  bed^ 
For  taa  the  root  ahould  fall  in  ; 

Poor  creatnrea,  how  Ihey  envies  ns, 
And  wiabes,  IVe  a  notion, 

For  our  good  Inolt,  iD  snidi  a  storm. 
To  be  npon  the  ocean. 

"  But  aa  for  tbem  who're  oat  all  daj, 
On  Trtimnfift*  frrtm  their  houses, 

And  late  at  ni|^l  are  mnuog  home. 
To  cheer  the  babat  and  spoiues^i 

While  )™i  ai  '  '  ""' 

Mjeyeslwh 
About  their  heads  are  fljing? 

"  And  VBTJ  often  hare  we  heard 
How  men  are  killed  and  undone, 

Bt  overtama  of  carriages, 

Bt  tbieies,  and  firH  in  London. 

We  fenow  what  lisks  all  landmen  ran, 
Prom  noblemBD  to  lailon  ; 

Then,  Bill,  let  ns  thank  ProTidenoo 


OP  HtXtOKAl  ft 


POLLY  FL0WEB8. 

UosT  folks  fell  in  love  no  doubt 

Some  tini8  or  other: 
Til  lueleu  when  the  Suue  braalu  out, 

T^iD^  to  amother. 
Cnpid  will  have  hit  i 

■TiiTerj-wellknoi 

Plewore  bj  night  and  dny. 

It  makiDA  o'  mischief. 

Of  Jeremiah  Towers, 
Who  tsU  in  love  with  the  charmine  f«e 

Of  sweet  PoUj  Flowers. 
Jeremialh  Townrs,  mark ! 

When  fiiBt  he  felt  love's  diu'nesa, 
Was  »  dapper,  active  lavrjer'a  clerk,     - 

Sticking  tieht  to  bna'nws, 
Bat  Polly  of  his  heut  Ihe  thief, 

He  wslked  aboQt  dejeoted  : 
Helencholv,  and  ia  bnef. 

His  brief!  were  all  Delected. 
All  day  he  kmg'd  for  night, 

Impell'd  then  by  love'i  powers, 
He  walked  three  miles  to  get  a  ugbt 

Of  iweet  Polly  Floweri. 
Polly  had  another  bean, 

A  batchoT  fat  and  ereasv  : 
Which  when  Jerry  came  to  know, 

He  was  not  Terr  easy. 
She  told  him  (in  Ihe  streM,) 

With  a  look,  which  something  archn 
She  preterr'd  good  solid  meat. 

To  dried  nn  witber'd  parchment." 
He  thought  his  leue  of  life  was  oat, 


The  batcher  had  a  great  large  dog, 

Hia  coat  waa  long  &nd  curl;  ; 
And  with  hig  mailer  he  would  jog, 

All  da;  and  late  and  early : 
"  Love  me,  love  mj  dog,"  the;  aaj  ; 

Miaa  Flowera  would  pat  hiinj 
And  resolved  to  drive  poor  Towers  awa; 

B;  setting  Towier  at  him. 
The  batcher  pnt  her  up  to  tbia, 

Hia  love  bad  got*  such  powers, 
.And  got  rewarded  vrith  a  kies 

From  sweet  Foil;  Flowers. 


la  began  about  hia  flame, 


Hia  Bweota  were  tum'd  to  eoun  ; 
Of  vile  Poll;  Flowers. 

Before  the  haleher'a  jo;  got  cold, 

Jerr;  did  iadict  him, 
At  warning  to  both  joaDg  and  old, 

For  maJcing  his  dog  bite  him  : 
But  moat  an^ituoate  of  clerks ! 

HI  lack  in  bim  was  rooted  ; 
In  court  be  could  not  show  his  marks 

And  so  ho  got  non-suited  : 
Hia  love  turn'd  to  a  deep  despair. 

He  groaa'd  awaj  the  homs  i 
The  butcher  meantimB  got  the  fair 

Charming  Poll;  Flowora. 


COMFORT,  DAMSEL,  WHY  THAT  8iaH. 

Comfort,  damsel,  wli;  that  aigh  I 

Hear'n  in  kindiiess  sends  at  sorran — 

Fstieace,  damsel,  hear'n  ia  nigh. 
Brighter  prospects  gieet  to-monow. 

Weighed  down  bj  each  pasain^  show'r. 


Peti^ve  sinks,  iu  beauty  fled. 
Bolls  the  daik  slorm  6ir  awsj, 

See,  a  livelier  hue  ia  giv'n  I 
The  Ulj  glitters  doubij  gaj— 

Tbe  drop  that  dreaaM  it  came  fr 


8AIJ.Y  IN  OUR  ALLEY. 

Of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart. 

There's  none  like  pretty  Sail  j  ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  m;  heart, 

And  she  lives  in  oar  alls;. 
There's  ne'er  a  kdj  in  tbe  land. 

That's  half  so  sweet  as  SaUj, 
^e  ia  the  darliug  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  allej. 
Her  father  he  makes  cabhage  nets, 

And  throngh  the  atreeta  doth  cry  'em 
Her  mother,  she  sells  laces  long. 

But  sure  such  folks  could  ne'er  beget, 

80  sweet  a  drl  as  Sally, 
She  ia  the  darUii^  of  my  heart, 

And  she  Uvea  m  our  alley. 
When  she  ia  by,  I  leflTe  my  wWk, 

I  loie  her  so  ancersly  ; 


Xj  master  comes,  like  any  Tnrk, 

And  bonp  me  moM  aentf^j. 
Bal  let  him  bang  his  belly  fiJi, 

111  bear  it  all  for  Sally. 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  Ures  in  our  alley. 
Of  all  the  days  that'ie  in  the  week, 

I  dewly  loTB  but  one  day. 
And  thaVB  the  day  that  comes  betweoB, 

The  Saturday  and  Monday, 
For  then  I'm  dnst,  all  in  my  best. 

To  walk  abroad  with  Sally, 
She  is  the  darling  of  ray  heart, 

Aod  she  Uves  m  oar  alley. 
My  master  carries  me  to  church, 

And  often  am  I  blamed, 
BecBose  I  leave  him  in  the  Imch, 

I  leave  the  church  io  senaon  time. 


When  Chiistmai  comes  about  agfun. 

Oh  then  I  shall  hare  money, 
111  hoard  it  up,  and  box  it  all, 

ni  give  it  to  my  honey. 
And  wonld  it  were  tea  thousand  poonda, 

I'd  give  it  all  to  Sally, 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
My  master,  and  the  □eighbaan  all. 

Make  game  of  me  and  SalJj, 
And  bat  for  her,  I'd  better  be, 

A  slave  and  row  a  galley. 


But  when  my  seven  long  years  are  Out, 

Oh  then  I'll  many  Bally, 
Oh  then  well  wed,  and  then  well  bed, 


MY  NATIVE  HILLa 

I  LOVE  the  hOlt,  mj  catiTe  hUli, 

O'er  whicb  lo  oft  I've  atisT'd  ; 
The  ahadinf  trees,  the  mmm'riiig  liOt, 

Wbaco  I  m  childhood  play'd. 
I  lore  to  feel  the  breetes  bloff. 

Upon  the  biUi  no  tree : 
Wbere'er  I  ua,  where'er  I  go, 

H  J  native  hilli  for  me. 

I  lore  the  hilli,  mj  lutiva  hilli, 

All  purple  With  the  heath : 
Tbaat  fertile  gronnda  the  peamnt  tiOi, 

And  the  mnwdlandi  far  beneath. 
When  tanded  jofe  in  hope  I  view, 

I  think  thoaa  hilli  I  see  -, 
Where'er  I  am,  where'er  I  eDi 

Hy  nUive  hills  for  ma. 


WILLIAM  AND  MARY, 

TwAg  in  the  middle  af  (he  night. 
To  sleep  joong  William  tried. 

When  Hsr^'a  ghost  come  stealiog  in 
And  stood  at  his  bed-side. 

O  William  dear  t  0  Williiun  dear, 

H  J  rest  eteniij  cesses  ; 
Alaa !  my  everlasting  peiice. 

Is  broken  into  pieces. 


d  end  with  my  tsst  minola  ; 
But  thoTub  I  went  to  my  long  boms^ 
I  didn^  Btay  long  in  it. 


The  body  Bnalchera  Ihej  have  cc 


Yon  thonelit  that  I  vbs  buried  deep, 
Qnite  decent-like,  end  ihuy  ; 


la  took  to  Dr.  Vjas  ; 
And  tioLh  my  legs  are  gone  to  walk 

The  hospital  St  Guy's  1 
I  Tow'd  that  JOQ  shQuld  have  my  luiid, 

But  fate  gives  us  denial  ^ 
Yonll  find  It  there  at  Dr.  Bell's, 

As  for  my  feet,  the  Uttle  feel 

You  tmed  to  call  so  pretty, 
There's  one  I  know  in  Bedford  Row, 

The  t'other-B  in  the  City 
I  can't  Ml  where  my  head  is  gone,' 

ButUr.  Carpuooan; 
As  for  my  trunk  its  sll  paek'd  np, 

TogobyPickford'avan. 
.    I  wish  you'd  go  to  Mr.  P. 

And  save  mo  snch  a  ride  ; 
I  don't  half  like  the  outiude  place 

They've  look  for  my  inside. 
The  cock  it  crows !— I  must  be  gone ! 

My  WiUiam.  we  most  part ; 
But  111  be  your's  in  deafli,  although 

Sir  Astley  has  my  heart. 
Dont  80  to  weep  upon  my  grave, 

And^^think  that  there  I  be  ; 
They  havnt  left  an  atom  Ihera 

Of  my  anatomie  I 


THE  TEAR  PELL  GENTLY. 

Thb  tear  fell  gently  from  her  eye. 
When  lait  we  parted  on  Che  shore 

Tot 


Mj  bosom  heav'dwilh  i 


"  Dear  yoolh,"  she  aied,  "  and  canM  thon  hute  awij. 

My  heart  wili  break,  a  little  moment  atay. 

Aha !  I  canool,  I  cannot  part  from  thee." 

"The  anchor's weigh'd  ;  farewell,  farewell,  remember 

"Weep  not,  my  love,"  I  trembling  said, 

"  Doobt  not  a  eonslant  heart  like  mine ! 
I  ne'er  can  meet  another  maid. 

Whose  charms  eao  flu  that  heart  like  thine." 
"  Go  then,"  she  cried,  "  but  let  thy  constant  mind 
Oft  think  of  her  yon  leave  in  lean  behind, 
A  maid,  this  last  embrace  my  pledge  shall  be." 
"  The  anchor's  neigh 'd  ;  farewell,  farewell,  nmember 


I  WHISPERED  HER  A  LAST  ADIEU. 

I  WHISFBHED  her  a  laat  adien, 

I  gave  a  roonniful  kiss. 
Cold  showeta  of  sorrow  Imthed  her  eyes,  f 
And  her  poor  heart  was  lom  vrith  sighs  ?1 
Yet,  strange  to  tell,  twaa  then  I  keen 

Most  p^ecC  bli^ 
For  love,  at  other  times  enppiesseS,. 

Was  all  betrued  at  this  ; 
I  saw  him,  weephg,  In  her  eyes, 
I  heard  him  breathe  amonE  her  sighs  ; 
And  eTerr  sob  which  shook  her  breast 

Thrilled  mine  with  bliss.     . 


A    CBOtCS  COLLECItOM 

Tha  mgbt  which  keen  affection  clean. 

How  can  it  judge  aaiua  ? 
~     18  ■«  pictured  hope,  and  taught 


THE  FLAG  OF  LIBERTY. 

ThB  flaantin*  flag  of  libert  J, 
(Of  Gallia^  aonB  the  boast) 

Oh,  never  maj  a  Briton  see 
Upon  the  Britieh  coast ! 

The  onlj  flag  that  Freedom  leais, 
Her  emblem  on  the  sesji. 


To  aid  the  trampled  rights  of  man, 

And  break  oppreaaon's  chaio, 
The  foremoat  in  the  battle's  ran. 

It  nerer  floats  in  vun. 
The  mariner,  where'er  be  Bteeia, 

In  every  clime  he  sees, 
The  flag  that's  braved  a  tbonaand  jears, 

He  battle  and  the  bieeie  1 
It  all  unite  a«  once  we  did, 

To  keep  her  flag  nnfoil'd, 
Old  England  stilt  majr  fearleoa  End 


Jt  Ikwlesa  hands  abtq^  seize 
The  flU'that'*  braved  Ctbooaaiid  jean, 
'Biebattls  and  the  bieeMi 


O,  THE  ACCENTS  OP  LOVE. 

O,  TH^  accentii  of  Lore  I  con  thej  ever  again 

Speak  peace  to  this  desolate  soul ; 
Wheo  o'er  mr  life's  lord  the  deep  ftoodi  of  the  DUla 

Now  darklj  »nd  iflQomfolly  roll  ? 
O,  no!  let  them  search  in  my  Algernon's  graie. 

Would  tbej  learn  nhere  my  heart  is  eatombed  ; 
Let  lliem  pierce  to  those  chambers  beneath  the  dark 

No  Bon-beun  hath  ever  illiuned. 
But  let  them  Dot  hope  to  revive  it  with  sight, 
Or  reach  it  with  aooents  of  '— 


COME  SHINING  FORTH  MY  DEAREST. 

CoHE,  shining  forth,  my  dearest, 
WiUi  looks  of  warm  delight ; 

Shed  joy  as  thon  appeareat, 
like  monting  beams  of  light. 

Uke  morning's  beam  of  light,  loTe, 

Thine  absence  is  a  night,  love, 

In  which  I  droop  and  die. 
Oh,  let  me  hear  that  tongoe,  lore, 

Whose  masio  thrills  my  heart, 
like  notes  by  angels  sang,  tove, 
'    When  sonls  b  bliss  dejBtft. 
And  at  thy  easement  risii^ 

Illmne  thy  lansh'd  dgbt, 
like  day  the  world  rornriang. 

With  morning  beams  of  li^u 


THE  LEGACY. 

WuEtl  in  death  1  Bhail  caJin  recline. 

Oh  !  bear  107  heart  to  m j  mistresa  dear  ; 
Tell  ber  it  lir'd  upon  amiles  and  wine 

Of  the  brighteat  hue  whUe  it  linger'd  here. 
Bid  hei  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow, 

To  anllj  a.  heart  so  brilliant  and  light, 
But  balmy  drops  of  the  nd  grape  borrow. 

To  bathe  the  relic  from  mom  to  oight. 

■When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er, 

Then  take  mj  haip  to  rour  ancient  hall, 
Hang  it  op  at  that  friendly  door, 

Wbere  wearj  lisyTlers  love  to  call: 
Then  if  some  bard  who  roama  forsaken, 

ttevive  its  soft  notes  in  parsing  along, 
Oh  let  one  thonght  ot  its  master  waken 

Your  warmest  smile  for  the  child  of  aong. 

Keep  this  cnp,  which  is  now  o'erflowing. 

To  grace  jonr  rsvel  when  I'm  at  lesl  ; 
Ne»«r,  oh  never  its  balm  bestowing, 

On  lips  that  beaut;  hath  seldom  blest ! 
But  when  some  warm  deioted  lorer, 

To  her  he  loves  shall  bathe  its  brim 
Oh,  then  107  spirit  around  shall  hover. 

And  hnllow  each  drop  that  foams  for  himl 


THE  FAITHLESS  LOTER. 

Fia,  tai  from  me  mj  lover  ftiea — 

A  tidtlileas  lover  he : 
In  vain  my  l«ars,  in  vain  my  dghi, 

No  Wger  true  to  me, 

He  aeefca  another. 


IAb  Btill,  mj  heart,  no  longer  grieve. 

No  paogs  to  him  betnij'. 
Who  taught  jm  these  ead  mgha  to  heavei 

Then  laughing  went  away. 

To  seek  anolher. 


TIIB  SOLDIEH'S  DREAM. 

Odh  hn^sB  sang  tmce,  tor  the  Dight-cload  had  tower'd, 

And  Sie  Benlinel-Btara  set  their  watch  in  the  skj. 
And  thoQBandBhad  sunk  on  the  ground,  overpower  d, 

The  weary  to  sleep,  and  the  noanded  to  die- 
When  reposing  that  night  on  mj  pallet  of  straw, 

By  the  wolf-scaring  faggot,  that  gnarded  the  slain, 
In  OiB  dead  of  the  night  a  swoct  viEion  I  saw. 

And  twice,  ere  the  cock  crew,  I  dreamt  it  again. 

Methonght  from  the  battle-fleld'a  dreadful  array, 
Far,  tki  I  had  roamed  on  a  desolate  track. 

Till  nature  and  sunshine  disclosed  the  sweet  via} 
To  the  house  of  m  j  fathers,  thai  welcomed  me  back. 

I  flew  Co  the  pleasant  He"     ' 


My  little  ones  kias'd  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 
And  my  mf e  sobbed  aloud  in  the  fulness  of  htart 

"  Stay,  stay  with  in,  rest— thou  art  weary  and  worn '." 
.And  fain  was  the  war-broken  soldier  to  stay  ; 

But  sorrow  retum'd  wilh  the  dawning  of  morn, 
And  the  voice  of  my  dreaming  ear  melloJ  away  I 


THE  SOLDIER  WHO  DIED  FOR  HIS  EINa 

Dkis  maid  of  m^  Kml.  ihoold  I  peridi,   ' 

Where  battle's  mde  discord  apeatfl  loudly  i 
Tbe  oHine  of  thj  fond  lover  cheruh, 

And  let  thj  joaa^  bosom  beat  prondlj. 
Mj  own  banner  over  me  waie, 

M;  bioben  shield  over  me  fling  ; 
And  cure  on  the  oak  o^r  mjr  navfl} 

"  The  soldier  who  died  for  ha  king." 
Yet,  maid,  when  my  lif«-blood  ii  MranmiDg, 

One  leu  to  m;  laat  moments  ^ven ; 
Like  a  star  in  thy  bine  eje  beaming, 

To  me  wore  a  foretaste  of  heaven. 

Uj  own  baiuier,  to. 


AND  YE  SHALL  WALK. 

And  je  shall  walk  in  mlk  sHire, 

And  oiler  bae  to  spare, 
Qin  je  consent  to  be  mj  brida, 

Nor  think  on  Dooald  mair. 
"  O  wha  wad  bnj  a  silken  gown, 

Wi'  a  pair  broken  heart  ? 
Or  what's  to  me  a  eiUer  crown, 

Qia  frae  mj  love  I  part  ?" 

And  fe&c 
I  wadna  walk  in  ulk  attva. 

Nor  braid  wi*  sems  my  hair, 
Qin  ha  wboao  futh  ia  pledged  wi'  mino 

Wen  .wnnged  and  grieTinje  air. 
Frae  in&nej  be  loved  me  still. 

And  still  my  heart  dull  prove. 
How  neel  it  can  those  lowi  tuiel, 

Whioh  first  rppud  his  lore. 

1  wodna  walk,  ka. 


THE  QRAVESEND  8TOAUEB. 

Too'te  of  a  Putney  pMtT  heard. 

And  ihote  who  Woofwich  joys  preterr'd  j 

Bat  norr  111  tell  jon  what  occorr'd 

Abo«rd  B  Qr»Te«and  Steamer. 
Not  like  tboM  relgar  cluips  I'd  be, 
Wot  never  Tentored  oat  to  «■  ; 
A  change  of  air,  all  did  agree, 
Hod  fit  and  proper  mu  for  me : 
So  I  one  dar.  with  Mrs.  Brown, 
KoKtlT'd  to  Wye  the  amoky  t«wa  ; 
And  Sunday  after  we  went  down 

Aboard  of  a  QrHTesend  Steamer, 

!; 

anything  but  gay" 
Aboard  a  Qraveund  Steamer. 

Hut  vra  might  be  at  no  eipeuae, 
Ve  took  onr  own  prowiiions  theore. 
And  tbU  yoa'll  own  poortray'd  onr  Benis, 

Aboard  a  OiBvesend  Steamer. 
Bat  Ksrcely  bad  we  reach'd  Blackwall, 
Whea  tbere  came  on  a  precioos  sqasU, 
And  that  oh%ed  09  one  and  all 
Td  crowd  into  a,  cabin  anull ; 
To  find  a  eeat  in  Tun  I  aearch'd, 
A  aoore  were  on  the  table  perch'd, 
Who  KHin  wore  floor'd — 'canw  we  were  lanthM 
.   Aboard,  ba. 
I  didn't  longer  there  remain. 

So  iiiiickly  got  on  deck  again 

Aboard  a  Qiaveaend  Staamar. 
I  wondar'd,  bnt  I  oonldn't  tell 
Wot  did  the  wenel  n  propel ; 


9o,  looking  dDrrn  a  kind  of  weU, 
Right  thro'  aignng  the  coals  I  fell ; 
Was  laagh'd  and  jeer'd  at  by  the  crew, 
My  clot&s  were  wringing  wet  all  through. 


TTiB  Yind  and  vaves  npset  m 
I  djdnl  tcel  eiaotlj  right 

Aboard  a  Graveaend  Steamer, 
For  ach  a  lot  of  eggs  and  bam 
At  breakfast  I  oontriy'd  to  cram. 
With  mm  and  brand;  each  a  dram  ; 

1  needed  no  emetic  pill, 

It  baffled  all  the  doctor's  skill. 

For,  oh !  1  was  so  shocking  ill, 

Aboard,  &fc 
I  wasn't  qnite  mpelf ,  it's  clear. 
Until  we  got  to  GraTesend  pier, 
Bat  more  disasters  met  here, ' 

Aboard  a  Gravesend  Steamer. 
For  crowding  tbro'  to  leare  the  boat, 
I  lost  mj  hat  and  half  mj  coat ; 
My  wifa,  who  did  upon  m©  donl. 


And  Mrs.  B again  thej  found, 

Bat  I  grieve  to  saj— she  wasn't  drown'd, 

Aboard,  Aed> 

That  Mrs.  B- might  go  on  shore, 

The  Captain  lent  her,  from  the  sloro, 
A  aaiJor's  dress— and  that  she  wore 

To  leave  the  Graveaend  Steamer. 
Tlie  town  was  full  of  vmlgnr  bop. 
And  flU  that  sober  men  anooja, 
Ne\t  Windmill-hill  our  steps  employj. 
For  that's  the  »pot  wot  I  enjojs. 


Wfth  Mri.  B I  aid  condole  ; 

Saya  I,  onr  didiea  nil  seem  wbole, 
Bot  1  fonnd  out  wittlta  all  were  stole 

Aboard,  las. 


Aboard  a  Grareseod  Stenn 


When  we  arrived  in  town 
Oar  lodgers  they  had  ran 
And  left  three  quarters'  r 


"e  m^'d. 


d  England  for  evBr  bIi 

Ho'  fonK,  dngle-handed,  has  long  been  Tiotoiioni, 
_ThB  friend  of  the  snflBring — the  pride  ot  the  brsva  ■ 
)  ever  been  gtoiion*, 
-homa  of  the  alaie. 


Thj  stnttgles,  privaUona,  haro  ever  been  glorious, 
The  birai-pUce  of  liberty,-  ■" '  "      "- 


ea,  there'i  ■  spirit  within  thee  procUimiiig, 
btait  of  miifortiine  thy  stnneth  can  dii&im  ; 
bine  awn  nUiie  oak,  the  rude  Umpeat  diidaiD- 

Engund  for  ever  ehall  neathar  the  storm. 


THE  TROUBADOUR  PROM  DISTANT  IJlNa 

Fboh  distant  climes,  a  Tionbadonr, 

I  make  in  every  court  mj  stsj  ; 

'Neath  rustic  porch  and  aiUcen  dome 

I  tone  niT  merry  minstrel  lay  ; 

*    ■^        ■        delights  ■     '     " 
dgh^or 


hey  welcome  witli  soft  music's  spell 
The  Iron'--' — ' —  "^--~<--' 


'Mid  kniglits  v 
IS  Tionbadoi 
Where  nectar  brims  tbe  rosy  bowl, 

MjBoul  in  festive  glee  can  join. 
And  mellow  ev'ry  sparkling  draught. 

Like  sunshine  on  the  sparkling  rine  ; 
Bat  most  where  love  entwines  my  brow 

With  garlands  wronght  by  lady'a  hand ; 
•Neath  moonlit  boweta  you're  sure  to  find 

The  Troubadour  from  distant  land. 


FIRM  AS  OAK. 

Ob  1  firm  as  oak.  uid  free  from  oara, 

The  aailoT  holds  his  heart  at  sea, 
It  ahe  he  lores  bis  cabin  share. 


Ai  tandinneii  in  dny, 


With  »  cheeriuE  giaa, 
Aod  a  BmilmA  ^ss, 
WUle  boon  the  wind  hlawi, 
And  amooth  the  tide  flowi, 
And  Che  ihip  Bteadj  goea, 
Still  ateadj  throngii  the  bonndlaaa  deep. 
When  wiat'rj  golei  blow  bleak  ilaniuL 

In  tnrn  he  monnW  the  ohillj  deck ; 
But  watoh  lelier'd,  hia  Suun^  chaimg, 
All  Ihooghla  but  thow  of  pleunre  cheek. 
Coma  uight'i  deep,  &c 


A  QENTLEHAN  OP  THE  ARMY. 

I'H  Paddr  Whack,  of  BaUThack, 

Not  long  ago  tnm'd  aoldier  ; 
Id  gniad  attAck,  in  itorm  or  aaek, 

Nona  will  than  I  be  bolder. 
With  .piriw  nj  I  moroh  awaj, 

I  pleaaa  each  fair  beholder  ; 
And  now  the;  nag,  be'i  quite  the  tbing, 

Och !  what  aiJOTialeoldier, 
And  then  je  ohzib,  vt  beat  of  drum, 

To  ne  me  la  the  annr. 
Bob  a  dnb  dnb,  and  pilli  U  loo. 
Whack  !  &1  de  lal  la,  and  trilli  1i  loo,       * 
I  laugh  and  ring  Ood  blen  the  Qoaeu, 

Knee  I're  been  in  the  armj. 
The  Iota  of  girla  mj  train  unfurls, 

Woald  form  a  pWant  party  ; 
niare'a  Eittj  Lrncb,  a  ttdv  wench, 

And  Buke  aod  Pw  Ml&rtfaj  g 


And  Mttrl^aeiaggii, bu stoim ms  ; 
And  Hon*  Hagee  ia  after  me. 
Since  I^  been  in  the  arm/. 


The  SaHies  and  Pallis^  the  Ejttiei  and  DoUin, 

In  amnben  waold  alann  ye  ; 
E'en  Mrs.  White,  who's  lost  her  sight, 

Admim  me  in  the  ann;. 


Or  elsB  are  Terr  civiL 
ITierB's  Murphj  Roalie,  who  often  broke 

Mj  bead,  who  daresn't  dsre  me, 
Bat  bows  and  qnakes,  and  off  he  sneakl, 

cttc 

ny  friend,  sad  dbnt  offend 

itub  a  dub  dab,  fto. 

Hf  anuB  are  hrigbt,  mj  heart  is  light. 
Good  hamoar  seems  to  warm  me : 

I've  now  become,  with  erery  cham, 
A  faranrite  in  tbe  armj. 

If  I  go  on  as  I've  began, 
Mj  comrades  all  inform  me  ; 

Tlwr  aooD  shall  see  that  I  will  he 

Delightful  notion,  to  eet  promotion ! 

Then,  ladia,  how  Til  charm  je  ; 
For  tis  mr  belief,  Commander-in-Chief 

I  shsJl  be  in  the  armv  I  i 

Bob  a  dob  dub,  and  piUi  U  loo, 
Whack  1  bl  de  isl  la,  and  tiilh  li  loo, 
I  laogb  and  nng  God  bless  the  Qaeen, 

H;  cooutr;  and  the  arm;. 


THE  SAPLING  OAK. 

The  Mpling  oak  loet  in  the  dt 

■Where  tac'-" '■    ■ 

And  evVy  in_ ,__, 

Droops  hopelen  o^er  the  exluaHted  soiL 
At  length  the  woodman  cleara  around, 

Where'er  the  noiioua  thickets  spread  ; 
And  bigh  reviving  o'«r  tho  ground, 

The  forest's  monarch  lifts  its  bead. 


THINKS  I  TO  MYSELF,  THINKS  L 

Thinks  I  to  myself  thinkg  I, 

The  devil  ihontd  paoae 
To  Bharpen  bia  claws. 

'Thinks  I  to  mjselt,  ttuuki  I. 
Thinks  I  to  mjielf,  thiaks  I, 
Those  parsons  are  dey'lish  slj  i 
To  ehua  him,  they  preach. 
While  tbe;  sack  Me  a  leech, 

,  Thinka  I  lo  mj-self,  thinks  L 


Thinlta  I  to  myself,  thinks  I, 
Let  knaves  rny  song  deeiy  ; 
ni  keep  from  the  paw. 
Of  ^ysic  and  law, 

Thinks  I  to  mjself,  th 


Tbinlu  I  to  myself,  thinbi  I, 
State  jogglen  now,  good  bje, 
Ko  longer  vill  slahTSB, 
Be  govemi'd  by  knsvsa, 

-  Thiuka  I  to  mjnlf,  Ihiaks  I, 


eUlEEN  GROW  THE  EASHES,  01 

Gbeen  grow  the  rashes,  0  1 

Green  grow  the  nuhes.  0  l 

The  iweetest  hoora  that  a^  I  upend. 

Are  spent  among  the  Ussea,  0 ! 

Theie'a  non^t  bnt  care  on  ev'r;  him'. 

In  every  boor  that  passes,  O '. 
What  «ignifle«  the  life  o'  man, 
An'  twere  Da  far  the  taseaa,  0 1 
Green  grow,  &;<;. 
The  warif  race  maj  riches  chaae. 

And  richei  elill  may  flj  them,  0  ! 
An'  iho'  at  last  they  catch  them  fast. 
Their  hearta  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  0 1 
Green  grow,  fc 
Qie  me  a  canny  honr  at  e'en. 

My  arms  abont  mr  dearie,  0  ! 

An'  warly  cares,  an  watly  men, 

Hay  a'  gae  tapsalteerie,  O  '. 

Green  grow,  ko. 
For  yoD  ue  danse,  ye  sneer  at  this, 

Ye're  uoaght  bat  senEelcsi  asset,  O  t 
The  wiaeat  man  the  world  e'er  saw 
He  dearl;  lov'd  the  lasaea,  O '. 

Green  gri3W,  &«. 
Aald  Natnre  iweais,  the  lovely  dear* ' 

Her  noblest  work  she  claasea,  0 1 

Her  'prentice  han'  die  tried  od  man, 

AaH  theo  die  made  the  lanae,  0  ! 

Qntagfmr,  Ac 


AGAIN  THB  BALMY  ZEPHfR. 

Aquh  the  balmj  lephjr  blows, 

Fregh  vardnre  decks  the  grore, 
Each  bird  witl*»anial  rapture  glow*, 

And  tunes  his  iiol«9  to  love. 
Ye  gentle  worblen  hither  flj, 

Juxd  nhnn  tte  noontide  heM  j 
Mt  ahraba  a  cooling  ishade  mpplj, 

Hj  gTOTQB  A  safe  retreat. 


HOW  HAPPY  COULD  I  B£. 

How  happf  coald  I  be  with  either, 
Were  t'other  dear  charmer  away  ; 

Bnt  while  joa  thaa  leaie  ue  together, 
To  neither  one  word  can  I  aay. 


THE  COOK  SHOP. 

I  KNEW  bj  the  amobe  that  >o  greaaefullj  cnrl'd, 
From  a  kitchen  below  that  a  cook-shop  was  near, 

And  I  aaid  if  a  gorge's  to  be  found  in  the  world, 
The  man  that  is  hungry  might  bofe  foi  it  here. 


in  this  snug  little  box  would  I 
""  ""lat  waalOTeljlo  nose  ai 
beat,  a  turkej  and  dune, 

' '  '  "  ■  >w  calm  coul 

Sf'i}'  plate,  Sus. 


With  a  iwit  that  was  lorel; 

With  a  sirloin  of  beef,  a  turkoT -, 

How  blws'd  could  I  lire,  and  how  calm  could 


Bj  tbo  nda  of  jon  duKtman  iriuMft  black  mafilfla  dip, 
Id  the  gash  of  the  gnvr  so  nreet  to  recline, 

And  to  know  u  I  gobbrd  it  down  mtb  mj  lip, 
That  it  De'er  had  beco  gobbled  bj  any  but  mine. 
Er'ty  plate,  Itc 


DEEPLY  STILL 
Dbgflt  Etill,  withont  a  motion, 
Ldefl  the  boflom  of  the  deep  ; 
While  each  bteei«  that  roamE  the  ocean, 

On  it<  §arface  Beems  to  Bleep  ; 

Searcel  J  swells  a  singla  wave. 

All  is  silent  as  the  grave. 

B'lt  heaven  gpows  brighter. 

The  clonda  part  asunder, 

Lond  mormars  the  aea  breeie 

That  Blomber'd  before  ; 
The  ship  Epreads  her  piaions, 

The  billows  brealt  under 
Her  prow  as  she  passes, 
BiU,  lo  '■  'tis  the  shore. 

LOVE'S  FLOWERY  FETTERS. 


For,  ah !  to  doatiiig  lovara 
Their  rer;  chain  djacoverB 

More  jojs  than  hbertj. 
Tho'  charms  of  form  or  feawre 
Moat  fade  in  course  of  Qotnre, 

The  heart  retains  ita  bloom  ; 
And,  like  the  rose  when  dirii^Si 
In  dustr  atoms  llTiiig, 

Strike*  on  llw  wind  psrfnnw. 


VILLAGE  MAIDS. 

Whilst  with  rilla^  niBidi  I  lAittj, 
Sweetly  wean  tlie  joyous  day ; 
CbeerM  glows  m;  uttera  b»>M, 
Uild  oontODt  the  constant  gaeO. 


FOLLOW  THE  DRUM. 

TWAS  in  the  morry  month  of  May, 
When  bees  from  Qowec  to  Oower  did  hnin  ; 

Soldioia  thtourfi  tha  town  marth'd  gsj, 
The  Tillage  Sevr  to  the  soand  of  tho  drum  ' 

From  windows  kasea  loob'd  a.  acore, 

NeighboQia  met  at  every  door  ; 

Sergeant  twirl'd  his  saati  and  sloij, 

And  talk'd  of  wounds,  honour,  and  glory. 


Of  B  lonntij  life  b?d  had  et 
He'd  leave  it  all  and  follow  the  dnmt. 

He'd  leave  his  lluiishing  in  tha  l»ru. 

To  thrash  his  foes  right  sooo  he'd  Icani  ; 

With  sword  in  hand  ha  would  not  parley, 

Bat  thisah  his  foes  ioetead  of  the  Inrlo;. 

Twas  in  the  merry  month,  &c 

The  cohler  be  threw  by  his  awl. 

When  all  were  glad,  he'd  ne'er  he  glom, 

But  quick  attend  to  glory's  call, 
And  like  a  man  follow  the  driuo. 

So  more  at  home  he'd  be  a  slave, 

Bat  take  his  seat  amid  the  brave  ; 

In  bnttle's  seat  none  ifaonld  be  prouder, 

'Stekd  balls  of  wax  he'd  have  uiUa  of  powder. 

Twks  in  the  men?  mouth,  &e. 


The  toilor  he  got  off  hi*  tnees, 

And  to  the  ranlu  did  boldlj  come  ; 
He  «»id  he  ne'er  would  at  atrnfleaae, 
__Bal  follow  llie  rest,  ind  follow  the  dr 
Br  the  foai,  good  Lord ! 


When  he'd  a 

Throe  old  women— the  first  wsa  lame, 

The  second  was  blind,  and  the  third  i 
To  EtBF  behind  waa  a  buraing  ahame, 

They'd  follow  th«  meD.  and  follow  tbt 
Oar  wills  ace  good,  but  laok-a-daj. 

To  catch  the  soldiere  we  will  Irj  for  it 
For,  where  there's  a  will,  there's  always 

Well  wait  a  mile  or  two,  if  we  die  fo 
Twas  in  the  merry  mi 


Eacn  sorrow  repelling, 

Once  more  in  my  breast, 
"'   "  nake  her  dwelling, 


indj^hotl 


This  heart  been  a  etntnger. 


Still  dreads  D> 

Though  fate  lane 
In  sorrow  andi 


nd  mghl  i 
breaks  uonDdm, 
■    light- 


8AINT  PATMCK  WAS  A  GENTLEMAN. 

Sunt  Patrick  waa  &  geutlemaa,  he  came  off  decent 

In  Dubl^  towa  he  bDiIl  a  choich,  and  on  it  put  a 

Hii  father  waa'  a  Callaghan,  Lis  mother  wa  a  Budj, 
Hia  uiat  wsi  an  O'Sbaughnewj,  aod  his  ancle  wob  a 

Giadj. 
Then  loccesB  to  bold  Sauit  FaCrick'a  fist,  he  was  a 

He  gare  die  snakes  and  Cobda  a  twial,  and  baiuahed 
them  for  erer ! 

There's  not  a  mile  in  Ireland's  isle,  where  the  dlrt^ 

Where'er  ha  pat  his  dear  fore-fool  he  mtudeced  them 

The  toads  went  hop  1  the  frogs  went  flop  !  ship  duh 

And  the  beasta  committed  saicide  to  save  thcmselvea 
from  slaoghWr. 

Then  sncceis,  tic 

Nine  bnndred  thoniand  ripers  bine  he  diann'd  with 

sweet  diacoones. 
And  dioed  on  tbemot  Killaloo,  in  aonpa  and  second 

When  blind  womu,  crawling  on  the  grass,  disgasted 

all  the  nation, 
Ha  gave  them  a  rise,  and  opened  thrar  ejes  to  a  sense 

of  their  wtnntion. 

Then  snccesB,  &c. 

No  nonder  that  onr  Irish  bojs  shoold  be  so  free  and 

frisky, 
For  Saint  Patrick  wastbevarrmuiiriKiSiat  invented 

Whiakeji 


Ho  vonder  that  the  Sunt  bimeelf  to  taste  it  Bhoold  be 

willing, 
For  hifl  mother  kept  a  Hheeb&a  shop  in  the  town  of 

TimiBldllen ! 

Hen  SDCceai,  &c. 

The  WicUow  hiUi  are  veir  high,  and  m'b  the  hill  of 

Howth,  too, 
But  there's  a  hill  mocb  higher  still,  aye,  hi^ier  than 

them  both,  too ; 
Twu  on  the  top  of  Ibis  high  hill,  SsiDt  Palrick 

prBSoh'd  the  asnaeDt : 
He  drove  the  frogs  into  the  bogs,  and  bother'd  ill  tbs 

Then  soecesSi&c 


MEET  HE  m  THE  BOWER  OF  B08ES. 

VilEN  tivilight  dies  o'er  the  distant  dale, 


Andth 

Meet  me  in  a 

And  there  we  will  plight, 
B7  Ihe  bounj  starlight. 
Our  tenderest  vows 
'Neat^  the  jessominB  boogha. 
While  kis  after  kiaa 
Bhall  heiRbten  our  blin. 
Thus  in  hesTen-like  raptnie  forget  all  01 

>Vhile  Natom  in  slumber  reposes. 


REMEMBER  ME. 


I  Jonrnej  throat;h  the  norld's  wide  yrti 

Ot  wben  the  evening  ahAdows  hjute. 
When  h^h  the  pcnsiva  mooA  appears, 

And  mg^t,  with  all  her  starry  train, 
Qirea  rest  to  human  hopes  and  fears, 

Remember,  1  sloue  complain. 


midnight's  silent  hour, 

Retora  thj  siah  and  feel  j[a  power. 
Whene'er  jon  think  on  those  awaj, 

Or  when  jon  bend  the  pioos  kne«. 
Or  wbeo  jour  thoughts  tfl  pleaanrB  stray, 

O,  then,  dear  maid,  remember  me. 

THIS  IS  NO  MY  AIN  LASSIE. 


0,THiaj.nc 
Fair  Con. 

0  weel  lioD  1 
Kind  love 

i„,.i.i,™, 

is  in  her  ee. 

I  we  storm,  I  <ee  a  face. 

Ye  weel  maj  wi'  the  fairest  place  { 
It  wants  to  me  the  witching  grace, 

The  kind  love  that's  in  her  ea. 

And  lang  hsa  hnd  mj  rn_-. . 

And  sjit  charms  my  yerj  sau], 

The  kind  love  that'a  in  her  ee. 

0,  itaa  ii  DO,  la. 


Wait  but  to  whisper.  "  In  ber  bower 
Tliy  lady'B  bsaxt  doth  monm  ; 

Am  droaps  at  eie  the  folded  flower 
Until  tbe  aua'i  return," 


THE  BRIDAL  STAR. 

His  white  plnme  o'er  tlie  mnnntaiQ  sfrejt 
My  heart  throbs  with  delight, 

He  comes,  my  peerlesa  knight. 
The  bouquet  sproad  and  mosieiring 

Prom  holj  land  afar  ; 
His  Ifldy  love  shall  welcome  aing, 

And  loucb  her  gaj  guitar. 

The  banquet  spread.  Sic. 
While  songs  of  mirth  and  pastime  strain 

Are  breathing  soft  around. 
Hail,  vassals,  hail,  till  yonder  plains 

His  welcome  home  reaouod. 
I'll  deck  myself  in  all  my  beat. 

And  wear  my  bridal  etai^ 
And  now  he's  laid  hia  lance  at  rest, 

111  touch  my  gay  guitar. 

The  banquet  spread,  Ix. 


THE  DAT  RETURNS. 


Than  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide. 

Than  kingly  robea,  than  orowna  and  globes, 
Hearea  gun  me  raon — it  made  thee  mina. 


WhUe 

:  day  and  night  am  bring  delight. 

Or 

nature  anf^l  of  pl^n«  P™  I 

WhUe 

For 

the«,  and  thee  alone,  I  liief 

When 

COE 

1  that  grim  foe  of  life  heUw, 
[les  in  betvfeen  to  make  db  put ; 

The;i 

ron  hand  that  bnaka  anr  biiiid. 

It  tiieaka  m;  blisa^t  bre^  jaj  liearL 

SWEET  HOPE. 

SWEKT  hope,  then  art  a  nyet^gn  balm 

Fer  heart*  bj  Borrow  wonnded  ; 
Thj  smilea  impart  a  tender  calm. 

E'en  when  bj  Htorau  BiuToimdBd  ! 
For,  like  the  manj  tinted  bow, 

&jef  B  atmosphere  tbon  cbeeiest. 
And  darker  as  the  ahadowB  grow, 

The  brighter  thoa  appearttt 
And  thongh  bj  erery  tongne  reviled, 

As  treadKroDS,  tiUw,  deceiTing, — 
Who  hath  not  dried  his  tears,  and  aialled, 

Thj  promises  believing? 
Then  BtiL  I'll  cooit  thy  soothinp  power, 

And  thy  sweet  influence  cheruh  ; 
lo  thee  I'll  cling  in  Ufe's  last  bour, 

Nor  qnit  thee  till  I  parish. 


il  A  TOUGH,  TRUE  HEARTED  SAILOR. 


AU  nroal  die  when  fata  «hall  wHl  it, 

Eierj  bollct  hs8  its  billet. 

Man  the  boat,  bojB— Yeo,  heave  jea 
"Life's  at  best  a  sea  of  troaWe, 

He  who  fears  it  is  a  Hunce  ; 
Death,  to  me,  an  eniplj  bubble, 

I  can  never  die  hut  once. 
Blood,  it  doty  bids,  ril  spill  it. 

Yet  I  have  a  tear  for  woe ; 
Every  bullet  has  its  billet,  «c 
Shrouded  in  a  hsmmock,  glorj 

Celebrates  the  falling  brave  ; 
Oh!  bow  many,  fflnicd  in  story. 

Sleep  below,  in  ocean's  cave. 
Bring  the  can,  bojs— let  ns  till  it, 

Shall  we  shnn  the  fight  ?  oh,  no  • 
Every  ballet  has  its  billet.  Ice. 


SONS  OF  FREEDOM. 

Sons  of  freedom,  bew  my  stoty 
Mercy  well  becomes  the  brave  ; 

Humanity  is  Briton's  glory,-- 
Eitj  and  protect  the  slave ! 

Free-born  daoghtars,  viho,  powessing 
Eyes  that  oc i.~~-..w.»™. 


THE  GIRL  THAT  I  PRIZE. 
Whilst  the  votary  of  Baochna  drives  care  froi 
And  Die  ToMry  of  plwftue  detUa  all  mntionl. 


When  smiling  she  meets  me,  I  cannot  reveal, 
How  charming  she  looks,  or  what  joys  I  then  t«el ; 
While  a  blush  paints  hoc  oheeka,  and  love  brighten 


HER  MOUTH  WITH  A  SMILE. 

Her  month  mth  a  smile. 
Devoid  of  all  goile. 

Half  open  to  view 
Is  the  bnd  of  Uie  rose, 
Iq  the  morning  that  blows, 

Impearl'd  with  the  dew. 
More  fragrant  her  breatli. 
Than  the  flowei^scentfld  heath 

At  the  dawning  daj  ; 
rhe  hawthorn  in  bloom, 
The  lily's  perfume, 

Oi  the  blossoms  of  Maj. 


■    JUST  LIKE  THEE. 

Sweetest  flow'rets  bloshing  (here 
In  halmj  dew'dropa  that  thej  bear, 
Are  beaatif nl,  my  lovelj  fair. 


le  night's  calm  gleam 
i  enchanting  dream, 
iwA  liks  chee. 


So  nuj  OOT  life  be  dvnded  never. 
Till  dmlh'a  dull  nuuidiitc  bid  as  te-nr, 
IlieD  nu;  I  sink  lo  peace  for  erer, 
Jnat  like  thee. 


NO  JOY  WITHOUT  MY  LOVS. 

If  not  iTitb  lliee  I'm  blest, 

In  rain  I  twine  the  bower  ; 
If  not  to  deck  th;  breast, 

In  rain  I  wreath  Iha  flower. 
Snch  Boenea  as  tbeae  no  joja  can  prora, 
On  earth,  no  juji  without  mj  love. 
Awaken'd  bj  the  jrenial  year. 

The  woibfan  IrUl  their  Uf  ; 
The  Teid^nt  fields  bedeck'd  appear 

With  all  the  eweeta  of  May. 

Snchaeenee,  & 


01  TWINE  A  WREATH. 

Oh  !  twino  e.  wreath  of  evergreen, 

And  with  it  deck  the  brow 
Of  him  who,  'mid  life's  Taried  scene. 

Ne'er  hreaka  bifi  plighted  vow : 
Of  him,  when  forc'd  bj  honour's  call. 

In  olimes  afar  to  roam. 
Whose  aniious  Cbooghts  vrill  ever  torn 

To  bar  he  leaves  at  home. 

Oh  !  twine  a  wreath,  &c. 
How  few,  Wd  pleosnre'a  dulling  Boenes, 

Beftect  on  kindnoM  put '. 
How  few,  who  wealth  and  power  c^jtain. 

Are  faithful  to  (be  last! 


SYMPATHY. 
In  thee  I  liear  w>  dear  a  part, 

Bj  lore  so  firm  am  Ihlne, 
That  «ai^  ifFectian  of  (he  heart, 

Bj  sympathy  ia  mine. 
Wiwo  thoa  art  ^e>'d,  I  griem  nc 

My  jojs  by  thiofl  ara  kncnm  ; 
And  ey'Tf  good  thou  waold'at  pcaa 

fiecomea  m  nish  my  ami. 


RISE,  CYNTHIA,  RISE. 
Rise,  Cynthia,  rise,  the  ruddy  morn. 
On  tiptoe  stands  to  tIow  thy  face  ; 
Phcebua  by  fleetest  cooners  borne, 
Sees  none  so  fair  in  all  hia  zaee. 
The  circling  honrs  which  la.  beWnd, 
Would  draw  fresh  beauties  from  thins  G 


Amidst  the  myrtlaa  u  I  -walk,  ■ 
Lore  and  myself  Uos  enter  tdb  ; 
Ten  me,  e^  I,  jfl  deep  distiea. 
Where  I  may  find  my  ihepherdssi. 

Tell  me,  Bud  I, 


THE  DASHING  WHITE  8ERGEANI 

If  I  hnd  a  bean  for  a  soldier  woold  go, 
Du  fou  think  I'd  sar  no,  no,  no  oat  I  ; 

When  hia  red  coat  I  saw, 

Not  H  sigh  woDld  it  draw. 

But  I'd  give  him  eclflt, 

For  his  braverr. 
If  Kn  armj  of  Amaiona  e'er  came  to  pUj, 
Ab  a  dashing  White  Sergeant  I'd  march  amj. 
When  m;  soldier  vna  gone,  d'j«  think  I'd  talcs  on. 

When  I  saw  him  return. 

Crown -d  with  riototy. 
It  an  aiTOT  of  Amazons  e'er  came  to  plaj. 
As  a  dashing  White  Sergeant  I'd  march  awaj. 


HOME,  SWEET  HOME. 

'Mid  pleamres  and  palaoea  thoogh  we  maj  roam. 
Still,  ba  it  ever  «o  bamljle,  there's  no  pUcslihB  homo  [ 
A  chnrm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hHlIow  it  there, 
Which,  go  throngh  ths  world,  joo  will  not  meet  elss- 

Home,  home.  Sweet  home  1 
There  is  no  place  like  home, 
Thera  is  no  place  like  home. 
An  exile  from  home,  pleasiue  daziles  in  Tain, 
Ah  t  give  me  mj  lowlj  thatoh'd  cottage  again  ; 

The  birds  dngiDg  aweetlf,  that  caias  to  m;  call 

Give  ma  tbiam,  uia  that  peace  of  mind,  dearer  than  olL 
Home,  home,  &o. 


HE  WAS  FAMED. 

He  mi  fmm'd  for  dsedi  of  ttrnu, 

She  A  maid  of  envied  chAxms, 

Now  to  him  her  love  iinparu, 

Odb  pure  flame  pervBdes  both  beuta : 

Honour  calls  him  to  the  field, 

Love  to  conquest  now  most  yield ; 

Sweet  tnaid,  he  cries,  again  rll  coma  to  thea. 

When  the  glad  Crumpet  soTpida  a  victorj. 

Battle  now  with  farj^iow), 

Hostile  hlood  in  torrgills  flowit 

His  dutj  tells  him  to  depsit, 

She  pnet  the  hero  to  her  heart. 

And  now  the  clash  of  war's  alsrms  I 

Sweet  maid,  he  cries,  again  I'll  come  to  thsa, 

When  the  giad  trumpet  sonnda  a  viotorr. 

He  with  love  and  conqnest  bums. 

Both  gnbdue  liis  mind^;  turns. 

Death  the  soldier  now  enthrals! 

With  his  wounds  the  hero  fallal 

She,  diftdaining  war's  alarms, 

Ku^'d  and  caught  him  in  her  ama  1 


SWEET  KITTT  CLOTEB. 

Sweet  EitCj  Claver,  ihs  6othen  me  *o. 

Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  I 
Her  eheeks  ua  red,  and  Toand,  and  fat. 
Like  pulpit  cnahioii,  and  redder  than  that 
Ob,  iwset  Kittj  Clonr,  ehe  botban  me  i^  fte. 


Hj  Kittj  iti  figure  is  nther  low, 

Oh,  oh,  Saj. 
She's  three  feet  high,  &nd  that  I  priie, 


' 

■ 

Oh,  TO 

eet  Kilty  Cloror.  &c 

Where  Kiltj  dwel 

One  moon-Iieht  a 
TTirooghthe^oU 

IsIlnsDratogo, 

Oh,oh.toi. 
igbt,ahme,whatbns9! 
of  the  window  I  gBve  her  a  ki>i^ 
Oh.  sweet  Kittj  Clover,  ta. 

If  Kitty  t( 

.  kirk  <TOdd  with 

"ee«. 

Oh,  oh,  kc 
I  think  I  should  iiever  be  wretched  agun. 

If  after  the  panon  she'd  say  ■ ■  Amen, 

Oh,  sweet  Kitty  Cloyer,  &c 


NOT  A  DRUM  WAS  HEARD. 

Not  b  dnmi  was  beard,  not  ■  fonraal  note, 

As  hiB  cone  to  the  ramparts  we  homed  ; 
Not  B  soldier  discharg'd  a  farewell  shot. 

O'er  the  grave  where  our  hero  was  buried. 
We  buried  him  darkly  at  de»l  of  night, 

The  turf  with  our  hajonets  turning. 
By  Ibe  straggiiDg  moon-bcaDis*  mbty  light. 

And  onr  lantema  dimly  bnraii^ 
Tew  tead.  short  were  Ibe  piajers  we  aud. 

And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow  ; 
But  we  steadfastly  gazed  on  the  face  of  the  dead. 

And  we  bitterly  thongbt  on  the  morrow. 
No  uselos  coffin  confined  hia  breast. 


That  the  toe  BDd  the  stittiigerTrou&  tread  o'er tia hud. 

And  we  fcr  »w»j  on  the  billow. 
LightW  thejll  talk  of  ths  spirit  that'a  gone. 

And  o'er  his  coid  uhes  nphraid  him  ; 
£nt  nothing  hfi^il  r^ck  if  ihej  let  him  iieep  ou, 

In  the  grave  where  a  Bit  ton  liaa  laid  him. 
Bat  half  onr  heavj  task  vma  done, 

'When  the  clock  told  the  hour  for  retiring  ; 
And  we  henrd  b;  the  diaUot  and  laodom  gas. 

That  tha  foe  waa  anllenl;  filing. 
Slowl;  and  sadlr  ne  laid  him.down, 

Fcom  the  field  of  hig  fame  fregh  and  got;  ; 
We  canr'd  not  a  line,  we  rais'd  not  a  ttone. 

Bat  we  left  him  alone  in  hia  gioij. 


MAY  HE  WHO  WANTS  GRATITUDE. 


To  this  motto  with  firmness  nnceagit^  I'll  bead, 
Mb;  he  wlia  wanta  gralitoda  e'er  want  a  trieod. 
Here  rfrt  in  my  bosom,  and  nerar  depart, 
Qire  Bool  to  each  feeling  and  warmth  to  mt  heart ; 
While  (he  cherinh'd  reflection  with  life  shall  bnt  end. 
Ha;  he  wbo  wants  gratitude  e'er  want  a  Mend. 

TOGETHEH  LET  US  RANGE  THE  FIELDS. 

ToaaniBB  let  ta  range  ths  fieldi. 

Empearl'd  with  rooming  dew  s 
Or  view  the  &aiti  the  vinejard  neldi^ 

Or  the  apples'  clustering  bou^ 


There  in  clow  embower'd  ihadea, 
Inipervioiis  to  the  noon-tide  nj  ; 

Bj  tinkling  ril!«  on  rosy  beds. 
Well  love  the  Eultr;  hooia  atnj. 


OH,  WHAT  A  MONSTROUS  GAY  DAT. 

Oh,  what  a  monrtioM  gaj  day  I 
Smooth  ii  the  path  tflat  vaa  nm^ ! 

My  hjrd  ho  will  marry  my  lady, 
And  then  he'll  be  bappy  enough  1 

Smooth  is  the  path,  Im, 

Lorenia  will  wed  Leonora ! 
Dear,  how  they'll  all  bill  and  coo  ; 

Then  I  shall  get  msmed  to  Flora, 

Smooth  is  the  path,  &c 


BOBBER'S  GLEE. 


We  spring  npon  him  to  supply, 

What  men  unto  our  wanU  deny. 

And  so  springs  he. 


WATERS  OF  ELLE  t 

WiiEBS  (rf  Elle  I  thy  limpid  streams  are  flowing. 
Smooth  and  nntroabled  o'er  the  fiowery  rale, 

On  thy  green  banks  once  mote  the  wild  nne  blowing, 
Cheeta  the  yooi^spiing  and  losnta  the  passing  ^Ck 


WHEEE-S  THE  HEART. 

Wbr&e's  the  heart  go  cold, 

Thj  birf  could  not  awaken. 
Hear  thy  Atorj  told, 

Nor  feel  ita  pulses  eJiskeD. 
When  Bmid  the  string! 

Thy  magio  flneers  atrajing. 
If  that  thou  hadat  bat  mngs 

We'd  think  an  aogel  playing. 


DEAR  OBJEtrr  OF  DEFEATED  OABE. 

Dear  object  of  defeated  cue 

ThoDgh  now  of  lore  and  tbae  bereft ; 
To  reconcile  me  with  deipair, 

Thine  image  and  thv  teen  ai«  left, 
l^s  said,  nrit^  Borrow  time  can  cope. 

But  thai  I  feel  can  ne'er  be  Ime  ; 
For  b;  the  i^oath-blow  of  mj  hope, 

M  J  memoi;  immottal  grew. 


MY  GACNTLETB  DOWN. 


Yob  !  Ihon  iihaU  be  my  polar  (tar. 
O'er  TDnth'a  b«vi]deniig  tide, 

To  Unda  of  promised  bliss  abr, 
Uj  brigbt  md  beanuug  gnide. 

Uf  gauntlet's  down,  fto. 


WEEP  FOB  THE  HEIRES8. 

Weep  for  the  htiress  of  the  lales. 

The  brighteat  gem  that  ever  shone ; 
Oh,  loudly  raise  tbe  earonach, — 
Halvioa,  fair,  is  lost  and  gone ! 


Joy  has^  nith  her^  torsi 
Malvioa,  dear,  ig  lost 


HE'8  THE  MAN  TO  WIN  THE  DAT, 

When  a  trembling  lovec  dies, 
With  a  heart  bninfal  of  woe, 

Stands  aloof  and  when  he  ^^, 
What  he  naata  won't  let  ua  knoK  t 
Let  him  go,  let  him  go. 
Women  are  not  conqoered  so. 


Bnt  the  joatli  trho  boldly  speeds, 

like  a,  hero  to  the  ftar, 
Speaks  bis  mind,  and  wheD  be  plea 

Will  Oot  let  ns  unnrer  nay. 

Let  him  stay,  let  him  stw,  ■ 

He's  tlw  man  t«  trin  tbe  dq- 


MY  HEAET8  MY  OWN.      " 

Hi  heart'!  mj  own,  mj  will  it  ties, 

And  H>  Bhilt  be  my  rdce  ; 
No  mortal  man  shall  wed  with  xae, 

TOl  flnt  he'a  made  my  choice. 
Let  parente  Tole,  err  Natore'fi  laws,. 

And  children  still  obey, 
And  ia  then  then  do  aaviog  cUue, 

Apioit  tTmuuo  sin  J  F 


THE  INDIAN  DBUM. 
Hahk  !  tiB  the  IndiBa-dmm  ! 
The  -woods  and  rocki  arannd 
Elcho  the  warlike  Kmnd ! 


WHERE  THE  BEE  SUCKS. 


Then  I  conoh  nhen  onla  do  crj ; 

On  a  bafa  back  do  I  Aj, 

After  Bonset,  merriir. 

Merrilj,  merrily  ehsll  I  lira  mm. 

Underlie  hloaiom  that  hangi  on  the  bough. 


TO  TEE  OLD— LONG  LIFE. 
To  tin  oUl — loof  lite  and  tieamre, 


>ui — long  lit 

theyoang — aJlhE . 

To  the  fair— their  face. 


FUDDLE  THV  N08E. 

Merrilt,  mcrrilr  push  rotind  the  glaw, 

And  merrilj  troll  the  gko; 
For  be  who  won't  drink  till  he  wink  a  SD  i 

8d,  neighboar,  I  drink  to  thee. 

Meirilt,  merrilj'  fuddle  tliy  noie, 

UntU  it  right  imj  ghsU  be : 
*For  ft  jelly  r«d  do«,  T  speak  onder  the  roH 
la  a  ligii  ol  good  companj. 


BEAUTY  AND  WINE. 

Bmsk  wine  and  lovely  women  ai 
Tbe  source  Dfall  oar  joys, 
A  brimmer  loflKns  eyery  care, 
And  beantj  never  cloys  ; 
Then  let  ns  drink,  and  let  ui  Id^ 
While  yet  oor  heana  are  gay, 

A«  btoiaings  night  and  day. 
SEA-GIBT  EiSTGLAND. 


^.        If  be  true,— 

When  yonr  realm  is  Iroly  blese'd, 

lis  when  a  monarch's  lore  for  yoD 
Ii  by  yonr  loyalty  eonfesa'd.  . 


ANNA,  THY  CHARMS. 

AMm,  Ihj  channs  mj  bosom  fires. 
And  waste  mj  eonl  with  care  ; 


Yet  in  tiiy  preeence,  lovelj  fair, 
To  bopa  mHj  be  foi:giv'n  < 

For  rare  'twere  impious  to  deipwr, 
80  mach  in  ngbt  of  Uear'n. 


HONEST  NATURE  ANSWERS,  Na 

What  ia  Ioti 

en  call , 

ir  faahion  ? 


Sage  advisers  ca 
Canltr       '    '      ' 


Honest  Nati 
Woe  ones,  cease,  in  vain  jour  preaching. 
Can  I  profit  b^  jonr  teachiiig  ? 


THE  HARDY  SAILOR. 
Thb  hardy  sailor  braves  the  ocean. 


To  dread  of  fojmgn  foes  a  straoger, 
Thongb  tbejMDth  can,  dauntless,  roam. 

Alarming  fears  paint  everj  danger, 
la  a,  rival  left  at  home. 

Hie  hard;  iniloi,  &o. 


BY  SILVER  STREAMS. 

Bt  bIvpt  Btreuiu  and  tuneful  grove, 
Oh,  give  my  peaoefnl  steps  to  idtb  ; 
To  hsant  the  brink  of  UinklinK  lilli, 
The  flowt'j  valea,  or  ilopina  hills. 
Far,  for,  ^m  aH  I  fear  oi  We, 
FVom  splendid  life's  delosive  state. 
Splendour  cankar'd  with  (Ustrem, 
Onudenr  luiz'd  with  liltlenees. 


GIVE  ME  LIFE-a  LARGEST  CUP. 


Pleasure,  snch  aa  lore  iiupirns, 
Meldng  jojB  and  warm  desires. 
Eeep,  Oh  !  keep  it  raaniDg  o'er. 


LORD  ULLIN"3  DAUGHTER. 

A  CHiBPiKN,  to  the  HighlandB  Ijound, 
Cries, "  Boatnuui,  do  not  taiTj  ! 

And  I'll  gjv«  thee  a  ailrer  poaiid. 
To  row  u»  o'er  the  terry.''— 


id  KonaJ  WU- ,-  - 

O,  I'm  the  chief  of  Ulra's  isle. 

And  Ghifl  Lord  Ullin's  dan^litei'. 
"  And  &*t  before  iter  f ntbBr'i  men, 

Throe  dsyi  we'Ts  fled  together  f 
For  should  he  find  m  in  the^lan, 

M J  blood  woald  ataln  the  heather. 
"  Hia  honemea  hard  behind  ni  ride, 

Shouldlhey  oar  sl^ps  discoTer, 
Then  who  would  cheer  mj  bonny  bride. 

Whan  they  hsra  slain  tier  lover  ?" 
Oat  moke  the  hardr  Highland  wight, 

"  111  go,  my  chief— I'm  ready  :— 
It  is  not  for  ymr  silTer  bright  i 

Bat  for  yonr  winsome  lady: 
"  And,  by  my  word  1  -the  bonny  bird 

In  daneer  ahall  not  tarry  ; 
So,  thoaglk  the  watsb  are  rBgtng  kUIcl 

ITil  row  yon  o'er  the  ferry !" 


B;  thii  Uie  ttoao  grew  land  apkce, 
lie  mitCT-wnJth  vita  Bhrietdng  ; 

Add  in  tbe  scowl  of  heaven,  each  foc« 
Grew  dark  ai  the;  were  apeaking. 

But  rtill  as  wilder  Idew  the  wind. 
And  M  the  night  gnw  drearer, 

Adown  the  gloD  rode  armed  men, 
nidr  trampling  sonuded  nearar. — 

"Oh !  haste  thee,  haits !"  the  lad;  eri«^ 

*'  Thon^  tempests  loond  ni  gather, 
111  meet  the  nging  of  the  skjei, 

Bnt  not  an  angr;  father.'" 

niB  boat  has  left  a  stormj  land, 

A  stormj  sea  before  her, — 
When,  oh !  too  strong  for  baman  hand. 

The  tempeat  gMher'd  o'er  her. 

And  still  thev  rot 

Of  waten  ^st 

Lord  UUin  reacb'd 


waten  ^st  prevuling : 
UUin  reacb'd  that  fatal  diore, 
wrath  nas  changed  to  wailing. 


For  sore  disCoayed,  throogh  storm  «nd  shads, 

His  child  he  did  discover  : 
One  lorely  arm  she  stretch'd  for  aid. 


"  AcroB  this  storm  vwater : 
And  III  torgire  jonr  Highland  chief, 
Hf  danghter! — obi  my  danghterl" 

TnaB  rain— the  load  warea  laah'd  the  ihore, 

Setom  or  aid  prerenting  : 
The  water*  wild  went  o'ernia  child — 


And  bs  was  left  lamenting. 


YOUNG  LOCHINVAR. 

Ob,  f  oanK  LochinTar  {■  eome  out  of  the  west '. 
Throngh  all  the  wide  border  his  stsed  was  the  best ; 
And  mre  his  good  hroad-Bword  he  weapon  bid  none. 
He  rode  all  aoarraMf  and  he  rode  all  alone ! 
So  futhf Hi  in  love,  and  so  dannlless  in  war, 
There  never  was  knight  like  the  jonng  Lochinxar  ! 

J  staid  not  for  brake. 

1  swam  the  Eak  rive        ...     

It,  ere  he  alighted  at  Nelherby  gate, 
le  bride  had  consented,  the  gallant  can 


So  boldly  he  entered  the  Netherbj  hall, 
'Mongbride'smen,and  kinsmen,  and  br<ilhev,aodall! 
Then  apoke  tlie  bride's  father  his  band  on  his  sword. 
For  the  poor  craven  bridegroom  said  never  A  word — 
"  O  come  ye  in  peace  or  come  jon  in  war, 
Or  to  dance  at  oar  bridal  ?  joong  Lord  Lochinvar!" 

f  I  long  woo'd  jour  danghter,  my  aait  yon  denied ; 
Love  swells  like  the  Solway.  but  ebbs  like  its  tide  • 
Arid  now  am  1  come,  with  this  lost  love  of  mine, 
To  lead  but  ooe  meaanre,  drink  one  cnp  of  wine  I 
There  be  maidens  in  Scotland,  more  lovely  br  far 
That  would  gladly  be  bride  tc  the  young  Lochinvar  t" 

The  bride  kisa'd  the  goblet ;  the  knight  took 


He  took  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mother  could  bar — 
"Now  tread  we  a  measure  1"  said  the  yonng  Lochinvai. 


Wliile  ber  mother  did  fret,  and  her  father  did  fmue. 
And  the  bridegrDom  itood  dAzigling  his  bonneC  and 

piome, 
And  the  bnde-mBjdeiia  irhiBper'cl,  "Twere  batter  bj  Iat 
To  hare  nutcb'il  oor  bir  condn  with  jonng  Lodiitivar ! 
One  tonch  to  ber  hand,  end  one  nord  in  her  ear. 
Whan  they  leacVd  the  hall  door  and  the  charger 

So  light  to  the  croupe  the  fur  lady  be  swong, 

So  li^t  on  the  saddle  l>ef  oie  ber  he  apmng '. 

"  She  i>  won  1  we  are  gone  over  bank,  bosh,  and  acaoi ; 

Tbejll  have  fleet  steeds  liiiX  follow !"  qnoth  jooug 

Iiocbinvar. 
There  was  monsting  'mong  Graames  of  the  Netherb? 

clan  ;  [ran  ; 

Fosters,  Fenwioks,  and  MtugrsTes,  they  rodeand  they 
There  waa  racing,  and  chasing  on  Cannobie  Lea, 
But  the  ftst  bride  of  Nelherl^  ne'er  did  Ihej  see  ( 
So  daring  in  love,  and  so  danntlees  in  war. 
Have  yon  e'er  heardof  a  gallant  like  yoong  Locbinrar  ! 


THE  DRUNKEIf  SAILORa. 


chapel  TO" 

Three  dmnken  sailors  reel'd  in  at  the  door ; 
His  reverence  twigg'd  them — baited  fresh  toa  trap — 
"  New  converta  for  Old  Nick  and  Co.  to  nap  1" 
The  poor  pew- opener,  too,  a  grave  old  woman. 
Poor  I  did  I  say  ?    Oh  I  how  I  wrong'd  the  race— 
His  hononr  told  me  she  was  rich — ab,  rich  in  grace- 

Tbis  poor  pen-Dpsuer  tboagb,  thinldiig  right, 
As  soon  aa  Xeptane'a  aons  jq^pew'd  in  sight. 


,  ipenM,  uid faarmiiid  dill ' 

"  Ye  Ticked  men,  conceiv'd  &nd  bom  in 
The  giqiel  gitc*  ve  open — enter  in  ; 
Coma  and  be  nved,  je  fallen  sons  of  Adam  :" 
AC  which  they  &11  roar'd  oal — "  Oh  dftm'me,  nudnm, 
VouT  Jawing  Uckle'a  at  iCi  proper  pitch, 
Co<De  out,  yon  d— d  old  iwab-fec'd  noisy  witdi. 
Go  haog  joonelf,  jou  aqosUing'  cU — 
What  hambcg  rig  is  this  that  now  joo're  at  ? 
Words  like  these,  ntter'd  in  a  uilor'a  nolc. 
Soon  reaohed  the  mau  in  block  nbo  pieach'd  brroto  ; 
And  he,  tbo*  a  Disienter,  ii  what  I  would  remark, 
Being  no  oovice,  beokon'd  to  his  clerk, 
Told  the  amen-man  what  to  aaj  and  do— 
luuDodlatel;  he  leaves  his  pew. 
Goes  to  the  nilois  to  do  u  he  wae  bid  ; 
Oat  hauls  hta  "baoco  box,  with—"  Dam'me,  take  a 

quidi 
MTiat  pheer  mj  thnadering  bocks  ?  how  are  JO  all  P 
Come  in  mj  lads,  aDdgirejonr  nas  an  orerhaol!" 
The  sailors  roU'd  thrar  qni<^  and  tnm'd  their  eyes. 
And  riew'd  their  benefactor  with  mrprise  ; 
Swore  he  wu  a  heartj  fellow— "  D—n  their  souls  >" 
So  in  the;  slanering  want— dieek  bj  jonl. 
Found  a  mag  mrth,  and  stow'd  themselves  awaj, 
To  hear  what  Master  Blacker  had  to  shj. 
Hij  reverence  preaoh'd,  and  groan'd,  and  preaob'd 

AB,  says  m;  storf,  it  was  not  in  vain  ; 

The  plan  succeeding  vriiich  Ihej  had  concsrted, 

Tbej  went  in  sinners,  and  came  out  canvened. 


THE  FIELD  OP  WATERLOO. 

Stop  ;— for  thj  tread  is  on  an  Empire's  dual  T 
An  earthquake's  spdl  is  eepolBhred  below ! 
la  the  spot  nurk'd  with  no  colossal  Iniat, 
Not  column  tcophicd  for  triompiial  show? 


None  ;  bot  the  miHBl^  truth  tells  aimpler  bo. 
is  the  groonii  was  Wore  (hos  lot  it  be. — 
How  that  red  rain  hath  made  the  harvest  grow, 
And  is  this  oil  the  world  hath  gun^d  bj  ibe^^ 
l}ioa  fiiBt  and  last  of  fields,  king-making  Victin;  t 
There  was  a  BOimd  of  reYelr7  hi  night, 
And  Belgium's  capital  bad  gathor'd  then 
Her  beaut;  and  her  chindrj,  and  bright 
The  lanipa  ahone  o''er  fair  women  and  brave  men  ; 
A  thoiuand  bearta  beat  happil;  ;  and  when 

Soft  eyes  look'd  love  to  ejes  which  spake  again. 
And  ful  went  merry  as  a  coarriage-bell  ;— 
Bat  hash  I    haik  !    a  deep  eound  strikes  like  a  rmne 
knell! 
Did  Toa  not  h&ritP — Ha;  'twaa  bat  the  wind, 

On  with  the  dance  I  let  joj  be  uooonfin'd  ; 

No  sleep  till  mom,  when  youth  and  pleaaore  meet. 

To  chase  the  glowing  honra  with  fljiog  feet — 

As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat ; 
And  Dearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  before  \ 

Arm !  arm  1  it  is '. — it  is !  the  cannon's  op'ning  roar  I 
Wilbia  a  window'd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
Bate  Brunswick's  fated  chieftain  ;  he  did  beat 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festiral. 

,  And  caught  its  tone  with  Deatb'e  prophetic  ear|^ 
And  when  the;  smiled  becauBO  hedeem'd  it  nea^ 
His  heart  more  traly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  Btretch'd  hia  father  on  a  blood;  bier, 
And  roas'd  the  venieance  blood  alone  could  quell : 

He  rush'd  into  the  lield,  and,  foretaost  fighting,  fell '. 
Ah !  then  and  theie  was  hunring  to  and  fro. 
And  gathering  tears  and  tremhltngs  of  diatresa, 
And  cbeeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blnsh'd  at  the  pnuse  of  th«r  own  loreliDsn  ; 


And  there  wu  ludden  porting^  |pch  as  prrn 
Ths  life  from  ant  jonsg  heart*,  mi  chokine  agbs 
Wliich  ne'er  might  be  repented  ;  who  caold  gaeat 
If  ever  more  ahoold  meet  thou  mutiul  ejes, 
Siace  upou  uigbl  bo  meet  Bach  swf  al  mom  could  liie? 
Atid  there  wai  moonting  in  hot  baste ;  the  steed. 
The  mastering  Bqoadron.  uid  the  clatleriTig  car, 


Wont  ponring  forwird  with  impelnous  Bpeed, 
^      ■       ■    ■■       »ak.ofw 

r,  the  beat  of  the  idaniimg  drmn 


id  .mrihl)  forming 


peal  on  ^eal  afar 


And  wild  and  hi^  the  "  Cameron's  galhering"  roK ! 
The  wai^note  of  Lochiel,  which  Albjn's  hilG 
Hate  heard,  and  beaid  too  have  her  Saxon  foes : 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  tbrills, 
Savage  and  shrili  !  but  with  the  breath  which  fllla 
Their  moontain  pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineen 
With  their  fierce  native  daring,  which  inWillB 
The  Btirringmemor;  of  a  thoo^and  years ; 
Vnd  Evtta'a,  Donald'a  fame  rings  in  each  clanaman'a 


Which  now  beneath  them,  bat  abovB  shall  grow 
In  its  next  verdiire :  when  thia  flerj  mass 
Of  living  wloor,  rolling  on  the  foe 
And  baming  with  high  hope,  shall  moolder  cold  and 


The  iBiduigbt  Mnght  the  a/pai 


The  (hnnilw^ek 

Tbe  euth  i>  MTer'd  tMck  with  other  clar. 

Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover— h«&p'd  attd  peat, 

ffider  and  horse, — friend,  toe, — in  one  red  bariaJ  Uent; 


THE  SEVEN  AGES  OF  WOMAN. 

The  world')  a  atage — and  man  has  seven  cgea. 
So  Shskapeare  nritea,  king  of  dismstic  sages  ; 
But  he  forgot  to  tell  you  in  hia  plan, 
That  Woman  playa  her  pan  as  weU  as  Man. 

First,  how  her  infant  heart  with  triamph  swelb, 
When  the  red  coral  slh^es  its  aQver  belis  ! 

« in  leading  strings' 
NeM,  little  Nm,  in  pin-a-fore  so  trim, 
With  noise  so  nobi — with  mamma  so  prim — 
" ■--II  jou  all  she's  (—'-■ "— 


Li^  as  she  grasps  the  allotted  bread  and  batbiT ; 

Type  of  her  sex — who,  though  no  longer  young, 

Holds  every  thing  wilh  ease,  except  the  tocgm. 

A  School  Girl  then,  she  curls  her  hair  in  papers, 
And  mimics  Father's  gost  and  Mother's  vapaim ; 
I'rajnplfis  alike  on  costom  and  on  toes. 
And  whispere  all  she  huantoail  slie  knovs: 
^  Betty,"  she  cries,  '^  it  comes  into  my  head, 
Old  maids  grow  cross  because  their  cats  are  dead ; 
Hj  goveraQ?^  bos  been  in  eucli  a  fuss, 
About  the  death  of  our  old  tabby  puss  ; 
She  wears  black  stockings — ha  !  aa. !— what  a  poller, 
'Caose  one  old  cat's  in  mourning  for  another!' 
The  child  of  nature — free  from  pride  and  pomp, 
And  sure  to  please,  though  aotbiag  but  a  totnp. 


Next  riper  Hira,  who,  nfttiiTe  more  durlningf 
Now  finds  lomB  tmcts  aF  art  afe  intarpoting  ; 
And  viCh  blue  laughing  ejea  behind  her  fan, 
First  acta  her  put  with  that  great  aotor, — Uui ! 


I  ogliDR  Tain  Coqoette, 
1003  in  her  si' 


Catching  nule  godgenns  in . 

All  things  ravera'd^^he  neck  cropt  dose  a|id  bars, 
Scarce  feels  the  incnmbrBiiae  of  a  mugle  hur  : 
Whilst  the  thicb  forehead  treaua,  friuled  fall, 
Rival  the  tnfted  lock*  that  grace  the  bolL 


A.  thoosand  card^  a  thousand  iors  ^teud, 

'^-■-  -'  ■•  -tot  upon  a  card  depend  ? 

in  Ihp  mom  claim  nftj  pounds. 


For  what  may  not  npon  a 

Though  jnilioo  inlhp  Dion  .  , , 

Five  hundred  won  nt  night  m&j  heal  the  wounds 


Now  aheH  match  half  a  glance  at  opera,  ball, 
A  meteoj  tnw'd  bj  none,  tfioagh  seen  bj  all  i 
Till  Bpousj  finds,  while  aniiona  to  immure  her, 
A  patent  coffin  onl;  can  secure  her ! 

At  lait  the  Dowager,  in  andent  floances, 
With  annfF  and  apectaeles,  thil  age  denoDnces. 
And  thna  she  montliiea : — 

(tpea)u  like  an  old  looman) 
"  How  bold  and  forward  each  jDong  flirt  appears  ; 
Courtship  in  mj  time  laaEed  Aeren  long  years  ; 
Now  seven  little  months  suffice  of  course. 
For  courting,  marrjiog,  scolding,  and  divorce. 
What  with  their  trussM-up  shapeu  and  ptintaloons. 
Dress  occupies  the  whole  of  hooej-moans. 
They  say  we  have  no  souls— hut  what  more  odd  is, 
Nor  men,  dot  women,  now  have  any  bodies. 
When  I  was  ynmg,  my  heart  was  always  tender. 
And  would  to  Bv'Ty  spouse  1  had  surr^itder  ; 
Tlieir  wishes  to  rpfose  I  never  dnrst. 
And  my  fourth  died  as  happy  as  mj  first." 


Truce  to  such  ipleDelic  and  nah  dmigiu, 
And  let  na  mingle  candoor  nith  our  liuea. 
In  all  the  sUgee  of  doraestic  lite, 
A«  chad,  as  siBler,  parent,  friend,  and  wife  } 
Woman,  the  source  of  every  fond  emploj, 
Softens  affliction,  and  enlivens  joj. 
What  is  jour  boast,  male  rnlen  irf  the  land  ? 
How  cold  and  cheerlem  all  yon  can  CODDUUnd  ; 
Yarn  jouT  ambition — vain  jonr  wealth  and  power. 
Unless  kind  woman  share  your  raptor'd  boor  ! 
Unless,  'dtdat  all  the  glare  of  pageant  art. 
She  adds  her  amila,  and  triumphs  in  your  heart. 


HOHENLINDEN. 


And  dark  as  winter  was  the  flow 

Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 
But  Linden  saw  another  sight, 
Wben  the  dmm  beat,  at  dead  of  night. 
CcaamaadiDE  fires  of  death  to  light 

The  darkness  of  her  scenery. 
By  torch  and  tmmpet  fast  arrayed, 
Each  horseman  drew  hii  hattle-blade. 
And  fnrioaa  erarj  charger  aeighed. 

To  join  the  dreadfu!  level^. 
Then  shook  the  hills  with  thnndsr  riren, 
Then  mehed  the  steeds  to  battle  driven, 
And  louder  than  the  bolts  of  heaven. 

Far  flashed  tlie  red  artillery. 
And  redder  jet  those  fires  shall  glow, 
On  Linden's  hills  of  blood-staiuBi  snow, 
And  darker  yet  shall  be  the  flow 

Of  laev,  rolling  mptdly. 


Can  pierce  the  war-donds,  rolling  dnn. 
Where  tnrioiu  Frank  uid  fterr  Has, 

ahont  in  theii  inlphnrooi  oanopj. 
The  combM  deepmiB.    On,  je  brave, 
Who  rmh  to  glo^,  or  the  grave  ! 
WvK,  Mam<£,  sil  thy  bannen  nave ! 

And  charge  with  all  thj  chlvahy  ! 
Ah '.  ten  shall  part  where  mas;  meet ', 
The  anow  shall  be  their  winding  aheet. 
And  ei —  '""■ "■  --■-  '— 


THE  TORTOISE-SHELL  TOM-CAT. 
Ob,  what  a  ator;  Che  papers  have  been  telling  as, 

About  a  little  animal  of  mightj  price. 
And  who  eTBrthoughtbnt  an  Auctioneer  of  BEllin^ua, 

FornearthreehandredvellDwbojs,atiBp  for  mice  ; 
Of  ita  beaatiea  and  its  qnalities,  no  donbt  he  told  them 

But  tor  me,  I  shoold  have  noon  have  bought  a  cat  of 

I  wonldn't  give  for  all  the  cats  in  Christendom  bo  raat 

[n  from  the  catacombs  or  Cstalini'a  c»- 


By  Tom  ontdone. 

As  joa  ^lall  hear. 
— WeTl  suppose  Mr.  CaVs-eye,  tlie  Ano- 
his  catalogue  in  one  hand,  and  a  ham- 
ler  like  a  Calapulla  in  the  other,  mouDtsd  in  tUe 

'  Hem  I  Led*  and  Gomroea — Cata  are  of  two  dis- 
nctioDB:  Thomas  and  T^bb;^ — 'Hiii.iiot  thefomter 


tnant;  moDopDliied  Ijj  a  mots !  Look  at  him,  ladies ! 
what  a  magnificent  monsar !  meek  thongh  maaeuIinB ! 
Tbe  corioos  t'oncatenBtion  of  colour  in  tnat  CM,  calls 
Categorically  foTjoTa  best  bidding.  Place  &  proper 
price  npon  poor  Pussej  !  consult  jouc  feline  bosoms, 
and  bid  me  knock  hjoi  domi. 

ij  '^trtoiae-^ 

Next  I  iball  tell  ye,  the  a 

ThCTemulonr'-'---' 

Tom  thonght  tl 
crown'd  hi_.. 
And  kisa'd,  carea'd,  and  dandled  him  jiLSt-  like  a 
chiJd: 
Lad;  Bettj  Longwaiit,  and  Mrs.  Mortlu  Gridiin. 
Prim  PoUf  Possey-lovE,  Miss  Scratch,  and  Biddj  Tms- 

kin. 
Solemn  Sallj  Soliu,  who  tc  no  man  yes  had  «ver  mid. 
Killing  Kitty  Crookedlegs,  and  neat  Hiss  Nelly  Ne- 

Crowding,  sqneenng,  nodding,  bidding,  each  for  Pou 

Have  Tom  they  woold. 

By  all  that's  good. 

As  yon  Bhall  bBar. , 

[Spoken  in  dW'ermt  vincel.]—Irith  Ladu—Ocli, 

the  dear  enter,  how  beantifal  be  looks  when  he  shuts 

birtyee  !  beautiftil  indeed  I     Hs'd  even  lure  the  mice 

Auctioneer. — Fottj-five  guineas  in  twenty  places-^ 
iy    difftirent    Xodiei.— Mity-five!— Serentyl— 
Eighty  •— liinety  !— 

AuctimKO-.—Oo  on,  Ladies;  nobody  bid  more? 
It's  enough  to  make  a  Cat'sweor  to  think  he  ahonld 
ED  for  so  Ihtle.  If  the  Coimtees  of  Catamamu  was 
heie,  she'd  ontbid  ye  alL    Him  Qiimalkin,  you  ore  a 


wa 


bid  hU  day.  .   ._,^ 

Auctioneer.—Thaiik  je,  LaJj  Lettj, — Take  a  long, 
]a*t  lingBring  iMik,  Ladies,  what  awondor!  TSb 
onlj  Tortoise-shell  Tom  the  world  ever  witnessed  1 
See  haw  he  twists  bis  toll,  and  wuhee  his  whuken  1 
Tom,  Tom,  Tom !  (Cat  mewB.)  How  niiiaicBll;  and 
divinel J  be  mewi,  Ladies? — Onehnndred  andieTsntj 

Auctioneer. — Thank  7on,  Miss  Tabby,  jaa'Tl  not  be 
made  a  cst^a  paw  of,  depend  on  it — (lAoiea  taa^.) 
GUd  to  hear  Toa  langh,  Ladies :  I  see  how  tlu  Cat 
jumps  now  ;  Totnioy'*  going. 


Now  londer  and  Planner  the  competition  growing, 
Pohteaess  nearly  banish'd  in  the  grand  fracas. 

TS™  hundred— two  hundred  and  thiitj'- three  ( 

Gone ! — Nerer  cat  of  Tblons  met  with  Bach  eciai : 

Naj  nine  or  ten  fine  gentlemen  wore  in  the  fashion 
caught  as  well 

As  ladies  in  the  bidding  for  this  purring  piece  of  Tor- 

Tba  bnjer  bore  bim  off  in  triumph,  after  all  the  fun 
And  bells  mhg  as  if  Wbittington  had  been  Lord  Ml^or 
Mice  and  rats  fiung  up  their  bal^  for  jo;  that  cats  so 
And  moose-trap  maken  rais'd  the  price  fnll  cent  per 


SPEECH  OF  CATILINE 


BiNisHED  froDi  Rome  l  what^B  bamBhed  but  let  free 
From  d«i]y  contact  of  the  tilings  I  loathe  ? 
"Tried  snd  convicted  traitor  !'— Who  snya  this  ? 
Wholl  prOTB  it,  St  Jm  peril,  on  m j  head  ? 
Banished  ?— I  thank  jou  fort.    It  breaks  mj  chain ! 
1  held  laute  alack  allegiance  till  this  hoar— 
But  710I0  my  Bword'a  mj  otro.    Smile  on,  my  lords  ; 
I  Kora  to  connt  what  feelings,  withered  hopes, 

I  have  withia  my  heart's  hot  coU>  ehol  op. 


re  you  in  your  laiy^ignities 


Bat  here  I    . 

Hatred  and  full  defiance  in  your  iaie. 

Yoor  Consul's  mercifnL     For  this  all  thanks. 

He  dara  not  touch  s  hair  of  Catiline. 

'Traitorrigo— hat  Ii-efum.    This— trial! 

Hero  1  devote  yoor  senate  !     I've  had  wrongs. 

To  stir  a  fererin  the  blood  of  age! 

Or  make  the  infant's nnaw  itrongas  steel. 

This  day's  the  Wrth  of  sorrows !— This  hour's  norit 

Will  breed  proscriptions. — Look  to  jonr  hearths,  my 

For  there  heoceforth  shall  ait,  for  household  ^ods, 
Shapes  hot  from  Tartarus ! — all  shames  and  cmnes ; — 
Wan  Treachery,  with  his  thirsty  da^er  drawn  ; 
Suspieion,  poisoning  his  brother's  cup  i 
Naked  Rebellion,  with  the  torch  and  axe. 
Making  his  wild  sport  of  yonr  blazing  Ihroaes  ; 
rai  Atmrchy  comes  down  on  yon  lite  night, 
And  Massacre  seals  Home's  eterca)  grave. 


WHERE'S  THE  POKEB. 

The  poker  loit,  poor  Siuan  Etorm'd, 
And  all  ths  rights  of  lags  perfonn'd : 
Ai  Moldiu,  rajing,  swearing,  awsating, 
Abnaing;,  ndgetini;,  and  fictline  ; 
"  Notbiog  bat  vil&Q  J  and  thienng '. 
Onod  heaven  what  a  world  we  hve  in ! 
If  I  dont  find  it  in  Iha  momiog, 
m  jnrely  give  mv  master  warning. 
H^  better  tar  shnt  np  hia  doora, 
Than  keep  Hoch  good-for-noUiing  w- — B  ; 

We  nrtiiQiiA  bodies  cannot  thrive  ! " 
Well  may  poor  Snsan  grant  and  groan, 
MirfOrtanes  nerer  come  alone, 
Bat  tread  each  other's  heels  in  throngg. 
For  the  next  dav  she  lost  the  tonga  ; 
The  9Blt-boi,  Callander,  and  grate, 
Soon  shared  the  same  untimely  iaAe. 
In  vain  she  rails  and  wages  epeat 

"There'd  been,"  she  swore,  "  some  devil  or  witch  in 

Torobandplanderall  thekiichen!" 

One  ni^ht  uie  to  her  chamlier  crept. 

Where  for  some  time  she  had  cot  slept — 

Curse  on  the  anthor  of  these  wrongs  \ 

Id  her  own  bed  she  found  the  tongs  ! 

And  there,  good  lack,  the  fonad  the  poker! 
With  salt-box,  pepper-box,  and  kettle. 
And  all  the  culinary  mctaL 

Be  waru'd,  ye  fair,  by  Susan's  crosses, 
Keep  chaste,  and  guard  youreelves  from  losses. 
For  if  young  girls  deliEht  in  kissing, 


THE  CHOICE  OP  A  WIFE  BY  CHEESE. 


oltell. 

Tbf^e  Auten  three,  divinely  fair, 
Shaw'd  Pimlico  their  tend'rest  eare  : 
For  each  vaa  elegantly  bred. 
And  Jill  wete  rutEch  incIinM  to  wed  ; 
And  all  made  Pimlico  their  choice, 
And  prais'd  him  with  their  sweeteot  voica. 
Yoang  Pim,  the  saUant  and  the  ga;, 
Like  aaa  divided 'tween  the  haj, 
At  last  lesclv'd  to  gain  his  ease. 
And  choose  his  wife  bj  eating  cheese. 
He  wrote  his  caid,  he  eeal'd  it  np. 
And  said  that  night  with  them  he'd  BUp  ; 
Desir'd  that  tkeri;  might  only  be 
Good  Cheshire  cheese,  and  bnt  them  three  j 
He  wae  reaoly'd  to  crown  his  life, 
And  bj  that  rneong  to  fin  his  wife. 
The  girls  were  pleaa'd  M  his  conceit ; 
Each  dressM  herself  divinely  neat ; 
With  faces  fall  of  peace  and  plenty, 

For  mietj  Nancy,  Betsey,  Sallj, 
Were  sweet  as  lilies  of  the  yalley ; 
But  singly,  surely  bniom  Bet 
'  Was  hks  new  haj  and  mignionette. 
Bet  each  BarpauM  a  poet%  fancy. 
For  that,  of  tmth,  was  said  of  Nancy  ; 
And  as  for  Sal,  she  was  a  Donna, 
As  fur  as  those  of  old  Cretona, 
Who  to  Apelles  lent  their  faces. 
To  make  up  Madam  Helen'.a  graces. 


When  ov^  n 

Cat  of  the  oheae  to  trj  bar  ibttane. 

Toiliswl 

And  Bat,  to „ , 

Cot,  and  than  thiew  nrnj  Uw  rind  ; 
Wlula  prndcDt  Samh,  aar*  to  pleiMi 
like  a  dean  nuidan,  sei^M  Uka  diesa 
Thi»  done,  young  Pimlico  replied — 
"  Sally,  I  DOW  declare  tnj  bnde ; 
With  Nan  I  caji't  ffij  welfare  pat, 
¥or  Ahe  haK  proved  a  dirtj  alnt : 
And  Betsj  wlio  ha*  pax'd  the  rind, 
Wonld  give  mj  fartoue  to  the  wind  ; 
3tUlv  the  happj  medium  choae, 
And  I  with  SaJlr  will  repose  : 
She's  prodent,  cWanl;  ;  and  the  man 
Who  ttiea  on  a  nuptial  plan 
Can  never  err,  if  he  will  ehoose 
A  wife  bj  Ghaeae — b^ore  ha  tiea  the  noi 


JACK  OAKHAM  AT  THE  PLAY. 

'  JiCE  Oaliham  wai  a  aeaniaa  good, 

Afl  ever  atood  tA  gun ; 
And  when  on  ahnni  waa  alwaja  fint. 

To  join  a  bit  of  fon. 
One  night  near  Pinnoath  Dock  he  Btroll'd ; 

A  play  bill  caught  hia  eve, 
By  which  "  The  Tampeat    waa  announced 

In  tettem  three  feet  high. 

To  join  the  folki  wan  williog,  ' 

So  fllmijiht  h '  —    '•" 

For  vSich 


'•If 
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The  eartBJD  row — the  jjlay  conunoncod, 

Wilh  thander.  lightning,  rain  ; 
T^e  vessel,  viOi  &  horrid  craah, 

Wm  instant  rent  in  twain. 
ITiat  moment  all  the  gallerj  prop* 

Garo  WSJ  in  «allBii  fit, 
And  shower'd  down  the  motlej  crew 

Bight  headlong  in  the  pit,  _ 
San  Jack,  "  If  this  be  plar,  mj  lads. 

It  m«  be  fun  for  aught  I  know, 

But  d— n  me  if  1  like  it." 
Mext  year  in  London  Jack  arriy'd. 

To  make  a  few  weeks  stay, 
And  BtroU'd  to  Drory's  lofty  waUa— 

"The  Tempeit"  was  the  play. 
Bat  slily  ID  the  pit  he  got, 

'—2r  folly. 


Aodfarremo-'dtro 
Determined  to  be , 

mdangi^a  shore, 
joUy. 

Boon  a,  tha  well  km 
And  ligblninga  rei 

He  twisted  round,  w 
Andupward-atun 

™h^8kies, 
ith  canning  lear, 

"Hold bard  aloft,  yt 

I  like  these  jovial 

Mind  what  yoQ'raal 

,n  jolly  dogs, 
,raa  shilling  iwal 

THE  PILQBIMS  AND  THE  PEAS. 

A  BB*CE  of  sinners  for  no  good, 

Were  order'd  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  shnne, 
Who  at  Loretto  dwelt,  io  wax,  stone,  wood, 

And  in  »  (wT  white  wig  look'd  wondrous  An*. 


ih  BOmething  in  their  shoes  much  nonalhaug 
In  ahort,  their  toes  so  gently  to  amuse, 
Die  priest  bad  ordei'd  giBaa  into  their  sboeSi 
A  nostrum,  fnmous  in  old  Popish  times, 
For  purifpng  souls  that  stunk  of  orima : 

A  sort  of  apostolic  salt. 

Which  Popish  parsDua  for  its  pow«r  eulC, 
For  keeping  souls  of  sinneis  sweet, 
Jitst  as  aur\itcheu  salt  keeps  meab 
The  knaves  set  off  th«  self-same  daj. 


Tho  other  limp'd,  as  if  he  had  heon  shot. 
One  saw  the  Virgin  Boan—peecavi  cried— 

Had  his  seal  white-washM  over  all  so  clerer  ; 
^en  home  auaio  he  nimlilj  hied. 

Made  fit,  with  saints  above,  to  Ii?e  for  ever. 
In  coming  back,  howeTer,  let  me  say, 
He  met  liis  brother  rogoe,  abonl  half  vraj— 
Hobbling  with  ant- stretch'd  bom,  and  beuiUngknee^ 
Damning  the  souls  and  bodies  of  the  peaa  ; 
His  eyes  in  tears,  his  cheeks  and  brow  in  sweat, 
Deep  BTmpatbizing  with  his  groaning  feeL 
"  Ko-x  now  ?"  the  light-toed,  while-washad  pilgrim 

"  Yon  laiy  lubber  1" 
"Odds  cune  it!"  cried  the  other,  "'tianojoke — 
Mj  feet,  once  hard  as  any  rock 

Are  now  aa  soft  as  blubber. 
■'  Excuse  me,  Virgin  Mar;',  that  1  swear- 
As  for  Loretto  1  shall  not  get  there  i 
N<t !  to  the  devil  my  sinfuTsoul  must  go. 
For  dam'me  if  I  hA'nt  lort  ovVy  toe. 


"  Bnt,  brother  anoei,  piitj  explain 
How  'tis  that  JOQ  are  not  in  pun  ; 

What  pow'r  hatli  work'd  a  wonder  for  Ihy  toet 
Whilst  I,  joal  like  a  snail  am  crawling, 
Now  swearing,  now  on  s^nta  devoutly  liawling, 

Whilst  not  B  raaeal  oomes'to  ease  my  woea  ; 
How  ist  that  you  can  like  a  grejhoQnd  go. 

Merry  as  if  that  nonght  had  happened— bnm  ji 
*^  Why,^  cried  the  otheTf  grinning,  "  yoa  most  hni 

That  jnrt  before  I  mntor'd  on  my  journey, 

To  mlk  B  little  more  at  ease, 

J  took  the  liberty  to  boil  my  peas." 


TBB  BTERLASTINQ  BREECHES. 
It  chanc'd  on  a  time  that  an  Irieh  dear  honey, 
Whohad  jast  received  a  small  trifle  of  money: 
Took  it  into  hie  head  to  dispoee  of  his  riches, 
la  what  he  mocb  wanted,  a  good  pair  of  breeches ! 


His  parse  staffd  nith  chink,  andhisheart  full  of  glee, 
Pat  soon  found  a  shop  to  his  mind,  d'ye  see  ? 
On  a  prime  piece  of  staff  now  bis  eyes  quickly  casting 
And  asking  the  name,  he  was  told  "  ei>erlaiting .'" 


WEDLOCK  13  A  TICKLISH  THING, 
Wedlock  is  a  ticklish  thing. 

Hey  merrily  bo,  and  ho  merrily  hey  ; 
And  will  joy  or  sorrow  bring, 
Hey  merrily  ho,  hey  ho  I 


40J 

^DOien]— Will  jonUke  awalli  this  niDraing,  tay 
Iocs?  Y<a,  mjdear.  Thenyonliadbetterpntonjoar 
clogs,  mj  ohicken,  tor  tear  of  catching  cold.  And 
pn;  do  yon  pat  on  joor  great  coat,  lest  Ton  might  in- 
cTBBse  yooT  cpOjeh.    Thank  ^jdq,  my  darling,  for  jour 

nillt  on  Ampitead  Eath.  Vhj  as  aoon  aa  them  'ers 
iiticheckgseads  i]itheiriiemenBionB,aad8Dou.  Dont 
fonut  to  hsye  tonsn  and  each  like  things,  to  make  It 
loot  all  the  world  as  though  it  wur  a  little  caatlo.  I 
Ton't,  I  ton't !  and  111  have  a  wonindcr  in  front,  that 

SI  ma;  look  at  the  folk  go  np  and  down  on  a  Snn- 
j  artemoon.    Can't  we  cover  the  front  with  sheila 
to  make  it  look  like  a.  like  a — 1  know,  a  emintage  jon 
means.    Yes,  mj  dear.     So  vb  vill,  m;  duck.    Ob,' 
Wedlock's  jojs  are  soft  and  sweet, 

llej  menil;  ho,  and  ho  merrily  hey ! 
When  fond  hearts  in  nnioa  meet, 
Hey  merrily  ho,  hey  ho ! 


Take  a  pern)  1>ehind  the  u 
Ho  terrible  ho,  hey  ho  1 
What  aha  proposes,  be  it  good  or  bad, 
He  (UU  oppoaes  till  he  driies  her  mad. 
Spoken} — Do  jon  dine  at  home  to-day,  rir  ?    I 
cant  teU,  ma'am.     What  shall  I  nroiide  ?    What  yon 
like.    Would  yon  likea  roasted  diicken?    Yenknow 
t  don't  like  roasted  chicken.    Well,  boiled  then  P 
Wone  and  worn.     What  will  Ton  hare  then  ?    No- 


till  then.     No.    Wbty  veil,  sir,  then  yon  will  let 
parish  with  cold.    TTiat  I'm  aora  yon  i 
are  alrays  in  ot  valer.    O,   I  vkih  yoa 


Enrself  like  a  lady, 
sir,  then  yon  will    . .  — 
ith  cold,    tliat  I'm  aora  yon  Tont,  for  yon 


Mgae  joo.    Tbtu 
Wedlock  is  a  dretdfnl  itsU, 

Ha  teirible  hej,  and  he;  terrible  ba  1 
When  cold  bearU  ue  joiaed  bj  &le, 

Ho  terrible  ho,  hey  ho '. 


THE  PAT  ACTOR  AND  THE  RUSTia 

inDiMAL  WoIm;  vaa  a  man 
f  Hn  nnbonnded  stom&ch,  ShakspeAre  sarV' 
*    Meaning,  (in  uelaphor,)  for  evei  pnffiDg, 
>  Bwell  beyond  hia  size  and  span  ; 

But  had  he  seen  a  plajer  in  our  dap 
nicling  PalsUff  without  atuHing, 
Ho  would  have  owned  that  Wobey^A  bulk  ideal 

~       n  the  bonnda 


Eq^uallednL 

This  actor's  belt  surrouuds, 
Vhidi  IB,  momoTer,  all  alive  and  real 
Hiia  player,  when  the  peace  enabled  shoals 

Of  onrodd  flsbeg 
To  Tiait  erery  clime  between  the  poles. 
Swam  with  the  stream,  a  histrionic  Kisken, 

Although  his  wishes 
Must  not,  in  this  proceedings  bo  nu^talcen  ; 
For  he  went  out  professional! j,— bent 

In  this  moat  laudable  emplor 

He  found  himself  at  Lifie  one  afternoon, 
'  And,  that  he  mi^t  the  breeze  enjoy, 

And  catch  a  peep  at  the  ascending  moan. 
Out  of  tbe  town  he  took  a  stioll. 
Refreshing  in  the  fields  l^is  soul, 
With  sight  of  streams,  and  trees,  and  snowy  fleeeen, 
^ongbts  of  crowded  hooiea  and  neir  pieuee. 


On  which  he  gnied  dwWL, 

Pulled  oat  hii  wiitch,  mi  criad— "  P«t  nina. 
Why,  ■ooiida,  tliST  ahnt  the  fjatei  at  ten."— 

Biclnnn]  hs  tnm'd  hia  Maps  iuiUnter, 
Stumping  ilooe  with  might  and  main  ; 
And,  though  'ia  pl&in 

He  couldnt  gRllop,  trot,  or  canter, 

glioM  who  hid  Ken  him  vmdd  eoufeaa  it)  be 
Mched  well  for  ona  of  inch  obedtj. 
Ejeiag  his  watch,  and  oov  hia  foreherul  mopping^ 

He  puffed  and  blav  along  the  road,  ' 
Afraid  of  melting,  more  afr&iil  of  stopping, 
When  in  his  path  he  met  a  clown 
Retnming  from  the  town. 
Tell  me,"  he  panted,  in  a  thawing  state, 
"  Dost  think  I  can  ^et  in  friend,  at  the  gate  ?" 

"Get  in  ["raphed  the  hesitating  loSi, 
Meaenring  with  hu  eve  our  bnlkj  wight, 
"  Vihj—jea,  Sir,— I  iould  think  jou  might, 
"  A  load  of  ha;  went  in  thi>  ^ternoon. 


NAPOLEON  AT  THE  KKEMLIN. 

SeRPLt  (hadow'd  bj  the  night. 
On  the  plnlform-'^towar  he  alandi ; 

And  bis  lonel;  boor  is  bright 
With  the  dream  of  conqnei'd  tandi. 
Where  hia  chosen  bands  hnie  striTsn  i 

Where  hia  plumed  host  appeua, 

And  its  soaring  eagle  bean 

Itt  boast  of  blood  and  tears 
Unto  beaTBU  1 


Hngh'd  in  ailent-oiidiught  sleep 

The  atj  lies  below  ; 
And  the  mUeh-call  houw  and  deep, 

Ai  be  peeeth  to  uid  fro. 


nth  jean  Ol  danger  bought, 
uHth  the  wine-capV  mnton  poira 
To  m;  hardj  leteniiB  taught 
Deedi  of  riot — rapine — shame  > 
HsTB  thej  bade  f on  flune*  ariga 
To  tell  the  crimson  skies 
ITiat  tbe  statu  of  outrage  lies 


To  loare  the  ahnddeiiaK  eu ... 
With  the  termrs  of  t£eir  blaia  t 
Like  a  flag  of  war  nnfurl'd, 

Dolh  Tou  flood  of  radiance  flow 

Prom  our  «mji  P" — "  imader,— no  ! 

"TU  ■  beacon-ffre,  whose  glow 
Cheers  tbe  world  !"— 

"  La  1  its  tarj  rageth  hi^ier, 

Colamn'd  upvnrd  to  the  skj. 
Like  that  pjiamid  <rf  fire 
Gleaming  of  old,  on  high 
To  guide  tbe  people  of  the  Lord.— 
Soldlm  of  Fame  1  come  foHb, — 
Ln  the  Empr«a  of  the  North 
Mote  yonr  wlour's  daring  worth. 


'*  Tear  down  each  amokiug  wiUl 
Of  her  d%y  doom'd  w  aa»th ; 

Ere  her  tmren  oiuided  ItU, 
lie  braralj  esrtb'd  beneUb, 
Where  her  bolw&Ai  dAikl;  nod '." 

— "  Inyadsr  1  »Uj  thj  hand, — 

Those  mightr  flames  sra  [uia'd 

Bj  timpairiolto!  the  land, 
And  their  God  ! 

"  The  aulphtirooiB  smoke  pooTB  down 

To  mock  the  conqaaror'i  flight— 
Flsmea  gather  like  a  crow.1 

KouDd  Ihe  Kremlin's  aacred  height  ;- 

Invader !  thos  shalt  Bud, 
That  before  the  blaang  war 
Of  Ton  atim«  that  elied  afar 
Thdr  Eloriooa  light— th;  ttar 

HaU  declined  1" 


THE  LAND  OF  MY  BIRTH. 
DBAS  Cambria  I  I  lore  thee,  thf  TiiJea  and  th;  moim- 

And  beantj  and  grandeur  proolajra  thee  their  home ; 
Whilst  dark  floniiiE  itreami  and  cirMaUiz'd  foantaina. 

O'er  UuF  fertilii'd  hoaom  delightfully  roam. 
Bat  loTeher  thao  all  are  thj  beaatifnl  daiuhters, 

WhoBB  amilea  are  like  sunbeama  that  gladden  the 

eartb :  [watera, 

Those  lonna  are  more  fair  than  the  njmpbs  of  the 

Thej  Uea  and  adorn  thee,  lov'd  Land  of  my  Birth. 

Dear  Cambria  !  I  lore  thee,  the  home  of  m;  tathen. 
Whom  liberty  honoor'd  as  chiefs  in  ber  caniss  ; 

Though  hoarj  destmction  uovr  mleatij  f^athera 
-Arcrund  the  grey  relica  that  apeak  tiieir  applana: 


And  ijinpitlij  niisea  with  lean  of  nfFeetimi, 

A  liiitinK  memorLil  of  inaniM  worth, 
To  thote  who  •belter  from  iword  and  mbjeetion, 

E'en  djing  defended  tfaee,  Land  of  mj  Binh. 
Dear  CambrU !  I  lore  thee,  long  famed  in  thj  giarj. 

And  forthcKnning  agca  shall  cueriah  thy  (une  i 
Tbe  deeds  of  thy  heroes  unrivalled  in  atory. 

With  trophies  immorUl  now  blazon  thj  nune. 
No  more  maj  fierce  war's  bloodj  Irompel  aound  o'er 
thee,  [mirth ; 

Be  thj  battle  hjmng  changed  for  the  ■Dthenu  of 
Ubj  tbe  wine  of  the  bard  have  no  canae  to  deplore  lhe<^ 

Bat  pesos  ever  amile  on  thee,  Lsnd  of  nqr  Birth. 


NUMBER  ONE. 


But  me  baa  got  a  beau : 
For  love  goes  calling  up  and  down, 

rm  Bare  he  baa  been  ask'd  eaoogh 

To  call  at  Number  One. 
I'm  sick  of  all  the  double  kiiocki 

That  come  to  Number  Foot  i 
At  Number  Three  I  often  see, 

A  lover  at  the  door. 
And  one  in  blue  st  Number  Two, 

Calls  dailj  like  a  dun  ; 


Miie  Bell.  I  hear,  has  got  a  dear 

Eisctl  J  to  her  mind, 
BjsittiDg  SI  the  Hindow  pane 

WIthoutabit  of  blind. 


Bat  I  Id  in  the  Biilcon  j. 
Which  she  hu  never  don 


!t  arts  Ihut  Ihrive  at  Nnmber  Fl*e, 
Dont  take  at  Nomber  One. 

Tis  hard  with  plenty  in  tbe  nreet, 

And  plentj  passing  bj — 
Tbere'i  nice  young  men  at  Nombei  Tea, 

But  onlj  rathe.-  >h,. 
And  Mn.  Smith,  acroH  the  w»J, 

Has  But  a  groimi-iin  son  : 


At  Nnmber  Seven  there  wai  ■  sals 

The  goodi  had  quite  a  rxn  ; 
And  here  I've  got  mj  angle  lot, 

On  hand  at  Namter  One. 
Uj  mother  often  aits  M  work, 

And  tallu  of  propa  and  bIajs  ; 
And  nlul  a  comfort  I  shall  be 

In  ber  declining  d»yi 
The  verj  oaids  about  the  honae. 

The  iweetheari!  all  belong  to  than 
That  call  at  Number  One. 


.    .  Fndaj  aftemoon. 
Young  Mr.  Long  came  kindly  in. 


Vnf  told 


le  PhcBnix 
We  cannot  always  have  a  floi 
On  fire  at  Nmaher  One. 


I'm  mre  white  ntin  made  her  look 

Ai  brown  u  aoj  bnn  ; 
Bat  9vEa  boint;  dmx  no  chimceT 

1  think  at  X^imbei  One. 
At  NnmlKT  Six,  they  laj  Misa  Kow 

Hai  slain  a  H»re  of  heftita  ; 
Aod  Capid  for  her  sake  has  been 

Qnite  prodigal  of  darts. 
TIm.  tmp  they  show  with  bended  bow, 

I  wish  he  had  a  gun  j 

'-"-'-■ —«  deign 

c- 

It>  Terr  hard,  and  so  it  is, 

To  hve  in  such  a.  row  ; 
And  bere'a  a  ballad-mnger  come, 

To  aggravBte  mj  woe. 
O  take  away  your  foolish  song, 

Th«e  is  nae  lock  abont  the  bouM, 
1  know  at  Number  One. 


I'M  A  MERRY  PARISH  BEADLE. 

God  save  the  Qneen ! 
I'm  a  meny  pariah  beadle. 
To  chnrdi  I  bring 

The  little  ts^ed  boys  ; 
The  bells  I  nn^, 
To  call  to  ehorch  all  nghteons  people. 


At  aver;  mOrj  party, 
With  apirita  gsj  and  heartj, 
I  there  rejoice  iriCh  heart  and  ynice. 
Qod  aave  the  Qoeen  1 
Spoken.^  I'm  not  oua  of  jour  laij,  foalisli  officen, 
who  mlk  about  doin^  nottiiiig ;  do,  do,  I  fills  my 
hqfiikid  eaimxKity  ai  it  on^t  to  be  fill'd  i  beouuel 
coneiden  aa  noff  I  npreflrmU  her  Maj?«tj,  and  tfaore- 
fbre  ihcmld  alwaje  act  with  beiionuiig  dignity !    I  ne- 
ver objeeti  to  a  fee,  whan  it'e  a  good  ODS  ',  I  uerer 
takes  np  any  parBon  but  when  I  expect  to  gat  eome- 
thing  Iff  it :  1  never  dacKoes  aa  invitation  to  a  parish 

And  when  in  mj  campacily, 

I  nprraant  her  M^ast;, 
With  heart  and  voice  I  do  rejoice, 


Till  my  deaith  1  aliall  be  loiat, 

I'U  feut,  eiog,  and  drink, 
Ab  beadlai  ought  to  do : 
God  aare  the  Queen ! 
For  she  is  1117  miHtres  lojal, 

God  save  the  tjaeen'. 
And  bleaa  bar  Bubjects,  too. 
To  ev'rj  pariah  diouer 
111  go,  as  I'm  a  sisner  ; 
111  gone  the  beet  of  puddum. 
But  thoj  TRUMt  be  f^ooii  uni. 
Both  beil'd  and  roaat  I'll  taste,  then  toast 
Ood  save  the  Qaeon  ! 
Spoken.^    Oh  jee,  oh  jee,  oh  vea !     Lost  a  cltJirch- 
tcardei'i  appetite,  supposed  to  have  been  taken  from 
him  bj  an  over  gorge  M  the  last  parish  dinner.    Who- 
ever haa  found  the  soma,  and  wilt  return  it  safe  and 
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Kmcd  to  the  dwiwt,  will  ba  handumelr  rewarded. 
N.  B.  If  not  retnmed  mthin  a  fortnight  preriout  to 
the  next  fem .-    .       - 


Vj  Toung  wonun^  what  do  ;ou  do  here  ? 
Idea't  kDOB-.    Vhj  don't  jon  go  home  ?— AcansB 
I've  got  none.— Well,  go  to  joor  mother's. — I  hHteo't 
got  one. — Qo  to  70111  father,  theo. — I've  not  got  a  fa- 
ther.—Go  tfl  joor  brolher'»  or  sister's,  theo-^I've  not 
got  >DT. — Well,  CO  aod  get  your  dinner.— I  haven't 
got  a  dinner.— Wfut,  got  no  father,  no  mother,  no 
■istert,  no  brothen,  no  home,  and  no  dinner  ?     Here 
take  tliii  half-crown,  ud  get  oat  of  the  pariah  then. 
So  when  in  my  eantpaeity, 
I  represent  her  Majem, 
With  heart  and  voice  I  do  rejinca, 
God  save  the  Qoeea  I 


THE  MAIL  COACIL 

CoUE  listen  to  mj  starf : 
Now  seated  in  m  j  glory, 

Wb  malie  no  longer  stay ; 
A  bottle  of  good  sherry 
Has  made  ns  all  qnile  merry 
Let  Morans  rule  the  day : 
We  hearty  all  and  well  are, 
Drive  to  die  White  Horse  Cellar, 

Get  a  soact  before  we  go— 
Bring  me  a  lag  of  mutton, 
I'm  as  hnngrj  as  a  glottoa— 
Some  gravy  aoap — hollu  I 
Spi^ien  in  different  eoiceJ.]  Why,  waiter  !— Conv- 
inif,  sir. — Where  is  my  gravy  soup  ? — Just  took  off  the 
pSll«n  _M»ko  haste,  1  shall  lose  my  place.— I  hops 
U  ramamberthe  poor  ostler. — Are  the 


b«ef4t«Bki  irndf  P— No,  bnt  jonr  ohopi  ua.— ^VJut 
■  conijonree  of  p«opto  sre  going  in  Ibeae  «»ch«  ; — 
All  fun  behbd.  Hipl  (Imiutea  the  Boandof  tb* 
piard'i  horn.) 

ThoQ  '^ii  awnr  ire  rattle, 
JoUj  doffi  mid  atjliah  cattle. 
Crack  whip,  uid  diuh  avaj. 
WhU  ■  MTHleiula  of  coocha 
On  everj  side  approaches ! 

What  work  for  man  and  beait ! 

Wo  moBt  have  a  little  drop,  sir — 

Then  we'll  gallon  till  we  stop,  sir— 

And  afterirardB  make  haite. 

All  bostla— what  a  pack  now 
On  everj  aide  approach ! 

Now  making  sad  grimaces, 

All  (or  the  want  of  places, 
Thej  crj— r?e  lost  the  coach. 
^loken  in  varioai  voicei.}  How'athis? — I'mmirB 
my  nanw  was  booted. — No  anch  tbinit,  ma'am. — A 
ladj  and  a  parrot  in  a  cage.— That  fare  cant  go  in- 
nde,  one  piurot's  enough  at  a  time, — No  room  for  two 
ladies  >— None  at  all  for  females ;  this  is  a  Jiuiit  coach. 
—.Set  me  down  at  the  buteher"!  shop  ;  I  shonld  not 
liko  to  be  seen  getting  ant  of  a  coach. — Tie  a  haad- 
kerchief  round  jour  neck,  Billj' ;  jon'll  catch  cold. — 
Yes  ;  good-bTc,  grandpapa  ;  give  mj  love  to  grand- 
nwmma. — Hip  1  (Imitates  the  horn.) 

Then  'ds  awsr  we  rattle, 

Jollj  dogs  and  stilish  cactis. 
Crack  whip,  and  dash  awaj. 

Fonr-iD-hand  from  Hccadillr, 

Snngl;  seated  in  the  dilly. 

What  merrj  wagi  and  nulers, 
Wlut  Joli;  dogs  and  sailon. 


Be^D  to  UDg  and  banl. 
Prom  cveij  pliioe  we  start,  sir, 
Some  compoji;  depart,  sir. 

For  plentT  there's  of  room,  now. 

If  ther  wm  odIj  come,  uow. 

Foot  maide  and  one  out. 

Spohen  in  different  voica.'\~^!nt  mj  boies  all 

ufe  ? — Yon  havs  put  mj  tmnk  in  a  wrong  coach. — 

Nevsr  fear,  ma'am,  we  Bhall  overtake  it.— What  ■ 

figure  joQ  cut  in  that  Welch  wig  ? — Hold  joar  tongne, 

sirrah,  f  on've  woke  ma  out  of  a  comfoitable  nap, — 

Keep  the  windows  ahat ;  1  have  got  a  cold  and  s  stiff 

'-Mylitt^       -"     '    -  -■- 


:~My  little  girl  ii 
(e  got  you're  leg  b( 


ELIZA. 

Now  stood  Eliia  on  the  wood-erown'd  height. 
O'er  MJnden'B  plun,  spectatrean  tff  the  fight ; 
Sought  with  bold  e;e,  amid  the  bloodv  strife. 
Her  dearer  self,  the  partner  of  her  life : 
I^irt  hill  to  hill  the  roahing  host  pursued. 
And  view'd  his  banner,  or  believed  she  viewed, 
Pleased  with  the  distant  roar,  wilh  quicker  It^d, 
Fast  by  his  hand  one  lisping  boy  she  led  ; 
And  one  fair  girl,  amid  the^oud  alarm, 
Slept  on  her  'Eetchief,  cmdled  by  her  arm: 
While  round  her  brows  bright  beams  of  honour  dart, 
And  love's  warm  eddy  circle  ronnd  her  heart. — 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  Intrepid  beauty  prcsa'd, 
Saw  througb  the  driving  smoke,  his  dancing  creat : 


H»urd  tha  eiuUing  shout, '  Thef  mn,  ths;  nm '.' 
'GientQad!'  ahecried,  'he's safe!  tha.battle'awi>n!'-~ 
A  ball  now  hiasee  throngh  tha  sir^  tidee, 
Some  Fitrv  witue^  it,  aud  eome  Damon  gmdes ! — 
Pirtathefi      ■    ■      ■ 
Wounds  ht 

The  red  stjeaia  ieauing  from  her  azure  TSina, 
Dyes  lier  while  Teil,  her  iiorj  boeom  stains. 
*  Ah,  IBe  !'  she  cried,  and  nnking  on  the  ground, 
Eiised  her  dear  babee,  regardless  of  the  nound  ; 
'  Oh,  oease  not  vet  to  heat,  thou  cital  nm ! 
.  Wait,  gnrfung  life !  oh,  wait  my  love'o  retnm.' 
Hoane  barks  the  wolf,  tha  vulture  scitauu  from  fai 
The  angel  Pitj  shuns  Ihe  walks  of  war ! 
'  Oh,  spare,  ye  war-honnds,  spare  their  Ceader  ace, 
On  ma — on  mf>.'  she  cried.  ^  exhanAt  tout  raffa  1' 


I,'  she  cried,  'eihanrt  jour  ragel 


Then ,  -      . 

And  sighing,  bid  them  in  her  bl 

Fimn  lent  to  tent,  th'  impatient  warrior  fliea, 
Pear  in  hie  heart,  and  frenij  in  hie  ayes  j 
Eliza's  name  along  the  camp  be  calls, 
'  Eliza,'  echoes  through  the  canvass  walls  ;  • 
Quick  throngb  the  murmuring  gloom  his  toolstepa 

O'sT  groaning  heaps,  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Vault  o'er  the  plam,  and  in  the  tangled  wood, 
Lo,  dead  Eliza,  welt'ring  in  her  blood.— 
Soon  hears  his  list'ning  son  the  welcome  sounds. 
With  open  anns,  and  sparkling  eyea  ha  bounds— 
'  Speak  low,'  he  cries,  and  gives  Ins  little  band, 
'  E!liza  sleeps  upon  the  dew  cold  sand  ;' 
Poor  waepii^  babe,  with  bloody  flngm  preal, 
And  tried  with  pouting  lips  hei  milklesa  breast. 
'  Alaa,  na  both  with  cold  and  hunger  quake  ; 
Why  do  yon  weep  ? — mamma  will  soon  awake.' 
'  Shell  wabe  no  more,'  Che  hapeleas  niDiimer  cried. 
Uprws'd  hie  eyes  to  heaven,  he  cUsp'd  bis  hands  and 

'      *5   "*      ■       SB 


w 


Streloh'd  od  the  groond,  anhae  entrane'd  bS^if,  '■'' 
And  pren''d  warm  kissefl  on  the  lifeleH  cUj  \ 
And  then  npapruDg,  with  nild  convalsiTe  fltart, 
And  bU  the  father  kindled  in  his  heart  \ 
'Dh,  Heavflna/  hfl  criedt  '1117  lint  rash  tow  for^ve, 
Tlieae  bind  to  earth — for  the&e  T  pray  to  live.* 
Sound  hia  chill  babes  he  niapp'd  his  crimson  rest, 
And  cbqi'd  them  sobbing  to  lua  acliing  breast. 


HANDS  vermt  HEADS. 

IriiiNs  the  hand  Diost  certainl;  he  a  more  important 
member  than  the  head  ;  for  we  all  know,  if  a  man 
lose  his  hand,  he  is  subjected  to  moch  incouvaniencfl 
which  cannot  be  disguised  \  whereaa  if  a  man  lose  his 
head,  tbere'e  an  end  of  &11  his  troubles,  and  he  net'er 
CODiplaina  about  the  matter.  Agun,  if  a  msn  should 
be  bom  without  a  head,  although  it  might  at  flnt  be 
thoorfit  he  would  cut  a  yerj  Btranga  figure  in  the 
world,  jet  we  know  from  experience  otherwise.  We 
know  that  such  a  man  may  be  a  good  neighbour,  & 
lojal  lubjeot,  and  indeed,  an  ejioeJIent  pariah-officer. 
Suppose  the  same  man  without  an  arm—still  he  ia 
better,  ft*  if  there's  anv  treason  abroad,  he's  ( —  '- 
have  no  hand  in  it ;  although  this  mar  not  sa;  . .  _ 
:>r  his  honesty,  inasmuch  aa  the  world  may  coll  him 


any  treason  abt._  . 
10  hand  in  it ;  although  this  mar  not  say  much 
'  his  honesty,  inasmuch  aa  the  world  may  coll  h' 
ligfit-Jlii^ea,  I  am  wilUng  to  take  boUi  sides  _, 
the  question,  but  still  I  cannot  avoid  a  Uttle  partiality 
in  the  favour  of  handa-  1  hope  every  person  present 
has  net  lived  so  long  in  the  world,  without  being  three 
or  four  ^mea  in  imminent  danger  of  going  ont  of  it. 
If  this  has  been  the  case,  I  must  triumph  in  one  por- 
tion ;  does  the  doctor  deal  with  bis  head  ?  no,  he  ap- 
plies to  the  hand.  Qo  to  a  lavryar,  ask  him  for  a  single 
monosyllable,  and  we  all  know,  before  he  opens  hia 
moutli — he  holds  ont  his  hand.  There  is  a  current 
from  the  palm  to  all  the  other  fimctiona  and  moral 
capacities  of  man.    The  band  may  be  said  to  contoia 


, ._  i»  the  Attantio,  for  It 

ketM  the  v>hife>  from  ihablarlu,  Tha  putoq'ihuid 
boloa  the  puiGh  Btrum.  Everj  man  •ODtribaCsi  a 
Bbnre-^u  the  hiuid  of  the  taji-gatherer,  k  the  Bn  of 
Liacay,  for  whnt  falls  in,  there  ia  no  knowing  wber* 
it  goea  to  ;  in  the  hand  of  the  nun  of  the  worm,  it  the 
petrifying  apring  of  Uecbjshirej  'or  whatever  is  pnt 


if  out  herBldry  were,  ai  Othello  inye,  "  hands,  oat 
hearta.^^  From  the  true  poet's  hand  floWA  the  purest 
crystal,  vrhidi  without  diigniae,  ahawi  the  little  Bin- 
ning pebble  and  the  hollow  shell  in  their  Qatiie  bril- 
luincyand  emptiuesa.  Hands  are  tlie  moat  important 
membeiB,  far  anpeiior  to  heada ;  even  a  bad  man*! 
band  may  be  sometimefl  held  out,  and  giro  a  hearty 
shitke,  when  in  flie  tninotM  after  the  l^ad  may  re- 
prove the  action  ;  when  the  hand  is  given  in.hast^ 
the  repenlnnt  head  sometimes  aaja  "  excuse  mj  glove," 
which  may  be  translated,  ^'ejicnse  my  heart."  How 
often  do  we  see,  when  gentlemen  con  do  nothing  wiUi 

their  heads,  settle  1     "  " 

who  have  freqoentt 

fection,  have  iortmiately  a  finger  .. 

I  hope  these  sffaiis  will,  in  many  cases,  be  alloived  to 
depend  entirely  upon  hands,  and  in  which  lieadi  have 
not  (he  least  tiansaclion.  A  hand,  I  repeat  it,  ia  the 
most  powerful  engine  in  the  possesion  o(  man  :  and 
if  any  gentleman  present  ia  sceptical  on  thia  point,  I 
truat  he  may  be  arrested  before  he  gets  home,  in  or- 
der that  he  may  declare  to  me,  by  to-morrow  mora- 
ing'a  post,  that  there  is  nothing  so  awful  as  tbe  hand 
of  a  sheriff's  ofBcer  ;  never  mind  tbe  head  of  the  law, 
or  I  ihonld  tay,  head  and  wig ;  for  what  would  one 


4S0  REIHTITEOM. 

be  withont  tha  other ;  bnt  keep  from  Cha  h»nd— -touch 
but  a  little  finger,  and  you  ace  loet.  A  hand  muat  bs 
tbo  b«st|  for,  aa  Lord  Ghesterfleld  hbjh,  "  Show  mo 
the  oompanr  lie  keeps,  and  I'll  tell  jon  the  man  :" 
now  na  the  hand  keepe  the  best  company,  lii.  the 
pocket-— it  mnKt  conEeqoentlj  be  Hupeiior  to  eveiT 
odwT  part,  at  leut,  ontil  any  thing  shall  be  found 
Bapetior  to  tbe  pocket ;  whicb  no  one  will  have  the 
hardihood  to  mj  i>  the  head ;  for  how  often  ia  tltB 
head  completely  kxt  in  the  pocket  I  Everj  thmg  de- 
ponds  upon  the  band  ;  and  we  may  liken  Bocdety  to 
one  great  fiddle.  Chat  onlj  wants  jodieioiu  fingering 
to  be  made  profitable  :  on  it,  all  men  pla;  difTraent 
Isnea,  bnt  tbe  moat  preralent  is— a  coioft.  What 
woold  Hjmea  do  if  it  were  not  for  bands  ? — when  a 
nuui  comefl  to  tlie  dreadful  resolution  of  fettering 
himself  up  for  life,  where  does  he  pnt  the  ritiE  of  hii 
charmer  ? — upon  the  hand  ;  the  hand  settles  all  mat- 
ters at  the  marriage,  and  very  frequently  after  it  1 
am  aware  that  this  important  mbject  has  been  bat 
slightly  touched  by  me,  but  1  at  first  merely  attempt- 
ed it  (m  hand,  and  will  leave  it  to  abler  Hncers  ;  and 
if,  like  the  patriarchs  of  old,  I  find  refreshment  nn- 
der  your  palnu,  ray  gratitude  shall  not  be  wanting 
tor  Che  obligation. 


THE  ARAB'S  FAREWELL  TO  HIS  HORSE. 


Fiet  not  with  that  impatient  hoof,  ennff  not  the  breezy 
Tlie  furthw  that  thon  flieat  now, »  &t  am  I  bahind. 


Tbs  atno^T  hath  th;  biidle  run — thj  mtutor  hftth 

Fleet  limbed  ud  beaDtifol,  farewall,  thoa'rt  uld,  m; 

Meed,  thou'n  sold. 
Fuewell !  time  free  UDtired  limbi  tcH  mui7  A  mila 

moat  roam, 
To  iMch  the  chill  and  wintry  aky,  which  clondB  (he 

Some  otliuluuid,  loss  fond,  most  now  thf  ooni  and 


iBQoCher'ioK 
The  morning  aim 

with  thee 
Shall  I  gallop  ttuosgh  the  desert  paths  where  wa 

EvBiunK  iliall  diurlieD  on  the  earth,  nnd  o'er  the  aand; 

Some  other  Bteed,  nith  slower  atep,  shall  bear  ma 

home  again. 
Yet,  tboa  muat  go,  the  wild  free  breeze,  the  brilliant 

Thj  msster't  home,  from  all  of  these  mj  exiled  one 

Thj  prond  d^k  eje  will  grow  leas  proud,  thy  Bt«p 

become  less  fleet. 
And  vainlj  ahalt  Ihon  arch  thj  neck,  thj  maater*! 

OdJj  in  sleep  shall  I  behold  that  dark  eje  glan<nng 

Onlj  in  sleep  shall  hear  again  that  stf p  >o  fimi  and 

light; 
And  whan  I  raise  mj  dreaming  aim,  to  check  or 

cheer  tb;  speed. 
Then  mnit  I  llwtmg  wake,  to  feel  thon'rt  sold,  mj 

Arab  steed. 
Ah !  nide^  Iheo,  nnseen  bj  me,  some  cmet  hand  maj 

I'm  faaxa  wreaths  lie,  like  crested  wares,  along  Utj 
panting  ado. 


And  the  ridi  blood  tbul  it  in  thee  bvtoIIb  in  th;  indig- 

'nU  etrelera  eyea,  Wbidi  reit  on  Ihee,  may  count  euh 

Will  they  ill  lue  theo  ?    If  I  thought— bnt  no  it  oan- 

Thon  art  bo  awift,  jet  eaaj  corbed,  so  gentle,  jet  bo 

And  jBt,  if  haplj  when  thon'rt  gone,  mj  lonely  heart 

■bonld  yeam. 
Can  the  hand  which  cait  thee  from  it,  now  command 


When  ths  dim  diatftnce  cheats  mine  eye,  and  through 

the  gathering  teoiSj 
llij  bri^C  form  fw  a  moment  like  the  [site  Mintge 

Slow  and  muDonnled  will  I  roam,  with  weary  foot 

alone, 
Where  with  fleet  step  and  joyonB  boand,  thou  oft  baa 

home  me  on. 
And  atting  down  bj  that  green  well,  I'll  pause  and 

sadly  think. 
It  was  here  ha  bowed  hia  glossy  neck  when  last  I  saw 

When  lait  1  saw  Ihee  drink  ?    Away '.   the  fevered  • 


They  tempted  me,  my  beantifnl !  tor  hanger's  power 
They  tempted  me.  my  beaotiM  I  bnt  I  have  loved  too 
Who  said  lliat  I'd  giv'n  thee  up,  who  said  thai  thon 


Thni.  thna,  1  Imp  upon  th;  bkcli,  uid  Kwm  the  dii- 
Amj,  who  overUkH  n*  aov,  ahall  cUim  thee  for  hii 


THE  FELON. 

Oh  1  mark  hii  ma  uid  hallow  diMk, 

And  nuric  hia  ere-ballB  gim : 
And  Tpvb  hia  teeCh  in  ^ng^iiah  cleuchM, 

The  sngaiab  of  deapui : 
Know,  since  three  im,  hii  peoum  bona, 

Yon  feloD  left  ■  jiUl ; 
And  rince  threa  d^jt  no  food  hu  pan'd 

Thoie  lipi  »  parch'd  and  pale. 
"  Where  shall  I  toTn  ?"  the  wretch  exdaiou  i 

"  Where  hide  mj  ahamefal  hffld  ? 


"  This  heart  has  greatlj  srr'd,  bot  now 
Woold  fain  revert  to  good  ; 

Ttiia  band  has  greatlj  aina'd,  bat  jet 
Hai  ne'er  been  etain'd  with  blood. 


id  urged  bj  SenM  daapair, 


I  itrire  while  hanger  gnaws  my  heart. 

To  flj  from  ahame  in  vun. 
World,  'tis  mj  crnel  will !  I  yield. 

And  plunge  in  gnilt  igain. 
"  niera't  merey  in  oadi  raj  of  light 

That  mortal  eyes  e'er  aaw  ; 
There's  mercy  id  each  breath  of  aiz 

That  mortal  lip»  e'er  draw ; 
Tli«t«'B  mercy  both  tar  bird  and  beaat 

In  Glod's  indnlgent  plan  ; 
lliere^  menn  in  each  creeping  thing — 

But  man  not  none  for  man  ! 
"  Ye  proodly  honest  1  when  ye  heard 

Hy  wounded  conacieace  groan, 
Had  genennu  lumd  or  feeling  heart 

One  f^impae  of  mercy  shown, 
That  act  had  made,  fnnn  bnroing  eyei, 


QatVB  anthon  say,  and  witty  poeti  mng, 
That  honest  wedlock  is  a  glorious  thing  : 
Bui  de^  of  jadgment  moat  in  him  appears. 
Who  wuely  weds  in  hia  matorer  years, 
Then  let  hon  clioose  a  damsel  yonng  and  tedT, 
To  bless  his  age,  and  bring  a  worthy  heir  ; 
To  soothe  hia  cares,  and  free  from  noise  and  nl 
Conduct  him  gently  to  the  verge  of  life  ; 
I«t  rinfal  bachelors  their  woes  deplore, 
Full  well  they  merit  all  they  feet,  and  more  ; 
Unaw'd  by  precapCi,  hnman  and  diTtne, 
Like  birds  and  beaais,  promiscaoiuly  they  Join 


Nor  koon  to  nuka  the  preMnt  bkanng  tut, 
To  hope  the  futnn,  or  esteem  the  put ; 
-Bat  Tuuly  boait  ths  joyi  tbej  never  trfi, 
Aad  find  dirolged  the  Kcnu  tbef  woold  hide 


Tha'  tortone  Sumge,  hii  cDnBtant  ipooN  remainti, 

Angmsiiti  hii  Joj*,  or  mitigstae  hii  paint. 

But  wh»t  m>  pure  vhich  eimoiui  tm^oee  will  maie  ? 

Some  Tdcked  wila  Iut9  Ubell'd  M  the  Uiz. 

With  nutehkra  impndence  the;  slfle  n  ifife 

Hut  dear-bought  cune,  luid  lawful  plagne  of  life  -, 

A  bosom  iBTpeot,  a  domestic  evil, 

A  eight  inriuion,  and  a  mid-daj  deviL 

Let  not  the  wiM  these  sUnd'rou  woids  ngard, 

But  cone  Iba  bonea  of  every  Ijing  bard. 

All  other  goode  by  FortoDe^H  hand  are  given — 
A  wife  ia  tha  peculiar  gift  of  heaven : 
Vwn  Fortane  t  favonts,  never  at  a  slaj, 

Idkj.  elide  and  pais  BVfay  ; 


like  empty  shadows,  g 
Ino  solid  comf    ' 


Abnndaatlj  Bupplies  t 

Thia  bleaaing  larts  (if  those  who  try  say  true) 

Aa  long  oa  etir  a  heart  can  wish — and  Unget  too 

Our  gnndDTe  Adam,  e'er  of  Eve  posaen'd. 
Alone,  and  even  in  Porsdiaa  unbleaa'd, 
With  maumfal  looka  the  blissful  scenei  rarvey'd 
And  wander'd  in  the  solitary  ahade : 
The  maker  taw,  took  pity,  and  beetowsd 
Woman,  the  last,  the  best  reserre  of  Qod. 

A  wifet  ah,  gentle  deities,  can  he 
That  has  a  wife  e'er  feel  adversity  F 
Would  men  bat  follow  what  the  sex  adviie, 

'oapac— all  the  world  grow  w 


AbDDTe  Nabsl  ow'd  his  forfeit  life, 
To  Uie  wise  conduct  of  a  prudent  wife ; 
Heroic  Jndilh,  aa  old  Hebrews  show, 
Preaan'd  the  Jews,  and  Blew  the  As^iwi  foe : 
At  Heater's  soiC,  the  persecuting  swrwd 
Wu  Bheathed,  and  Israel  lived  to  bless  tbe  Lord. 
Be  cliana'd  wilh  virtaoos  jojs,  and  sober  life, 
And  tr;  that  Christian  comfart,  call'd  a  wife. 


THE  BUMPKIN  AND  THE  STABLE-KEEPER. 


YouHO  Ned,  B  sort  of  cloRnish  bean,  one 
Quick  to  a  liverj-stable  bled  anaj, 
To  look  smoiiK  the  nags  ; 
A  joumej  in  the  coontrj  he  was  goinff, 
And  wanted  to  be  moonted  well,  and  kno 
And  muke  ainciog  his  bumpkin  kin  his  In 
The  rogue  in  hoiaes  shew'd  him  man  j  a  h 
And  swore  that  better  never  oonld  be  mo 


"A  gentlemanly  steed  I  want,  to  cut  a  shioe, 

So  that  I  maj  be  dathing  cail'd,  and  fine, 

And  set  relations,  friends,  aci;[a^ntauce,  staring — 

BYom  London  to  look  vtilgaT,  there's  no  bearing," 

•■  2Vue,"  quoth  the  jnckej,  with  attentive  bow, 

And  Icwk  a  his  customer  quite  through  and  tlirongh, 

^  i  see  Che  case,  indeed,  eKactl?  now. 

And  have  a  horie  that  lo  a  T  will  do  ;" 

He  found  the  ca^  wae  plentjr,  and  all  readj, 

Asd  mocinted  to  his  utmost  wishes  Neddy, 

Barcasticall;  muttering,  aa  he  rode  off, 

"  At  thee  the  natives  cannot  fail  to  scoff ; 

So  far,  most  proper  'tis  indeed, 

Tliat  thou  shonldU  have  a  Ivuidtome  stead  j 

For  where  two  animali  a  travelling  hie, 

""  -iioold  be  genllentaiily  bj  tbe  bye." 


THE  YORKSHIREMAN  AND  HIS  FAMILY. 


N  (dinted  the  gtaii  of  the  coach  with 
"I  «sy,  Mr.  Gloard,  have  yon  a  gflnlleniaQ  for  Lunnun 
la  coach  ?"  "  Hon  should  I  know  ?"  said  the  gnard. 
"  Well,"  raid  he,  "  I  am  gauging  about  four  mllee 
nboam,  and  I'll  gang  inii£  if  joa  please,  and  then  I 
nan  And  him  ont  mjBen."  Oa being  admittedintotha 
eoach,  when  aeated,  he  addressed  himBelf  to  the  perAOD 
opposite  him  and  said,  "  Pray,  air,  a^'nt  jon  for  Lnn- 
nun  ?"  "  Yes,"  said  the  gonlleman,  "  Praj,  sir,  aj'ni 
joa  sniniait  at  singing  hue  ?"  "What  makesTOnask?^* 
said  the  gentleman.  "  1  hope  no  defence,"  sajd  he  ; — 
"  wh)!,  sir,  you  mnn  know,  I'm  hnilding  a  mill,  and  in 
abant  three  neeks  I  mean  to  bare  a  sort  of  bouss- 
waiming  ;  and,  as  we  are  very  muaioal  in  onr  parts — 
I  pUjs  on  fiddle  at  church  mjsen,  and  my  hiothflr 
plays  ou  a  great  long  thing  like  a  horso's  leg  pAinted 
B-ith  a  piece  of  bras*  crook  slnnk  in  the  end,  and  pvSa 
SMUj  like  a  pig  in  a  fit ;  and,  as  ne  haie  a  vast  ot 
mnsic  meetings,  and  tboae  sort  of  things— I  shoold 
lite  to  open  my  mill  with  a  tory  rory,  and  wanted  to 


know,  sii-,  that  my  father  died  all  ou  a  sudden  like, 
and  never  gaye  any  body  notice  he  was  going  to  die, 
and  he  left  his  family  in  complete  profunan ;  and 
when  I  found  he  was  dead,  as  1  was  eldest  son,  I 
thouGht  I  had  a  right  to  haye  all  the  money.  I  told 
Ddgbbonr  90 :  bnt,  he  said,  that  though  1  was  eldeet 
son,  I  had  no  right  U>  all  the  brass  ;  but  I  said,  that  I 
wu  not  only  the  eldeet,  bat  handsomest  into  the  bar- 
gain, for  you  neyer  see'd  five  snch  ugly,  carroty^headed 
derils  among  any  litter  of  pTgs,  asmy^ve  brothers  and 
aisteis ;  anc^  as  1  found  they  wanted  to  diddle  meant 
of  my  internal  estate,  I  was  determined  to  take  tba 


law  ut  top  of  the  r«icide."  "And  yaa  applied  to 
coonnl  no  doubt,"  mid  the  Eentleman.  "  N>,  I  dtd'nt,' 
BUd  be,  "  for  I  do'nt  know  mm.  1  went  to  one  law- 
jer  I^ttitat  and  p*id  him  di  and  etghl-pence,  all  in 
good  half-peace,  who  wrote  me  down  mj  deilTTictumi." 
lie  eeatlemaa  read  his  deitructitnu,  as  be  called  Ihem, 
which  ran  aa  follows  :  "  Yoq  must  go  to  the  Temple 
and  appl;  to  a  cirilian,  and  tell  him  that  tout  father 
has  died  inteatate,  or  without  will ;  that  be  has  left 
fire  cbildreo,  all  infantine,  besidea  jonrself  ;  and  that 

"  Well,"  aaid  the  gentleman,  "  what  did  jon  do  ?" 
"WhjBir,"iaid  he,"  I  weal  to  theTemple,  and  knocked 
St  the  door,  and  the  gentleman  cam'd  out  at  door 
himaeu  ;  and  I  said,  Praj.  sir,  ar'nt  jon  a  tUly  vUliaa  ? 
and  he  ox'd  me  if  I  were  com'd  to  ineolt  him  ;  and  I 
said,  Yes,  I  paitl;  ciua'd  on  pnrpoEe.  I  cnm  to  inaili 
yon,  to  know  what  1  am  to  do,  for  mj  feyther  hai  died 
deteiied  kod.  agaitiit  hii  tnitl;  he  has  left  HTejonnK 
irifiiUls  betides  mjseo,  and  I've  coio'd  to  know,  if  I 
can't  be  hii  txeeulioner. 


In  breaking  diabea,  baeoos,  giasseg, 
.  In  stealing,  hiding — he  anrpasses. 
Bdwld  ths  ponch-bawt  crack 'd,  anmndl. 


W  dsek'd — 'twas  Nobody  that  di 
m  n^«plaoed— Nobo^"  ^"^  ■* 
len  in  the  school  aib 
He  calls  to  him,  that  is 
"  Who  made  that  ninse 
"  Nobody,  air,"  eiclaims  tne  jo 

And,  in  a  pauion,  thna  she  crie 


"  He;  day '.  n  prettj  litter,  thu  is  1 

Wtuiin  doiog,  pny  P  oome,  tell  me,  minesl 

Whose  diung  ?    abe  rapenta  with  furj  ; 

"  Nobody's,  madam,  I  tiaaie  yoo." 

Hie  lady  of  the  house  belieres 

A  giie<t  he)'  aemtDl  nuid  receiro, 

A  tnief,  perhsps,  who  ahauu  the  Iotst, 

Tho  window"'  faWeniiwB  to  discover : 

3be  hears  a  foot — yea,  hears  it  plain, 

And  calls—"  Who's  there  ?"  bat  o»Ub  in  rail 

She  lists— so  aniious  she  to  know. 

And  hears  a  stranger's  voioe  below, 

"  Why,  Jane,  who  is  it  jon're  got  there ! " 

■Lord,  madam — Jjobodj,  I  swear. 

Am  eierybody  un  declare  ;" 

**  I'm  snre  somebody  it  must  be,'' 

She  goes,  bat  all  in  rsjn  she  peeps, 
EW  anywhere  Nobody  creeps- 
She  finds  hei  grayy  soup  diminished : 
"  Hey  day  .'  iriio  these  f  rorisions  took  ?" 
"  Nobody,  ton'am,"  rejoins  the  cook  ! 
"  Impoanblo  1  what  do  yoo  mean  ?' 
"  Why  then  the  cat  it  mast  hate  been." 
Thus  nobody  is  never  seen 
In  anybody's  shape  but  that 
Of  a  domestie  dog  or  oat. 
Tins  Nobo^,  how  itiange,  I  think. 
Can  walk  and  talk,  can  eat  and  drink  t — 
But  male  or  female  ?  why,  I  ween. 
The  gender  mnit  be  Epicene, 
Ad  old  oSendet,  it  appears, 
Who's  lived  above  a  tbonsand  years  ; 
For  Polyphantis  bad  his  odd  eye 
Knock'd  oat  by  him-'-T  mean  Nobody* 


THE  ORPHAN  BOY. 

Stit,  Ladj,  stay,  tar  mercy'i  nke. 

And  henr  a  helplen  orptiui't  Mle  ; 
Ah  '.  mre  m;  loalu  most  [rit;  wake, 

Tia  wttnt  tb&t  makes  m;  cbMkc  m  i 
Yet  I  waa  once  a  mathor'i  pride, 

And  m;  bnve  Other's  hope  and  joj 
Bui  in  the  Nile'*  prond  fight  he  died. 

And  I  am  aoVr  an  Orphan  Bd;  ! 
Poor  fooliah  child— how  pleu'd  wax  I, 

When  news  of  Nelson  s  victotj  came  : 
the  crowded  rtree "  '    " 
see  the  lighted  w 
To  force  me  home  mj  mother  sennit. 


The  people's  shonls*ere  long  and  loud, 

Mj  mother,  shnddering,  oloa'd  her  ears' 
Rejoice!  rejoice!  still  cned  theciond, 

Hj  mother  answer'd  with  her  tean ! 
Whj  are 

While        .       .._„ 

She  kiss'd  mu,  and  with  snch  a  sigh. 

She  coU'd  me  her  poor  Orphan  Boj  i 
What  ia  an  Orphan  Boj  ?    I  said, 

When  saddenl;  she  gaap'd  for  breath, 
And  her  eje«  cloa'd — I  shriek'd  for  aid. 

Bat,  ah !  her  eyes  were  closed  in  deaUi  I 
Mf  hardshipa  mnce  1  will  not  tell ; 

But  now  no  mom  a  parents  jo* : 
Ah  1  Lad;,  I  have  leam'd  too  welt 

What  tia  to  be  an  Orphan  Bof ! 


Nay.genllel      .. 

Tnut  me— I  n>«an  to  earn  mj  bread, 

Tlie  Sailor'a  Orphan  Boj  liaa  pride. 


l^d; !  jon  vmep — ab  l  thu  to  ma ! 

You'U  give  me  clothing,  food,  emptoj  i 
Look  down,  dear  parent^  look  and  <ee 

Yonrbappj' — faapp;  Orpbao  Bo;! 


THE  NEGRO'S  RETORT. 

As  Utet;  retuni'd  from  the  leles  of  the  Weil 

Lorenzo,  with  health  aad 

And  surroQD 

Where  all  the  ^ood  tlnoga  of  tbe  hotio  nere  prondeil 

A  basket  of  apples  and  uhMnuts  brought  ia 

To  Ungh  at  poor  Mango  conceived  it  no  harm  ; 
And  eJtclaim''d,  aa  he  held  ap  the  froit  to  hia  view, 
"  This  apple's  a  white  man  ^  this  cheannt  Lb  jon.^' 
"  Ah ',  Msasa,"  stud  Mungo,  "  ackaowledge  I  most 

For  Negro,  like  chgsnut,  tho'  daii  ia  his  akin. 
Is  teliile,  firm,  and  sound,  as  the  kernel  vrithui  ; 
While  the'  beaateoua,  like  apple,  is  buckm  to  smart, 
He  has  oft  many  little  black  graini  at  hU  lieart." 


HOW  TO  CURB  A  COUGH. 


ONBBiddjBrL    _, 

Ai  'tis  bj  manj  told. 
Went  to  a  doctor  (Drench  bj  ni 
For  dia  h*d  eaoght  a  cold '. 


Aod  tad  indoBd  ma  Biddy's  pain, 

Tha  tnith  miut  be  confest, 
Wbich  she  to  ease  found  all  in  Tain, 

The  doctor  heard  her  case — and  thei 

Determined  t«  aanA  her, 
PrBSCTibed— oh,  tendertet  of  men, 

Upoa  her  chett  a  blister ! 
Awaj  went  Biddr — and  next  da; 

She  call'd  on  Drench  again  ; 
"  Well,  hare  jon  n»ed  the  blister,  pr 

And  has  it  oased  jour  pain  ?" 
**  Aje,  Eur,**  the  dame  with  cortse;  < 

"  Indeed  I  never  mocka  ; 
Bat — blesB  je — I'd  no  elteit  the  me, 

So  I  put  It  an  a  bm: ! 
"  Bat  U !  mr.  it  be  little  nee, . 


THE  BEOGAR'a  LAMENT. 

Oil,  mere}- 1  hcBVen't  firat  attribute, 
Whose  csiu  embraces  man  and  bmte  1 
Behold  me  where  I  aiiivering  stand  ; 
Bid  gentle  Pity  stntch  her  hand 
To  want  and  age,  diseas;  and  pain. 
That  all  in  one  sad  object  reign. 
S^  feeling  bad,  sdll  feeling  mnM, 
Existence  u  In  me  a  cnne : 
Yet  hoK  to  close  this  wearj  eje  ! 
Bj  mj  own  band  1  dare  not  du : 


And  Dentil,  tbe  iiieod  of  hniiuui  wo«, 
Who  bring!  the  last  and  Hiicd  repose, 
Death  doea  at  dmdful  dialAace  keep, 
And  leave*  one  wretch  to  wake  and  wee; 


JACK  KETCH  AND  THE  FRENCHMAN. 

rTwsB  Nottingham  tht 

Pell  justly  by  the  conrse  of  Ui 
ATiclim  tor— unjfrand faux  pai. 
When  he  npivoacti'd  the  fatal  tree, 
(t/ne  autre  Plate  tU  Greve  pouT  Itii,) 
And  when  Jack  Katch  prepared  to  lis 
The  noose  that  woold  exsJt  him  high, 
Instead  of  praying  to  the  Lord,  ^ 

Monsieur  ojiolaimM  "  Ah  misericorde  J*^ 
"  Meaiure  the  cord!"  replied  Jack  Ketoh  [ 
*^  Meoaore  the  cord  yonraelf,  yon  wretoh.'* 
Still  "miterieorde!"  was  all  his  cry— 
"  Ah,  miterieorde !  dat  I  ahunld  die  ; 
Ah,  miiericarde !  good  folks,  good  bye  1' 
"  Meaturt  the  cord,  yon  sniyllag  onr  1" 
Heioin'd  the  exeontioner  ,— 
"  "Tia  long  enongh— I  know  twiU  do 
To  hang  a  i 

\e  cco'd,  1  aay,  your»lf.' 


d  gince  jpn're  been  a  thiering  elf, 
wBUre  the  cord,  1  aay,  yoursolf." 


THE  ATHEIST  AND  THE  ACORN. 

Hbtbinks  the  world  aeems  oddly  made, 

Aud  ererr  thing  amise  ; 
A  dntl  compUnlDg  Atheist  «^, 
As  ati«tch'd  he  lay  beneath  the  ahode, 

Aod  inatanoea  it  in  this : 


■■  Behold,"  qnoth  he,  "  that  mightj  things 

A  pmnnkiD  large  and  round, 
Ii  held  bat  bj  a  litUe  string, 
Wtiiah  npward  cannot  make  it  spring, 

Nor  b«M-  it  ^m  the  gronnd. 
While  on  Ihis  oak  an  ncorn  amall. 

Bo  diaproportioa'd  ctows, 
Hut  whosoe'er  BurveTi  ihia  all. 
This  oniTeml  casual  ball, 

Its  iU-contiiraucfl  kntnrs. 
Mj  belter  judgment  would  haro  hong. 

The  pam^in  on  a  [i«e, 
And  left  the  acorn  slightly  etntng, 
'Mongst  things  that  on  the  sorfuK  sprang. 

And  weak  and  feeble  be." 
No  more  Uie  caviller  could  saj, 

Ifor  farther  faolta  descry  ; 
For  upABrds  gaiiog,  aa  he  lay. 
An  acorn  loosen'd  from  its  spiny 

Fell  down  upon  hii  eye. 
The  noonded  part  vith  tears  lUi  o'er, 

&>  punish  d  for  that  sin : 
Fool !  lud  that  hoodi  a  pmnpkiii  bore, 
Hjj  whinLHea  wonld  nave  won^d  no  mor«  ; 

Nor  sknll  have  Icept  them  in. 


THE  WARRIOR'S  DREAH. 

Dike  was  tbe  night,  and  beaien's  host  of  stars 
Were  lork'd  behind  the  misty  watering  clouds ; 
Loud  roar'd  the  titonder,  and  the  nhistho^  H^-  -* 

Best  the  fierce  torrenta  'gainat  r—  • " 

When  1,  depreu'd  and  weary  w 
Most  gladlT  BOUf^t  IDJ  pallet  on 


'bell      ' 


I  slept — Bjid  soon  a  tiHonnry  sight 
Aroae,  and  bore  ma  to  my  distant  homo : 
MetboQght,  tlie  battle's  bloodj  strifB  was  o'er— 
Tbera  lay  onnombor'd  heroes  on  ths  gronnd. 
Covered  with  wounda,  lathBd  in  their  clotted  gore. 
And  yieldiOK  ap  their  last  and  silent  brsith. 
Unknown  I  left  the  camp,  and  cross'd  the  field 
ToiTBrds  the  cottage,  which  I  left  in  teaje  ; 
Pass'd  the  huge  mounUun'a  sleep  and  cfsegj  form, 
\Vhere,  in  my  youthful  dsya,  I  loy'd  t-  -•■ — 
The  wild  chamois  that  bonndod  on  tl 

I  passed  the  abbey,  heard  the  dreary 

Cbimina  the  midniehl  hoor  ;  all  still  remuned, 

Baring  flie  wind's  sTirill  whistle  throogh  (he  trees. 

Onward  I  went,  whilst  each  new  step  gave  birth 

To  sad  reHectionB,  mix'd  with  mnrm  ring  sighs : 

A  tear  esoap'd — 1  startled,  but  'twas  Tain 

To  try  to  check  the  tear,  which  larger  grew ; 

I  whispered  '  shame !"  but  down  mj  cheek  it  roll'd. 

My  cot,  once  happy,  I  with  joy  behold, — 

A  ghmmering  taper  thronga  its  easement  played  ; 

I  heard  my  children— saw  my  monmfal  wife. — 

'  H J  Edward  safe  ! '  she  cried,  and  flying  to  my  ar 

Spotted  mj  breast-'—  —-'-  ■- '-  ■— 

Two  infant  boys  a 


Spotted  mj  breastplate  with  her  pearly  teai 
i> —  !_f —  i^jj  g^ji  hnng  about  my  kaeea, 
,  'father,  welcome  home  again  !' 
'        '  was  about  to  speak, 

My  scattered  thon^ts  I  called  to  my  aid, 

The  wind  still  whSllod  round  my  canvass  tent — 

1  heard  the  sentry's  steady  march  withoat — 

I  eall'd— he  answered,— bid  me  to  prepare 

For  battle  on  the  morrow,  there  to  meet 

With  rest  eternal,  or  return  again 

With  trumpets,  drums,  and  Umbreli  londly  playing 

Tlie  wanior'a  welcome  home. 


READY-HADE  SPEECH. 

81B, — Dmued,  umacqii^Dted,  onlulntnated,  aiweciu- 
fanned  to  pnblu:  tpaSoBg,  I  riu,  air,  in  canas^iieTice 
of  haviiw  can^  your  e^e,  ai,  to  expren,  vntii  ths 
ntmon  diffldeDee,  kit  biunble  UlCBB  on  the  unporbuit 
■abject  DOW  before  t£s  hooae. 

I  will  Uierafore,  ai,  be  bold  to  affirm,  and  I  am 
alao  free  to  declare,  tb&t  1  bj  no  mouu  loeet  the  ideu 
of  tbe  nnbble  Lod.  I  will  not,  bowever,  go  over  the 
■une  groondA  or  commit  myself,  by  taJdng  ap  a  prin- 
ciple without  tbe  most  perfect  condderetion.  Bat  ai 
I  am  now  upon  my  lega,  I  certainly  shoJI  Dot  blink 

half  way,  became  on  the  fint  blnsh  of  the  bnsiaese,  I 
was  determined  to  econt  the  idea  in  toto  ;  for  if,  oTf 
the  weD-being  of  driliied  aonietj,  and  the  eatablJsh- 
ment  of  order  and  IranqmllitY,  ia  the  grand  object  of 
our  inTBaUgation,  I  cannot  besitato  Co  prononnce— 
Six  1  I  owmot  hsHtatfl  to  [wononnce,  that  I  want 
worda  to  expreai  n>;>iiidignation  at  tbe  Kenenl  tenour 
of  the  BigmiientH  >a  ablr  agitated  bj  tbe  bononrable 
member  on  my  left  hand. 

But,  nr,  the  idea  does  not  attach  ;  and  wben  m; 
learned  friend  professed  to  Uy  down  bis  principle 
with  so  much  method,  he  only  prored  bis  weaknew 
by  andertakine  to  cleanse  the  Aneean  st&ble,  and  to 
perform  the  laboaia  of  Hercales  lumself.     No,  Sir,  I 

ditdnclined  to  prove,  that  if  gentlemen,  under  exist- 

mity  against  tbe  introduction  of  French  principles, 
—  _i — : — ^  __ — ^-*.,.i — ^^  produced  by  the  nisd«n  of 

, .     ,  o  tJ  

.__  „ ,  )?  the  inflneno 

Bnt  on  tbis  head,  we  are  ripe  to'deliberate  ;  and  I 
trust  the  gentlemen  with  wbcHu  I  have  tbe  hoooar  to 
act,  and  wiio  constitute  the  decided  majority  of  this 


oiiam  1  bave  the  m 


tnut  ttie^  will  pre&erve  the  privileges  of  thin  ausm^ 
from  the  hiwlea  bandiTLi  of  HCqaitted  felons,  who, 
not  haring  lieen  killed  od,  iOBolt  ua  dail^  b;  their  ne- 
gative HucoesseB,  and  circulate  theiT  aeditioiu  princi- 
pies,  to  tha  daoger  of  everj'  reapectable  man  in  the 
eominunitj,  who  maj.  bj  poJBeMQg  properti,  become 
rm  object  of  their  diabolical  depredaiiooa.  Not,  hoir- 
ever,  to  treipaaB  anv  longer  npon  the  patience  of  the 
honseT  I  ■hall  conclade  bj  OMtrviag,  with  tiie  great 
Latin  poet  of  antiquity— 

'  Quid  dt  fsturom  eras,  fuge  qmerere : 

Cnrpe  diem.' 


THE  IDIOT  BOY. 
le  grate  i 


Where  the  hnllowed  cr 
shining, 

Aad  Kerns  to  reSect  the  blest  amile  of  tike  skiea  ? 
niere  lie  the  vihite  bonea  of  poor  Qertmde,  once  dear, 

Her  virtnas  in  memorv  are  dwell  on  with  J07  ; 
Her  spirit  is  fled  to  jon  happier  sphereSf 

And  ihe  dwells  with  the  blest,  and  ber  Idiot  Bo;. 
How  oft  wonld  she  spin  while  the  gold  Sj  he'd  chase, 

And  mark  his  wild  eve  as  with  passion  ic  shone  ; 
Then  weep  as  she  kiss'd  his  pale  beantooos  face, 

Fot  tho  leason  had  Sed,  still  the  boy  was  her  own. 
And  oft  when  the  tear  bad  bedimm'd  bei  wild  e^, 

He  wept — for  be  thought  thereVno  tear  drops  for  jnj; 
And  he  paid  back  her  toajs,  retum'd  agh  for  ^gh. 

As  Ite  leaned  ail  her  bosom — the  Idiot  Boj. 


How  tai  mi  bar  »ul  t<it  tbs  form  Bk 

When  ha'd  linger  lioae  i 
She  held  up  her  amt,  it  was  flcflhleu  and  bAT«i — ■ 

And  that  moment  ehe  felt  a  soft  transient  jaji. 
For  hesien  hnd  chuaed  from  her  bdiiI  her  dCBpair, 

And  she  died  u  she  gazed  on  her  Idiot  Boy. 
'Ah !  inks,  dearest  mother,  I'm  hnnerr  and  cold/ 

died  the  Tonth,  uin  glancing  her  ilx  d  testnrea  o'er, 
*Ahl  why  don't  joa  nake  in  mj  orma' tender  fold. 

For  yon  noTer  one  slept  such  a  long  time  before. 
'  1  lore  oqIt  /oq.  and  I  feel  eoch  delight 

When,  aathoQgh  weeping,  yon  rbU  ma  jonr  ioj  ;— 
From  the  bojs  of  the  village  I  oft  orge  mj  flight, 

For  thej  tell  me  with  team  I'm  an  Idiot  B07. 
'She's  cold,  very  cold!  and  her  breast  heaves  no  more! 

She's  JD3t  like  a  bad  when  it  hung  it's  soft  head. 
When  it  hopp'd  not,  nor  chirp'd  not,  nor  sang aa before. 

And  thej  told  me  the  poor  little  robin  -Koa  dead.' 
At  that  instant,  conviclion  flashed  orer  his  brain — - 

He  knew  she  was  dead,  and  that  dead  waa  each  joy  ; 
The  beati  bunt  its  bounds,  and  broke  life's  feeble 

And  he  died  on  his  motber — the  Idiot  Boj. 


THE  LEARNED  APOTHECARY. 

Tbts  ms  an  action  that  waa  bronght  agninti  a  man  of 
the  name  of  Warbnrton,  for  having  practised  without 
brang  duly  qoalified— it  ina  tried  Wore  Sir  W,  Qar- 
Tow  At  the  StafTordiliiie  Aisiies  ;  the  defendant  waa 
iD  in  early  life  a  gardsnei 


Mr.  D.  Hare  jonalwayabMnaaaqeoo? 


Judge,  Yes,  do  JOB  object  ? 
fFif.  1  don't  think  it  a  proper  answer. 

Judge.  I  preaojue  jon  mean  i^nestipn  ;  I  beg  leavs 
to  differ  with  jon  in  opinion. 

Mr.  D.  Have  ran  ttlwavi  been  a  BmKeon  P 

Wit.  lamaBQTgent. 

Mr^  a.  Can  ^n  spell  the  word  jou  mentioD  P 

Wil.  My  LoKi,  ia  that  a  £Rir  answer  ? 

Judgt,  1  tbink  it  a  fair  qoeation. 

Wit.  Spelt  the  word!  la  be  sure  I  can.  S-T-n-rgnnt. 

Mr.  I).  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing— repeat  what 
;Dn  hare  aajd. 

Wit.  3-n-i-gend. 

Mr.  D.  Whft>  did  jou  lay  waa  next  t«  S,  ar  ? 

Wit.  S-y-n-Rent. 

Judge.  As  1  take  it  down,  please  to  forour  me  with 

Wil.  a-q-B-r-gent.  , 

Judge,  what? 

Wit.  S-e-r-gnnd. 

Mr.  D.  Have  jou  alwajB  been  what  yoa  ay  ? 
■what  were  yon  originally  ? 

Wit.  8-y-n-i-s-e-n-d, 

Mr,  D.  WereyoueveragardBner,  Dr.Warbnrton- 

Wit.  Sa^nt. 

Mr.  D.  1  do  not  aik  you  to  spell  that  word  again. 

Wit.  Sergand— aye,  lltat's  it. 

Mr.  D,  Mj  Lord,  I  bar  I  hare  thrown  ara«IJ  over 
this  poor  mjin,  which  he  isn't  get  rid  ot  Where  was 
you  a  gardecer  ? 

Wit.  I  never  was  a  gardener — I  flist  waa  a  farm^ 
— I  craaed  to  be  a  farmer,  because  I  learnt  iha  haai- 

Mt.  D.  Who  did  you  lean  it  ot  ? 


la  objection 

Wit.  I  learned  it  of  DoMoi  Hum— he  pnutued 
(ha  wme  ni  the  Wbitworth  docton,  and  chef  ven 
rn^ar  pbjscuuu. 

Mr.  D.  Wbere  did  tber  take  their  degreea. 

Wit.  I  don't  think  they  met  took  anj. 

Mr.  D.  Tbea  do  jon  luppoie  thej  onld  be  rego- 
UiphjaioiiuiB  ? 

Wil.  No — 1  beliere  Ihej  were  onlj  doctors. 

JHr.  £>■  Wen  the;  docton  o(  Uir,  phjiria,  or  divv* 

Wit.  Tfa^  dootorad  cowl  nnd  other  hnnuin  banes. 

Mr.  JD.  Did  jon  ever  make  np  medioinea  from  Se 
pmcription  of  a  phjdciaii. 


ilfr.  It.   Do  joti  anderitiind  the  characters  thej 
nae  for  onncea,  scraplee,  and  drachma  ? 

Wit.  I  do  not     I  oan  make  np  as  good  medicine 
in  my  wsj  aa  tJiB?  caQ  in  Ihein. 

r.  Z>.  What  proportion  does  an  oanee  bear  to  a 


^i(.   Mj  l«rd,  i.  that  a 
Jaiige.  Certainlj. 


Mr,  B.  Do  jon  arer  bleed  ? 

Wit.  Yee, 

Mr.  J>.  WKb  a  fleam  or  lanoot  ? 

Wit.  With  a  lanncelot. 

Mr.  D.  Dojm  bleed  bvai  the  vein  or  the  anerj  ? 

>ri(.  Prom  the  min. 

Jtfr.  .D.  There  ii  an  artery  about  the  temple,  can 
jtoD  teH  the  nams  of  it  ? 

WU,  I  doea  not  preteDd  to  have  n  mnch  know- 
Iw^aiKnne. 

Mr.D.  CaDpatdl  me  the  name  of  tha  tartar;  ? 


Wit,  I  doat  know  iriul  utiflce  joa  meBn. 

Mr.  IJ,  SnppoBB  I  ^ru  to  toll  yoa  to  bleed  my 
■emaC — wMiJi  beiien  forbid — in  the  jogular  ina, 
where  mmld  yon  »pvh  the  lancet  ? 

>rif .  In  the  arm  to  be  Bore.  I  am  a  bit  of  a  den- 
tist. 

Jfr.  D.  Indeed  1  mppoce  tben  a  penon  had  the 
t^tath-aGhe^  and  eonld  not  bear  it,  how  would  joQ 
proceed  ? 

Wit.  Beat  it  oat,  to  be  mre. 

JUr.D.  With  what? 

Wit.  A  hammer. 

jKr.  D.  Yoo  maj  retire— I  am  parfMtlj  aatisHed. 


THE  FOKSAKEN. 

You  remember  the  maid  nhoee  dark  brown  hair, 

And  her  brow,  where  the  flnmr  of  beaut)' 
Had  written  her  name,  and  had  stamp'd  it  there, 

Till  it  made  adoration  a  doty^ 
And  haie  joa  forgot  how  we  wateh'd  with  deh^t 

Each  charm-— aa  a  new  one  waa  given — 
Till  ihe  grew  in  onr  eyee  to  a  liaion  of  light, 

And  we  thonght  her  a  spirit  from  heaven. 
And  ^onr  heatt  ran  recall,  and  mine  often  goes  hack 

With  a  ngh  and  a  tear  to  thoee  honra, 
When  we  gated  on  her  fbnn,  as  she  foUow'd  the  Oaek 

Of  her  bntterfly'g  wings  through  the  flowers  ; 
When,  in  her  young  joy,  slie  would  ga»e  with  deliglit 

On  ita  plumage  of  minehng  dyes, 
IW  she  let  it  go  free,  anfTluik'il  after  its  flight 

To  tee  if  it  enter'd  lbs  akies  ! 
But  she  wander'd  away  from  the  home  of  her  youth 

One  Bpring,  ere  the  roaes  were  blown  ; 
For  she  fancud  the  world  was  a  temple  of  tmth. 

And  abe  measured  all  bieaata  by  her  own  : — 


[d  thoj  gave  hei^— »  grave  ! 
There  vias  one  whom  she  loved,  though  she  breal  bed 

Fcff  lov8  of  her  sool  was  >.  part, — 
And  he  Bald  he  loved  her—but  he  left  bee  sJone, 

With  the  vrorm  of  despsir  in  her  heart. 
And  oh !  nitli  what  anguish  we  coonted  each  da;, 

The  roeea  had  died  on  her  cheek, 
And  linng  o'er  her  form  as  it  faded  awaj, 

And  wept  o'er  the  beautiful  wreck  ! 
Yet  her  eje  waa  as  mild  and  si  blae  to  the  last, 

Though  shadows  stole  over  its  beam  -, 
And  her  smilea  are  remember'd — dnce  long  thej  a« 


And-itm 

US  he  thai  fancv  deludes 

Withf 

■  spell 

But— I  tlunh  though  her  tones  wi 

clear. 

Thej  wei( 

1  somewhat  more  soft,  an 

dthCi 

remu 

Like  a  dirge  on  the  listening  ear. 
And  while  sorrow  threw  round  her  a  hoher  grace, — 

Though  she  always  was  gentle  end  kind, — 
Yet  I  thonght  that  the  sadness  that  stole  o'er  herbace 


And  ve  valned  ILem  more  in  decay, 
As  we  tressnre  the  last  fading  flower  of  the  jear. 

For  we  felt  abe  was  pas^ng  awaj  ! 
She  never  complsin'd — bnt  she  lo\«d  to  the  last ; 

And  the  tear  in  her  beautiful  eye 
Often  told  that  her  thoughts  were  gone  back  to  t 

And  (he  jonth  who  had  left  ber  to  die. 


But  mercj  cwna  down,  and  ibe  maid  ii  nt  rett, 
Wberfl  the  billiiRi  mte  o'er  her  at  even, 

With  (he  tmf  of  a  far  foiei^  land  on  her  breaut. 
Whence  the  palm-tree  pomti  opiraTds  to  heaven. 


THE  COUNTRYMAN  AND  RAZOR-SELLER, 

A  FELLOW  in  a  market  town. 

Moat  mnaical  cried  raiors  op  and  down. 

And  offer'd  twelve  for  eighleenpenee, 

Whidi  certainlj  sesm'd  nondront  cheap. 

And  for  the  monej  quite  a  heap, 

Aa  everj  man  would  bu;  with  cseh  and  lenib 

A  conntr;  bnmpkin  the  great  offer  heard, 
Foot  Hodge,  who  Bulter'd  bj  a  thick  black  beard. 
That  Beem'd  a  aboo-bruBb  Black  beneath  hiu  noae  : 
eighteenpenoe  he  paid. 
If  ]□  whifipera  ^d, 
le  tazon,  I  sappose." 

No  matter  if  the  fellow  be  a  knave, 
Provided  that  the  raiors  abava  ; 
It  eertainlj  will  bo  a  mon-strooa  prite. 
So  home  the  clown  with  his  good  fortune  went, 
Smihng,  in  heart  and  soul  content, 
And  quicklj  Boap'd  himBelt  to  ears  and  eya. 

Seing  well  lather'd  &om  a  dish  or  tnb, 
Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  gmb 
Jnat  like  a  hedget  cutting  fane  ; 
"Twas  a  vile  razor  !  then  the  next  be  tried— 


In  Tain  to  chase  his  beard,  and  bring  the  grscee, 
HecnC,  and  dog,  and  vrinc'dfand  stamp'd,  and  awore  ; 
Bronght  blood,  and  danced,  blasphemed,  and  matte 

And  cmned  each  raior'a  bod;  o'er  and  o'er. 


Ris  mng.jl^,  formed  of  oppontion  stuff, 
Firm  as  a  Foiit&  would  not  lose  its  rnff  ; 
So  kept  it— lanRhiag  at  (he  steel  and  mxat : 
Hodge  la  a  passion  Btretch'd  bia  nngrj  jama, 
VowiDg  the  direst  Tengeanos,  with  oleiich'd  claws. 
On  the  Tile  dieat  that  sold  tbe  goods — 
"  Raiors !  a  caned  confounded  dog. 
Not  At  to  scrape  a  hog  !" 

Hodge  sot:ght  tbe  fellon — foncd  him,  and  began, 
Perhaps,  Mr.  Rozor-ro^ite,  to  yoa  'tin  fun, 
That  people  flaj  themselves  onl  of  their  lives  ; 
Yon  TBBBSl  I — for  an  hour  have  I  been  grabbing, 
Giving  mj  scoundrel  whiakeis  here  a  scrabbing. 
With  mors  joit  like  oyster  knives  ; 
Krrah !  I  tell  jon  Ton're  a  knave. 
To  crj  ap  ratora  that  cant  shave. 

"  Friend,"  quoth  the  rsior-man,  I'm  no  knave ; 
As  for  the  raiors  jou  have  bought, 
UpoQ  mj  sonl  I  never  thought 
Thftt  Ihej  would  shave." 

"Not  think  they'd  shaval"  qooth  Hodge,  with  won- 
dering ctss. 
And  voice  not  mach  onlike  an  Indian  veil, 
"  What  wera  the;  made  for  then,  you  dog,"  he  cries, 
"Made J'  q.aDth  the  fellow,  with  aamilB— "tosoJl" 


THE  OCEAN. 

THEas  is  B  pleasnrs  in  the  pathlen  woods  ; 
There  is  a  iBpton  on  the  lonelj  share  ; 
There  is  societj,  where  none  intrudes, 
By  the  deep  3«,  and  mndc  m  its  roar: 


Roll  on,  Ihon  deep  and  dark  bine  ocean ! — roll  ; 

Mart  marks  the  earth  with  Toin, — hia  control 
Stops  with  the  shore  ; — upon  the  watetj  plain 
The  ivieclu  are  all  thy  deed  ;  nor  doth  rem^u 
A  shadow  of  man'a  ravage,  Bava  hia  own,— 
When  tor  a  mojuent,  like  a  drop  of  rain, 
He  unlfB  into  thj  depths  with  babbling  groan, 

WithoQl  a  grave,  unknell'd,  nncoffin'd,  and  unknown. 
TTie  armaments  which  Ihraidentrike  the  walla 
Of  rock-bnilt  cities,  bidding  naliana  qoidie, 
And  monarcha  tremble  in  their  I'apitalB, — 
The  oak  leiiathans.  whose  base  dba  make 
Their  claj  creator  the  yain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  »ar,:~ 
These  are  thj  toys  ;  and  sa  the  snonr  Hake, 
Thej  melt  into  the  jeast  of  waves,  which  mar 

Alike  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 
Thy  elvjiea  are  empiite,  changed  in  all  save  thee  ; — 
Aasyria,  Greece,  Some,  Carttiage, — what  are  thejr  ? 
Tbj  waters  wasted  them  whiie  thej  were  &ee, 
Aad  many  a  tyrant  since  ;  t!ieiT  ihortt  obej 
The  nraoger,  slave,  or  savage  ;  their  decay 
Haa  dried  ap  realms  to  deserts : — not  so  lami, 
Unchangeaila,  cave  to  thy  wild  waves'  play  ; 
Time  wntca  no  wrinkle  on  thine  atnre  brow  ; 

8ach  aa  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  roUesC  now. 
Thou  glorious  mirror!  where  the  AlMIOHTl'S  form 
Qlasses  itself  ia  tompesls  ;  in  all  time. 
Calm  or  convnlsed,— in  breeie,  or  gale,  or  storm. 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Paik-beaTing  ; — boundlewi  endjcas,  and  snblinw — 


TTie  imsje  of  etemitj, — tbethnme 
Of  the  iQTisble ;  evso  from  oat  thj  dime 
The  moDBten  of  the  deep  are  uuule :  ench  lone 
Obeyi  thee  ;  thoa  goeat  foilh — dread — fflthTnnlrm 


THE  SPANISH  CHAMPION. 

Tbe  wan-ior  bow'd  his  crested  head,  sad  tamed  hii 

heart  of  Bre, 
And  med  the  hanght;  king  to  fne  hu  Icmg  impriaoD' 

"I  brin^  thee  here  in;  foitreaa  keyi,  I  hiing  mj  cap- 

I  pledge  in  J  f&ith— pit  liege,  mj  loid.  Oh  ]  break  mj 

lather's  chain.'' 
"  Ttise !  rise,  even  noir  thj  &ther  eomea,  a  mcaomed 
Monot  thj  good  ateed,  and  thoo  and  I  will  meet  him 
Then  li^tlj  roae  Ihit  loyal  son,  and  boanded  on  hi> 

And  urgedf  aa  if  with  Unce  in  hand,  his  charger's 

fcnmiDg  speed. 
And  lo  1    from  fat  as  on  th^  preu'd,  thej  met  a 


eringband, 
liat  'mid  them 


With  one  that  'mid  them  atatel;  lode,  like  a  leader  in 

theltmdi 
"  Now,  haate,   Bernardo,  haste,   far  there  in  Terj 

trath  ia  he. 
The  fiithei — whom  thy  grataAil  heart  hath  jeamed  so 

Hie  prood  breast  heated,  hia  dark  eje  flaahed,  hia 

chaefea'  hiu  c»ne  sod  went. 
He  reached  that  graj-baired  chieftain's  side,  and  then 

dismtwitmg  bant ; 


A  lowly  knee  to  eartlk  he  bent,  his  fatber'i  hand  ha 
What  was  there  irx  it4  touch  that  all  hia  fiery  §pmt 

That  hand  wai  eold,  a  frozen  thing,  it  dropped  from 

bis  like  Isad  ; 
He  looked  np  Id  the  face  abore,  the  face  was  of  tho 

dead; 
A  plome  waved  o'er  the  noble  brow,  the  brow  waa 

filed  and  white, 
He  met  at  length  his  fother's  eyea,  but  in  them  nw 

no  dght. 

Up  from  the  ground  be  §pmng»  and  gazed,  bat  who 

ean  paint  that  gaze  7 
They  boshed  their  very  hearts  who  saw  its  hoiror  and 

They  might  have  chuned  him,  as  before  that  noble 

form  he  stood. 
For  the  power  was  stricken  from  his  arms,  and  from 

his  cheek  the  blood. 

"  Patber !"  at  length  be  mnnnnred  low,  and  wept  like 

children  then, — - 
"Talk  notof  grief  till  thon  hast  seen  the  tears  of  wai^ 

He  thought  on  all  his  glorious  hopes,  on  all  his  high 


And  covering  with  his  steel-glored  hands  his  darkly 

monrflnl  brow,' 
"Nomore,  there  is  no  more,"  he  siud,  "tolifithe 


Up  from  tlifl  groand  he  apmng  oitce  more,  and  seued 

.  the  mon«rch'B  rein. 
Amid  the  pale  and  wildered  looks  of  oU  tlis  conrtier 

Aod  with  a  fierce  o'ermoiitermg  grasp,  the  rearing 

■mr-hoFfle  led. 
And  Bternly  set  them  face  to  face,  the  king  befors 

tbedeuL 

"  Csme  [  not  hen  on  thy  pledge,  my  father's  hand 

Be  rtill !  and  raze  thon  on,  false  Idiig,  aod  tell  me 

what  it  ttaa ; 
The  loot,  the  voice,  the  heart  I  soi:Lgbt — gtte  answer, 

where  are  they  P 
It  thoo  woaldst  clear  thy  peiJnred«nJ,  pntlife  in 

thii  cold  clay. 

"  Into  those  glassy  eyes  put  light ;  be  still,  keep  down 
Bid  those  cold  iips  a  bleaeiiig  speak,  this  earth  is  not 


Than  canst  not !  an^  oh  king,liiabtoodbemountaini 

on  thy  headr 
He  loosed  the  reio,  his  slaek  hand  tell,  upon  the  mlent 

He  cast  one  long  deep  moomful  glance,  then  flsd 

from  that  sad  place  ; 
His  after  fate  no  more  was  heard  amid  the  martial 


BBCltitnONI.  ' 


THE  DEAD  DONKEY. 

He  was  Btrctched  at  fill  length  beude  the  ditch 
vhere  he  died'  A  hclf  finished  hooee  in  the  back- 
groand  «?emed  to  rejoice  in  the  fste  of  the  poor  ani- 
mal i  mfiticiouBly  diaplajed  on  %  board,  whereon  wm 
legiblj  Wlittfn— 

The  stnrdf  tliialle  boldl;  reared  its  head  in  ila  vici- 
nity, fearless  of  the  donkej's  pluck. 

The  crows,  hke  a  knot  of  lawyers  at  the  funeral  of 
A  rich  roan,  were  hovering  near.  11>e;  threatened  to 
engross  the  whole  skin,  and  make  awaj  with  the  per- 
sonal property  by  conveyance. 

The  dew-aaed  they  knew  could  not  resist  theii 
hey  apprehend  their  bills  would  ba 
■.i  by  the  roaster. 

Alack — alack !  that  he  who  had  stoutly  canted 
many  a  bushel,  should  thus  fall  beneath  their  pech^ 
The  Vfell-wom  saddle,  like  many  a  better,  had  roqo 
to  liaek  some  other  favonrits  of  the  race.  The  reins, 
too,  were  gone — ves,  his  disconBolate  master,  like  a 
drunken  man,  hiA—tlipped  off  the  curb .' 

Wo,  wo!  but  what  avails  it  crying  "We."'  toa 
dend  donkey  ?  Were  I  thy  master,  1  would  have  thy 
A'double-S  a  iitrmi 


taied  by 


head  that  might  supply  Gall  or  Spunheim  with  a  lee- 
tare.  But  no  cati  remains  to  immortaliie  thee — al- 
beit tby  master,  in  thy  lite,  made  many  an  impressum 

Like  a  card-player,  then  hast  cut  the  pacl^nd  left 
it  in  the  hands  of  the  dealer.  * 

~  ~  e  th;  ragged  brethren  that  run  loose  upon 


the  common,  expMing  their  riti  (as  vulgar  hi 
■    "'    ■  eral  company)  there  is  a  plump- 

'n  tby  appearance,  that  plainly 


do  their  wives  in  general  company)  there  is  a  plun 
earance,  that  plaij 
The  smoothnen  i^ 


Fsi^wel],  Edward,  lescldmed— tooseriooaonthe 
occnaion  to  ose  Ihe  familinr  epithet  of  Xcddt/. 

1  haard  footatepa  :  I  saw  a  mun  npproaching  the 
spot  I  bad  just  qoitted :  he  was  &  tail  raw-boned' 
looking  gipaej.  Cont^cakd  from  obBeiration  bj  the 
interretiiug  hedge,  1  watched  hia  motions. 

1  saw  bun  stride  across  Uie  animal.  Drawing  a 
daap-knife  from  his  breast,  helooked  wistfully  aioand 
him.  I  had  often  heard  of  famished  Eoaaiana  de- 
vonring  Iheir  hones.    What  did  he  meditate  ? 

Keen  hunger  was  depicted  in  bis  sharp  connlcnanee. 

Tha  vseront  wielded  his  knife— I  stood  breathless 

"PVomthedonbej?- 

Ho,  Madam  ;  from  the  adjoining  hedge. 


Nose  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose, 

The  spectacles  set  them  unhappily  wrong  i 

The  point  in  diaputewas,  as  all  the  world  knows, 
To  wb:ch  the  said  spectacles  ought  to  belong. 

So  Tongne  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cansc, 
With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  full  of  leuming, 

While  ^ef  baroD  Ear  sat  to  halance  the  hiwE, 
So  fi^ed  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning. 

"  In  behalf  of  (be  .Nose,  it  wUl  qnicklj  appear. 

And  your  lord^p"  he  said,  "  will  undoubtedly  find, 

That  the  Nose  liaa  had  spectacles  always  to  wear, 
11'hifh  amounts  to  possttsiaD  time  out  of  mind." 


Ifil 


Then  iioldiug  the  spectacleB  up  to  the  court — 

^^  Your  loTdhhip  olj^rves  ihej  are  made   \ 

straddle. 


Designed  tt 


-idee  of  the  dom  is '.  in  short, 
it  close  to  it,  JDEt  like  a  saddle 


"AguD,  Ttoold  j-OQT  worship  B  momeDt  sappoce 

(IBs  a  case  that  has  happened,  snd  may  be  ngain,) 
riiBt  the  visage  or  eoantenance  had  not  a  Nose, 

I'raj  who  would,  or  who  coold  wear  spectacles  then? 
"On  the  whole  it  appears,  aud  my  argument  shows. 

With  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn. 
That  the  spectacles  pUimW  were  msdo  fur  the  Nose, 

And  the  Noae  was  as  pleinlj  intended  for  them." 
llien,  shifting  his  side,  (as  s,  lawjer  knows  how,) 

He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  E;es  ; 
But  what  were  his  arguments  few  peo]ile  linow. 

For  the  court  did  not  think  Ihej  were  equally  wise 
So  his  lordtbip  decreed,  with  a  grave,  solemn  toae. 

Decisive  and  clear,  vrithoot  one  if  or  but — 
That  whenever  the  Nose  pot  his  spectacles  on. 


■fght,- 


B}  duv-liglit  or  candle-light, — ^ei  should  be  shut  1 


I  VANT  TO  PLY. 

DuRTNO  the  last  war  there  were  a  nnmbet  of  French 
otfieers,  in  an  inland  town,  on  ihfir  parole  of  liooour, 
Now,  one  gentleman,  being  tired  with  the  usual  rou- 
tine 01  eating,  drinking,  gambling,  smoking,  &c.,  and 

solved  to  go  a  liahin^.  His  host  supplied  him  with  a 
rod  and  line,  bat  being  in  want  of  artificial  flies,  went 
in  search  of  a  fishing-tackle-maker's  shop.  Having 
found  one,  kept  by  a  plain  painstaking  John  Bull, 
our  Frenchman  entered,  and  ivith  a  bow,  a  cringe, 
and  a  shrug  of  the  shouldeni,  thns  began ; — 


tt3 

'Ah,  Moonenr  Anfliae,  comment  TOm,  p^Hgz  TOQS?* 

'Bh,  tbst'a  French,'  exclsjmed  the  ebov-k^per i 

'  not  that  I  undeisUud  it,  but  I'm  terj  WI,  if  that'i 

'  Bim  boc,  \er  good  ;  den,  Bars,  I  soil  tell  joo,   I 

*  1  dare  Bay  joa  do,  Monnieer,'  replied  the  Eulvb- 
muij  more  of  joor  onttid- 

Ter  eonient  t«  lugirt  the  eaemiSB  of  mj  couDlry  to 
leave  it — paiticnUil;  when  thej  cost  na  ao  mnch  to 
bring  them  here.' 
'  'Ah,  Monsieur,  ;ou  no  comprehend;  I  nllrepeate, 
I  rant  deux  fly,  on  de  top  of  ee  vnter,' 

*  Oil !  what  JOQ  want  to  fl^  by  valor,  do  yon  ?  tbeoi 

dred  miles  from  the  Bea-coast,  and  onr  canal  is  not 

'JJiable.  Dion  Dieir!  aare,  you  ace  an  etap  of  tha 
fclock.  I  asli  tell  Ton  once  aeven  times  over  agidn — I 
vant  deux  fly  on  the  top  of  de  ial«r,  la  dingle  dangle 
on  de  end  of  de  long  pole.' 


f[le  dangle  you,  as  you  call  it,  at  the 


end  of  a  lone  po 
tyoaroean  by  t 


ipTonaKonbi 
ny  de  BulL     Ba,  ba,  you  are  efl^onte,  and  t  disgrace 
me  to  psrley  vid  yon.     I  tell  you,  sare,  dat  ' 
deux  Hy  on  do  top  of  de  yater,  to  dingle  daiigl 


lay  a  trap  to  poison  me  4nd  all  my  family,  beoanae  I 

heard.    Here,  Betty,  go  for  the  oonsUble.' 

The  conatHble  soon  arrited,  who  happened  to  he  as 
ignorant  as  the  shop-keeper,  and  of  courts  it  was  not 
expected  that  a  conslable  should  be  a  scbolu-.  Thni 
the  man  of  office  began  : — 


ttSCIIlTIONS.  iS> 

;Wliat'B«llthu?  Betty  has  been  telling  me  that 
tiiia  here  outlandiah  Frenchmaii  ii  tpiuQ  to  jkhsoq 
JOQ  and  all  your  fiunilj?  Aj,  aj,  lohiinld  like  to 
tatah  him  a(  it,  that's  all.  Come,  come  to  prison, 
jaa  delinquent.' 

'No,  Bare,  I  till  not  go  to  de  prison  ;  talte  tne  be- 
fore de — what  joq  call  it— de  ting  what  nihhle  de 


'No,  M 
mean  de  cnoaiei,  vai  you  naa.     i^imiiaimgj     uom, 
■are,  gee  up.    Ah,  ah.' 

'  Ofi,  aaw  I  know,  jou  mean  a  horae.'  \ 

•No,  Bare.  I  mean  de  hone's  rife.' 

'Oui  bon,  yea,  aaie,  late  mo  lo  de  mayor.' 
This  reqaest  was  complied  with,  and  the  Freneh 
officer  soon  atood  before  the  English  magistrate,  who, 
by  chance,  happened  to  be  better  informed  than  his 
neighbours,  and  thus  expluned,  to  the  satisfaction  of 
all  pnTttea, 

'  Yon  have  mistaken  the  inlentions  of  this  honest 
gentleman  ;  he  did  not  want  to  fly  the  country,  but  to 
go  a  fl$hiiig,  and  for  that  purpose  went  to  your  shop 
to  purchase  two  flies,  hj  way  of  bait,  or,  as  he  ex- 
pnnsed  it,  to  la  trap  la  poiasun.    Foiisoa,  in  French, 

'  Why,  aye,'  replied  tbe  bhop-keeper,  '  that  may  be 
true — yon  are  a  scbolardj  and  bo  yoo  know  better  than 
I.  Poison,  in  HVeneh,  may  be  very  good  Gsh,  bat  gii'e 
me  good  old  English  roast  beet.' 


■raE  GRAVE  8TONE3.      *     ■ 

?HE  ffrass  is  green  and  the  spring  floweret  blooms, 
lud  Uie  tree  blosBoma  all  aa  fieeb  and  fair 
la  death  had  never  visited  the  earth ; 
I  et  esery  blade  of  gnat,  aqd  every  flower. 


Is  blithe  as  if  the  jeai 
Is  tho  lament  of  oniveiaftl  Jeath. 
The  many  mn^cr  is  the  livins  link 
Of  many  a  thouaiind  lesra  of  death  gone  bj. 
And  Tnanj  a  thoofiand  in  futnTity, — 
The  ramnant  of  a  moment,  BpuiEd  bj  him 
But  for  another  meal  to  gorge  npon. 
This  gl&bs  ii  but  our  father's  cemetery— 
The  gun,  and  moon,  and  stars  that  shine  on  high. 
The  lampB  that  bum  to  light  their  sepulchre. 
The  bright  eacutcheoni  of  Iheir  foneral  vault. 
Yet  does  man  more  la  gAjly  as  the  barge. 
Whose  keel  singa  through  the  waters^  and  her  aaitfl 


and  snallow  her. 


'lUe  aettiDK  son  was  curtaming  the  west 
With  purple  and  with  gold,  so  fieroelj  bright. 
That  eje  of  mortal  might  not  look  on  it- 
Pavilion  fitting  for  an  angel's  hoiQe, 
The  gnu's  last  ray  fell  slanting  on  a  thorn 
With  blossoms  white,  and  there  a  blackbird  sat 

Ai  fancy  might  awake  around  his  throne- 
Hy  liHui  was  toll,  vet  found  no  utteranoe, 
Sara  ID  ft  balf-breaOied  ugh  and  moistening  tau, 
I  wandered  on,  >c>rGS  knowing  where  I  went. 
Till  1  WM  Mated  oa  an  inCaiU'a  oc&ve. 
Alaa  t  i  knew  the  little  tenant  well : 
Staa  w*a  ooe  irf  n  lorely  family. 


'niat  oft  had  clung  aroand  me  like  a.  wreatii 
Of  foreats,  the  fiurest  of  the  maiden  spring — 
It  waa  a  new-made  giave,  and  the  green  uid 
L»j  loosely  on  it ;  jet  affection  there 
Had  reaied  the  Btone,  her  monnment  of  fame. 
I  rmd  the  name— I  loved  to  hear  hei  lisp— 
Twaa  not  alone,  hnt  every  name  itba  thera 
That  lately  schoed  through  that  happy  dome, 
T  had  tieen  three  weeks  absent  ;  in  that  time 
The  merciless  destroyer  waa  at  work, 
And  spared  not  one  of  all  the  infant  group. 
The  last  of  all  I  read  the  grandaire's  name, 
On  whose  white  locks  I  oft  had  seen  her  cheat. 
Like  a  hright  sua-hetun  on  a  fleecy  cloud, 
Rekindling  in  his  eye  the  fading  lustre. 
Breathing  in  his  heart  the  glow  of  youth. 
He  died  at  eighty  of  a  broken  heart. 
Bereft  of  bU  for  whom  he  wished  to  lire. 


THE  BABfiEB'S  SHOP. 

I^H  a  dapper  little  sharer. 
Who  in  mannera  and  behaviour. 
Bear  the  bell  from  all  the  trade. 
I'm  descended  from  the  Razors,  - 
Who,  as  most  people  aaj,  sirs, 
A  fortune  should  have  made. 
For  be  it  known,  my  father 
Sneh  numbers  used  to  hitter, 
And  BO  briskly  plied  hin  trade. 
And  so  briskly  plied  his  trade, 
That,  by  hair  dressing  and  shaving 
Though  hia  family  was  craving. 
He  a  decent  living  made. 
SpokerLj  Mr.  Raaor,sajsmypoordeceaBedmotheT ; 


Ilikn  LMin.— A.  little  lanung  ii «  du^protu  thing— 
drinlt  deep,  or  a  fig  k>i  Imaing,  brjs  my  father  ;  or  if 
lie  lorns  aaj  thine,  'el  him  Inrn  to  Ebars,  and  u  to 
drinking  deep,  hc'Jl  lam  that  from  his  father. — So  ir- 
Itead  of  lieiog  amanof  liittera,  I  can  batslf  tell  them, 
and  tun  If^ft  with  all  m;  imparfectiona  on  m;  bead,  Co 
ihavfl,  dreaa  bjiir,  aomb  vriga,  and  retail  Dajand  Mar- 
tin's blacking,  Russia  oil,  pomatum,  and  powder,  and 
instead  ot  wearing  a  boudsbHoi's  wIr,  tn  be  conslantlj 
emplojed  in  keeping  it  in  cnrl,  while  tbe  oolj  bar  I 
ever  pleaded  at  13  the  bar  of  old  Scoie'«n,  though  I 
gpncrally  contrive  to  pay  mj  waj  ;  I  wish  every 
trademiaa  could  put  his  hand  to  bia  heart  aud  aaj  aa 
much — ^we  should  then  see  fewer  diiidtmdi  of  a  shil- 
ling ia  the  pound,  and  the  credit  of  old  England  keep 
np  ita  ancient  vigour. 

So,  with  Bcixaon,  comb,  and  lalb^ 

1  a  Huffii^nt  harreet  gather,  ^  ' 

To  keep  open  the  barberls  iop. 
The  harber'a  shop, 
The  barber'a  ihop. 

To  keep  open  the  boitif'a  shop. 

Should  mj  cnitjimera  e'er  raposi 

I  Bhow  'em  an  old  paper, 

WhicK  I  beg  'em  to  ppmse  ; 

Should  Ihej  find  the  chest,  idn. 

Which  they  seldom  or  e'er  refuse. 

For  by  this  time  I  contrive, 

Kj  bosineM  quick  to  drive. 

And  be  ready  their  beards  to  mow, 

And  be  ready  their  beards  to  puiIT  ; 

Of  me  you're  making  fun. 

Sir,  I  tell  yon  I've  just  done, 

Mr.  Latherem,  here,  hollo. 
Spoken.}    Mr,  Feeble,  ehall  I  ahaie  yonP   jonr 
b°nrd'a  io  a  sad  coudition,  like  the timea— Don't  talk 
to  ma  of  the  tiuea,  f»r  I'je  no  Ume  to  talk  to  jou— 


IIovVMn.  Feeble,  lir?— Hind  your  badness,  and 
don't  pester  me — if  jou  moie  j'onr  head,  I  shall  do 
your  b.u^Tiefis— j^r,  Leddernm,  dat  blacking  jou  HOuld 

ereat  desire  to  fpve  you,  for  de  bJacking,  a  bUrk  pye ; 
devil  do  drop  of  Day  and  Martin  was  dere  ;  no,  by  de 
powers,  it  waa  all  Betcy  Martin — Sir,  if  you'll  retuTU 
il — Tander  and  turf,  relara  it,  how,  yoa  ahabroon, 
d'ye  tliink  I'm  to  do  thcit  ?  didn't  I  tetl  you,  do  I  for- 
get to  mention  it,  datlhadnsedevorysupof  it — Well, 
sir,  I  hope  we  ahall  make  matters  up  orer  a  gl&ss  of 
Geneva— Oh !  and  ia  iC  dat  you're  after,  oh  I  musha, 
mj  darlini;,  you're  a  nate  little  bottle  aeilBT  ;  beta's 
to  ould  Ireland — here's  may  animo^ty  be  wasbed  away 
by  the  Eonp-auda  of  oblivion  ;  may  the  voice  of  Iho 

people  never  bo  eat  ia  tv-  ■^-  •'• •  -■- ' 

and  may  the  shop  of  jnali 
neity  knocks  at  ihe  door. 


ON  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  POLAND, 

O  SACRED  Trulli !  thy  triomnh  oea»ed  awhile, 
And  Hope,  thy  dster,  ceased  with  thee  to  smile, 
When  leagued  OppressioD  poured  to  Northern  WAia, 
Her  whiskered  pandonrs  and  her  fierce  huaaars, 
WavEd  her  dread  sUndanl  to  the  breeie  of  mom. 
Pealed  her  loud  drum,  and  twanged  hertmmpet  horn 
Tumultuous  horror  brooded  o'er  her  van. 
Presaging  wrath  to  Poland — and  to  man  ! 

Warsaw's  last  champion,  from  her  height  aorvej' 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  a  waste  of  min  laid,— 
"0  Heaven  1"  he  cried,  "my  bleeding  country  aaw! 
Ia  there  no  hand  on  high  can  ^leld  the  brave  ? 
Yet  though  destruotian  sweep  those  lovelj  pluna, 
Bis«  fellow-men  \  our  couNTkY  yet  iwastai '. 


Bj  that  dreiid  nime,  w 


dismay'd : 
_  .       .  ,  a  horrid  front  tnej  form, 

Still  as  the  breeze,  bnt  dre&dfol  a»  ths  storm ! 
Low,  mommriDg  sDunda  along  their  banner  fly, 
Bevenqe,  OB  QEATH !— The  uatchword  snd  reply ; 
llten  WHled  the  notes,  omnipotent  to  charm, 
And  the  lond  tocain  tolled  their  last  alarm  • 

From  rank  to  mnk  yoni  voUied  thunder  flew : 
O  i  bloodiefit  pietore  in  the  book  of  time, 
Sdrmntia  fell,  unwept,  nithoat  n  crime ! 
Found  not  a  generons  friend,  a  pitying  foe. 
Strength  in  her  arms,  nor  mercy  in  her  woe ! 
Dropt  from  her  nerreless  Rrasp  the  shattered  ipear, 
Clned  her  bright  eye,  and  cnrbed  h«r  high  career  ; 
Hope,  for  a  ■eason,  bade  the  world  Euewell, 
And  freedom  ihrieked— aa  Kosciusko  fell  1 

The  nm  weot  down  nor  ceased  the  camBge  there, 
TnmDltaoua  murder  shook  the  midnight  ^r — 
On  Piagne'a  prond  arch  the  fires  of  min  glow — 
Hia  bkwd-dyed  waters  murmuring  far  b^ow. 
The  Morm  prevals !  the  rampart  yielda  away — 
Bnreta  the  wild  cry  of  horror  and  diamaj '. 
Hark  I  as  the  mouldering  pllee  with  thunder  falL 
A  thoniand  shrieks  for  hopeless  mercy  call '. 
Euth  shook  '■ — red  meteors  flushed  along  the  sky ! 
And  consdonii  nature  shuddered  at  the  cry ! 

O  righteous  Heaven  1  ere  Freedom  found  a  grave, 
Why  tSepl  the  sword,  omnipotent  to  save  I 
Wlmre  ma  tUne  arm,  O  Vengeance !  where  thy  rod, 
Tbtl  nnote  the  foes  of  Zion  and  of  God  ? 
That  omahed  proad  Ammon.  when  his  iron  car 
Wi>  ynbad  in  wrath,  and  th 


Where  ma  the  storm  that  alumbi-red  till  the  hog 
Of  blood-stained  Pharaoh  left  their  Iremblin)!  « 
Then  hade  the  deep  in  wild  coramotion  flow. 
And  heaved  an  ocean  on  their  march  below  ? 

Departed  spirits  of  the  might;  dead '. 
Ye  that  at  Marathon  and  Lencra  bled  ! 
Friends  of  the  world  !  restore  jour  swords  to  m 
Fight  in  his  sacred  oanse.  and  lead  the  van  ; 
Yet  for  Samiatia'a  tears  of  blood  atone, 

Ob  t  onee  aaain  to  ^edom's  cause  retarn, 
The  patriot  Tell — the  B&UCB  of  Uannockbam 


PADDY  AND  THE  BEAR. 

Abodi  the  time  I  wae  a  boy,  Arch)'  Tbompsoa  lived 
in  Cushendall,  lower  part  of  the  count;  Antrim.  Ha 
was  a  great  man  ;  kept  a  grocer's  shop,  was  like  Jack 
Factotum, — ^BOld  ever;  thmg  portable  ;  he  was  a  pon.. 
deroiisfeilow,wDrea  wig  like  a  beehive,  and  was  called 
king  of  Cnahcndall.    He  one  night  found  a  male  child 

swore  he  would  keep  it,  and  vrns  as  fond  of  him  as  ever 
Squire  AUworthy  was  of  Tom  Jones.  A  woman  was 
sent  fiir  to  nurse  him  ;  they  called  her  Snonter  Shaugh- 
nflsaj,  becaose  she  wanted  the  nose.^Snouter  had  no 
suck,  and  poor  Paddy  (for  so  he  was  christened)  was 
spoon-fed,  and  eoou  grew  a  stout,  well-built  fellow: 
and  to  show  bis  gratitude,  (for  Padd;  had  a  heart) 
would  do  all  abont  the  honae  himself.  He  was  like 
Surah  in  the  Beaux  Stratagem,  servant  of  all  work  i 
he  milked  the  cow  ;  he  dunged  the  byre,  andlhatcba) 
it ;  he  went  to  market ;  be  soled  the  iioes  ;  he  cleaned 
the  knives  ;  be  shaved  ;  and  powdered  bis  master'^ 
wig,  which,  after  being  drenched  in  a  jounie;,  he  ■ 
wcndd  put  a  jioker  in  the  Are,  and  change  it  froiu  its 
itata  of  flacciditj  to  its  pristine  form,  as  well  as  Char- 


ley  Bmnd,  or  erer  »  perake  maker  amon^  them. 
Paild/i  deligfat  wu  in  finqncnting  wake*,  listening 
with  aidditT  to  any  thing  piarvBUonB.— Hie  maiitit 
bdog  at  Belfast,  be  went  to  old  Brien  SolUghan'i 
wake,  where  a  lad  jnrt  from  a  foreign  rojsge  ivas  tell- 


of  the  cot 

iTte  of  D 

.  aU  but  aoi 

iboDl  blackamoon. 

i ;  for  he  swore  "  t 

■waaimpoaBible  for 

he  wu  relating  ; 

one  man  to  be  hlatk  ana  anoiner  man  Hiine,  lor  ne 

could  not  be  naturally  black  ntthmt  he  waa  pajnt- 

comei  home,  and  then  111  know  all  aboin  it"  So  ha 
aap  in  the  morning,  "  Master,  is  there  any  each  thing 
aa  a  blackamoor  ?"  "  To  be  enre  there  is,  as  manj  ai 
would  make  regimenta  of  them,  but  they're  all  abroad." 
"  And  what  make-  them  black  ?"  "  Why  ifa  the  cB- 
mate,  they  aay."  "  And  wbat'a  the  climate  ?"  "  Why 
I  dont  know  :  I  beliere  it'a  Bometbing  the;  mb  upon 
them  when  IheyYe  very  young."  "  They  most  hare  a 
deal  uf  it,  and  very  ch^ap,  if  there's  ns  many  of  them 
aa  you  say. — The  next  time  you're  in  Belfast,  I  wiah 


own.  Bat  ai  I'm  going  in  the  Irish  Volunteer,  tron 
Iaihb  to  America,  in  the  spring,  Til  aae  them  there.' 
Paddy  went  over  aa  a  redemptioner,  and  had  to  aem 
a  time  for  his  paaBage.  He  was  sent  l^  hia  maiter  ni 
miles  from  Baltimore,  to  the  heights  of  Derby,  on  ai 
errand. — Paddy,  thinking  r--" ~-'' "' 


lot  jet  Been  a  blackamoor,  forgot  the  di- 


Tecting-I>OBt  on  the  road,  and  got  enl 

iMge  black  bear  lying  at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  which  ha 
didnolobservetiliwithinafewyardsofhim.  "  Hnns. 
mydarhngl"  sayshe,  "here'aoneof  them 


t6l 


Mfi  Paddy  J   "  whj,  mui,  jouTl  get  jonr  d«Btb  irf 
cowld  IjioB  there  ;  I  hr ^■'  *- '  ''■  ' 


Ca£hendBir,aiid  if  there's  a  shebeen       .    . 
' to  apeak  lo  jon." 


jet  left  fi 
■  Ihia  I'll  giYB 

Lord  what  o  voice  he  hoe — he  could 
■mg  a  roanng  aoDg."  "  Boo,  boo '."  again  cries  the 
bear.  "  Who  the  deTil  are  jon  booing  M?  it  it'a  fun 
you're  making  of  me,  I'll  ram  mj  fist  op  to  the  elbow 
in  jon."  Up  gets  ibe  bear,  and  catohea  Paddj  bv  the 
shoulder.  "  la  it  for  wreatling  yon  are  ?— Cuahendall 
for  that^-BDol,  but  jon  grip  too  tight,  my  jewel ;  jron 
had  better  take  jour  fiat  out  of  my  ahonlder,  or  111 
take  an  unfair  sdraiilage  of  yon,"  Paddy  nent  to 
cateh  him  by  the  middle  ;  "  O  sweet  hid  luck  to  yoo, 
jon  thief,  and  the  tailor  thst  mada  your  breecbee— 
you're  m&de  for  wreatling,  but  I'll  neck  yoo."  Paddy 
pulled  ont  his  tobacco- knife,  and  gave  him  a  dart  in 
the  right  place— down  ha  fell  to  rise  no  more.  "  O 
awecB  father  !  what  will  become  of  me  now  ?"  aan 
he-"  I\e  killed  thia  bUck  son  of  a  bitch,  and  I'll  be 
hanged  for  him.  O  sweet  Jaana!  that  ever  I  left 
Uiisbendall  I  O  mnrder,  murder !  O  what  will  be- 
coHiB  of  ni9 !"  A  gentleman,  proprietor  of  the  jjlaee, 
and  who  had  bhicka  on  his  estate,  cornea  up  at  the 
moment.  "What  is  all  this  about?— what's  the  mat- 
ter, air  ?•■  "  Nothing,  but  I'm  from  Cuahendai!,  mt- 
ingyoor  hononr'a  worahip  ;  1  never  eeen  a  blackamoor 
before,  and  I  just  asked  one  of  them  to  take  a  drop 
with  me  ;  but  ha  would  do  nothing  but  make  fun  of 
me,  BO  I  gave  him  a  prod,  for  I  could  not  eet  a  hould 
of  him." — "  Slop,  stop  ;  there's  a  hear  lying  take 
care." — "  Faith  he  was  going  to  mako  me  bare,  sure 
enough  ;  see  where  he  tore  my  coat."  "  Waa  that  the 
bluckamoor  you  were  wreatling  with  ?  why,  air,  that's 
a  bear,  that  ten  men  in  the  forest  could  not  kill."  "  By 
the  holy  father,  I'll  drop  them  to  you  for  a  tenter  & 
.  doien,"  aajs  Paddy.  'The  gentleman  admired  hia 
course  and  honest  appearance  so  much,  thatbewect 
to  BoUimore,  bought  off  hia  time,  and  made  liim  an 


aveneer  of  his  cBt&tc, — which  place  he  filled  with  in 
legril]' :  and  oflEr  eeventeen  years'  ■enitade,  com 
home  to  hie  native  coantrj,  left  what  he  had  to  ol 
Snonter'a  children  ;  and  at  Uat  had  his  boaea  lud  i 
the  same  gntre  with  his  old  and  loring  master,  in  th 
ancient  burjiDg-place  of  CiuhendaU. 


TELL'8  SPEECH. 

Ye  cntgB  and  peaks,  I'm  with  jon  once  ijaiii ! 

I  hold  to  TOO  tlie  bands  yon  fiist  beheld, 

To  show  Ihej  still  are  free.    Methinks  I  hear 

A  spirit  is  jonr  echoes  answer  me. 

And  bid  your  tenant  welcome  to  his  home 

Again  !— O  sacred  forma,  how  proud  jou  look ! 

How  high  yon  h£t  joor  beodB  into  the  sky  I 

How  huge  joa  are !  how  mighty  and  how  free  I 

Ye  are  the  thinea  that  tower,  that  Bhine-^nboae  amils 

Makes  glad— whose  frown  is  terrible— whose  forms, 

Robed  or  unrobed,  do  all  the  impress  wear 

Of  awe  dime.     Ye  giiords  of  liberty, 

I'm  with  yea  once  flgKio  I — I  call  to  yon 

With  sll  my  voice  >~-l  hold  my  hands  to  J'Ou 

To  bIiow  they  still  are  free.    1  ru^  to  yoa 

As  thoagb  1  ooold  embraee  you  ! 

SealiBg  yonder  peek, 
I  saw  an  eagle  wheeling  near  its  brow 
O^er  the  abyss : — his  broad  expanded  wings 
Lay  calm  and  motionless  opon  the  air, 
As  if  he  floated  there  without  their  BJd, 
By  tiie  sole  act  of  his  unlorded  will. 
That  buoyed  him  proudlf  up.     Instiiictiiely 
I  bent  mj  bow  ;  yet  kept  he  ronnding  stili 
His  air;  circle,  03  in  tlie  delight 
Of  mensuiinc  the  ample  lange  beneath. 
And  round  about  absorb'd,  he  heedod  not 
The  dcatli  that  Cbreateu'd  him.— i  could  not  sbo< 


Twu  libwtj '. — I  turned  my  bow  aside. 
And  let  him  Botir  liwaj '. 

Heaveoa,  with  what  pride  I  ased 
To  walk  these  hilli,  aad  look  up  to  m;  God 
And  blem  htm  tlist  it  was  so.     It  waa  free— 
From  end  to  end,  from  cliff  to  lake  'twu  fre»- 
Free  as  oar  lorrents  are  that  leap  our  rocks* 
AD#plongh  OUT  Tolleja  withont  asking  leave  ; 
Or  BA  OTir  peaks  that  we^  their  caps  of  snow. 

How  happy  was  it  then !  1  loved 

Its  very  storms    Yea,  Emma,  I  hare  sat 

In  my  boat  at  Qigbt,  when  midway  o'er  the  lake. 


ATS  went  out,  and  down  the  moontam  Konn 
ind  came  roaring.     I  have  sat  .ind  eyed 
■  ino  muadef  breaking  from  liis  oloiid,  mid  smiled 
To  see  >''■"  shake  his  Ughtniags  o'er  uiy  head, 
And  think  1  had  no  master  save  hia  own. 
Yoo  know  the  intting  cliff  round  ivhiol.  a  track 
Up  hither  winds,  whoso  base  is  bat  the  brow 
To  such  another  one,  with  9[:aal)  room 
For  two  abreast  to  pass  ?    O'crtaken  there 
By  the  mountiiin  blast,  I've  laid  me  flat  along, 
And  while  goat  followed  giist  more  furiously, 
As  if  to  siveen  me  o'er  the  horrid  brink. 
And  I  have  thought  of  other  lands,  whose  storms 
Are  summer  Haws  to  those  of  mine,  and  jast 
HaYewiahed  me  there — the  thought  that  mine  was  free. 
Has  chackod  that  wish,  and  1  have  raised  my  head, 


SWEET  MB.  LEVI. 
When  s  pretty  little  boy, 

A  young  merchantman  so  gay. 
With  mj  lollipops  and  toy, 


ith  my  lollipops  and  toy. 
Of  Duke's  Place  I  bore  the  m 


The  •anttj  little  nuudem. 
With  th«r  pretty  little  Diile, 

Key  rtolo  mj  little  heart, 
For  m;  Beuea  they  begnila. 

Spoken.}  Tel,  I  remember  the  day  when  I  tramped 
with  my  little  shop  nmnd  my  neek,  uid  lamed  ray 
honest  liring  ;  but  den  de  liElle  ehedibela  alway^pu 
upon  my  thou({hta— dera  (was  tbcir  cry)  dere  goes 
■weet  Mr,  Levi !  dere  goes  charming  Mr.  Lrvi  I — dCfQ 
goes  handsome  Mr.  Levi ! — dear  me  1  dear  me !  the 
■oand  of  Iheii  pretty  little  TOicesBlnajB  made  meiing 
PalUlla,Iw. 


And  a  yoang  man  loon  I  grow* 

When  aronnd  m  London  itieeta, 
'    "    ]t  away  old  clothei ; 


And  as  I  pua  alons. 
How  the  pretty  damiela  ogh. 


Spoken.\    Ble«  ma  heart  1  Tel,  Tat  can  I  do  ;  I 

nsole  with  them  na  well  aa  1  am  able  ;  and,  thcnrii 

imaoribed  Jew,  I  tickle  their  fancy  aa  tsU  as  tha 


oODsole  with  them  aa  well  aa  1  am  able  ;  and,  thci 

best,  for  1  always  make  'om  sing 
Fallal 


And  1  iraa  heir  for  life  ; 
So  I  thought  myself  aa  how 

To  get  a  little  Tife  ; 
I'd  kissed  and  toyed  nwsy 


SpolieTi.']     So  I  left  off  ttading  io  old  clothe*  it 
Inidewithladieii'heiina;  lO  I  makei  tore  Io  Mia  Ka- 


cmUure,  melts  mj  heart  like 
WHi,  which  m^iet  me  koii 
FiJl8lla,&6 


1  danced  b,  little  h^ ; 
1      Then  Jacob,  Mo,  and  Sue, 
Vid  Samoelt »  sly, 
Hon  happy  -mix  the  Jew 
Vid  anch  a  fiunil;. 
Spoliai,}    Blen  nta  heart,  rat  a  happ;  roKoe  tih  I ; 
I  thought  myeelf  richer  than  Solomon  in  oil  his  dor;, 
for  J  had  ^t  the  troe-hcKOtten  children  of  ma  heart 
aroimd  me,  and  vat  could  mj  vife  and  J  do,  but  ainff 
Fal  lal  U,  &c 

EXTRACT  FROM  SPEED  THE  PLOUGH. 
Sir  Philip  Blatuffard  and  Farmer  Atl\fltld. 
Sir  Philip, — Ckime  hither.    I  believe  jou  hold  a 

Ail^ield. — Ess,  tai,  1  do,  at  roar  tarries. 

Sir  PhUip.~l  hope  a  profitable  one  F 

Aihjicld. — Zametimea  it  be  mr.  Bat  thic  ;ear,  it 
be  all  t'other  way « twnr— but  I  do  hope,  ai  onr  land. 
lonU  hara  a  tjdituh  Ing  Inmp  of  tbe  good,  they'll  bo 
10  kind  hearted  n  to  lake  a  little  bit  of  the  bad. 

5irPAilip.— ItisbotrBHonable.  I  conclnde,  then, 
yoa  aie  in  my  debt. 

All^fitld. — Em,  inr,  I  be — at  your  zarrice. 

Sir  PMUp.—aovr  moeh? 

AMitld.— Sir,  I  do  owe  ye  a  hnndred  and  fifty 
poandi — at  youi  m— "— 


Sir  Philip.— ^fU,  I  ■"  willing  lo  pTO  you  orerr 

A^^di—Be  jon.  inr?  that  be  deadly  Idnd.— 
Deu  Mart  I  ii  mil  make  my  anld  dome  qaits  jrooiig 
aAiii,jLndd<m't  think  helpijiAApoor  man  will  do  VDur 
hancnr'l  health  sd;  arm— 1  don't  indeed,  im— I  had 
■  thoDKht  of  speaking  to  ^'OOi  iTDrBhip  aboat  it — bat 
then  uinka  I,  the  gentleman,  majhap,  be  one  ef  th<ffie 
that  da  like  ta  do  a  good  tnm,  sad  not  In  bare  a  word 
uidaboatit — »,  if  jon  had  not  mentioned  what  I  owed 
joo,  I  am  mre  I  never  nhoold— -ahoold  not,  indeed 

Sir  PhUip.—tlaj,  I  will  whollj  acquit  ^od  of  the 
debt,  CD  condition- ■ 

Al^eld.~Eea,  lor. 

Sir  Philip.— Qa  condition,  1  say,  yon  instantly  tnm 
ont  that  boy— that  Henry. 

Ai/\/iela.—Tara  ont  Henry  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  E^- 
cnae  my  tittering,  znr ;  but  yon  bees  mflkiTig  your  vnn 


knaw  bow  to  let  about  it— I  Uioold  not,  ii  _        

Sir  Philip.— You  hear  my  determination.  If  yoo 
disobey,  yoa  know  what  will  foltew.  I'll  leare  jon  to 
reflect  on  it.  (Exit. 

Alltfield.—Wea,  inr.  111  argq^  the  toiric.  and  Ifaen 
yoo  may  wut  upon  me,  and  111  tell  jm.  (Maiet  the 
(notion  qflurmng  out.) — I  ahoiild  be  deadly  awk> 
ward  at  it  yor  lartin — however,  I'll  put  the  caaa. 
Well,  I  goes  wbiitling  whoam— noa,  diabbit  it,  1 
■hou'dn't^abletonbiztleabit.rmiuTe.  Well,  I 
goee  whoam.  and  I  lees  Henry  ittting  by  my  mfe. 
mijLine  up  Bomeit  to  comfort  the  wold  rool,  and  t^e 
awaj  the  pain  of  ber  rhenmatica  Very  well,  then 
HeiUT  placea  a  chair  Tor  I  by  the  vire  lioe,  and  uyi 
— "Vsrmer,  the  bones  be  fed,  the  aheap  be  folded. 


id  yon  hate  nothing  tn 


^boaze  diredlj."  V017  well, 
—reaches  her  hand  towards 
the  vira  place.aDdtbrowgthapakeratmjheul.  Very 
well,  then  Henrj  oiies  s  kind  of  aoKiiuih  shake,  and 
getting  np,  ai^hs  tram  the  bottom  of  hli  heart— then 
holding  np  hu  head  like  a  king,  ^jn — '^  Varmer,  I 
have  loo  long  been  a  bnrthen  to  jon— Hearen  protect 
;oa  HB  TDD  hare  me.  Faiewell  I  I  go."  Then  I  lajL 
"  If  thee  doea  I'll  be  domn'd,"  (with  great  energy.) 
Hollo:  jou  Milter  Sir  Philip  I  yon  may  come  in. 

(Enter  Sir  Philip  Blatidfijrd. 

Znr  T  hare  argnfled  the  topic,  and  it  woa^dn^t  be 
or»ttj — 10  CMi't 

Sir  Philip.— C&a't '.  abmrdl 

Ailtfield.—WeU,  mr,  there  is  bnt  another  irord—I 


flrst  and  yon  too.  inr — I  wonld  indeed  (towing.) 
Sir  P/ulip.—Yoa  refuse  then  to  obej. 
Athfeld.—!  do,  !ur— at  your  zarviee  (bmmng.) 
Sir  Pfttiip.— Then  the  U\T  must  take  ita  eoursa. 
AiMield.—l  be  lorry  for  that  too— I  be,   indeed 

verVt  poison'd  by  the  hand  that  loH'd  it.  Thu  hand, 
lir,  be  M  free  from  guilt  as  jour  own. 

Sir  Philip.— Oil  \  (lighing  deeply.) 

iihfield.—lt  wen  never  held  out  to  clinch  a  bard 
■■    'out  into  the  wicked 

..  __r,  quilB-^but  come  what  wool,  ITl  never 

hit  thic  hand  against  here,  but  when  1  be  lure  that 
someit  at  inside  will  jump  agunot  it  with  pleasure 
(bmoing.)  I  do  hope  yonll  repent  of  al!  joar  lios — 
1  do,  indeed,  inr  ;  and  if  yon  shoa'd,  I'll  come  and  see 
yoD  again  na  Aiendly  hi  erer — I  wool,  indeed,  lar. 


{£xii 


Atlffield.    Iluuilf  Ts,  mi^-good  nominK  to  too — 
I  do  bope  I  hmn  made  m;iel  ■greeable— and  ao  I'll  f;a 


HOW  TO  SAVE  ONE'S  BACON. 

e  flue  monung,  as  Terence  0'Fleai7  n 

-J  —  „.- lip.  Mil 
Sondsj  clothn  oi . 

"  3od'8  'bud  !  TeiTj,  nutn,  what  would  joa  1m 
afther  doing;  there  nid  them  pratias,  an'  Fhelim 
O'Lvnghlan^  berna'  goin'  to  lake  place?  CiHne 
aloDC,  ma  bochel  ]  sure  tho  praties  mil  vait." 

"  Ooh  !  no,"  sis  Teny,  "  I  must  dig  this  ridge  fot 
the  childer's  break^L,  an  thin  Tm  goin'  to  confcs- 
sioa  to  Father  O'iliggiQa,  who  hoolds  a  stashin  be- 
yoDt  there  at  hia  ownboaae." 

"Bother  take  the  staehin!"  si  a  Mick,  "aore  that 
■tid  wait,  too."    Bat  Toreace  was  not  to  be  persuaded. 

Awa^  went  Mick  to  the  berriu' ;  and  Terence,  hav- 
ing flniihed  "  wid  the  pratica,"  as  he  said,  went  oier 
to  Father  O'HiggioE,  where  he  wwi  shown  into  the 
kitchen,  to  wait  his  turn  for  oonfesman.  He  had  not 
l»en  long  standing  there  before  Ibe  kitchen  fire,  nhen 

which  hung  ia  the  chimnej-comar.  Terry  looked  at 
it  again  and  again,  and  willed  the  childer  "  hod  it  at 
home  wid  the  praties." 

"  Murther  afive !"  sajs  he,  "  will  1  laka  it  ?  Sole 
the  prieat  can  spare  it,  au'  it  would  be  a  rare  Uirate 
to  Jad)'  an'  the  gorsoous  at  home,  to  aa;  not^n'  it 
meself,  who  hasn't  tasted  the  likes  this  maoy'B  the 
day."  Terrj  looked  at  it  aesin,  and  then  toioed 
■way,  sayiuK— "  I  wont  take  «— whj  woo'd  I,  an'  it 


not  mine,  but  the  priBafB  P  rni'  I'd  huva  the  uti  it  it, 
■are  !  I  won't  take  it,"  repeated  he,  "  an'  it's  nothin' 
but  She  Onld  Boj  himself  that's  temptin'  me  !  But 
aaro  it's  no  harm  to  feel  it,  Miy  wsy,"  said  he,  taking 
it  into  bis  band,  and  looking  eameatl;  at  it.  "  Och  ! 
it's  a  beant;  ;  and  whj  woSdn'C  I  trnTj  it  home  lo 
Jndj  and  tbe  cbilder  ?  Aa'  mie  it  wont  be  a  sin 
aftber  I  eonfenes  it !'' 

Well,  into  his  great  coat  pocket  be  thmst  it ;  and 
ho  had  Bcaruelj  dona  so,  when  Che  maid  came  in  and 
told  him  ttat  it  was  hia  torn  for  oonfeaaon. 

"  Mnrther  alive !  -  I'm  kil'c  an'  min'd,  borse  and 
foot,  now,  jay,  Terrf ;  whst'U  I  do  in  this  quandary 
»t  all,  at  all  ?  Bj  ganniea !  1  mnat  thrj  an'  make  thu 
best  of  it,  anj  how,"  Ms  he  to  himself,  and  in  he  went. 

He  knelt  to  the  priest,  told  his  sins,  and  was  about 
to  reeeiTe  abaolnlion,  when  all  at  once  he  seemed  to 
recollect  himself,  and  cried  ont — 

"Och!   stop — ^op.  Father  O'Higgins,  dear!    for 
goodness'  aake,  stop  !    I  hare  one  great  big  sin  to  toUa-. 
jit ;  only,  air,  I'm  frightened  to  tell  id,  in  the  regard 
of  nerer  bavine  done  tbe  likes  afore,  inir,  niver  !' 

"  Come,"  said  Father  O'Higgins,  "  jon  mast  t^  it 

**Whj,  then,  yonr  Riv^nce,  1  will  tell  id;  bnt,  sir, 
I'm  ashamed  like '." 

"Oh,  never  mind!  tell  it,"  said  the  priest. 

"  Why,  then,  yonr  Wvetince,  1  went  one  day  lo  a 
.gixitleEoan'e  hoose  upon  a  little  bit  of  bnslne^,  an'  he 
.  bein'  ingaged,  I  was  shewed  into  the  kitchin  to  wait. 
Well,  BUT,  there  I  saw  a  beantifnl  bit  ir  bacon  hang- 
In'  in  the  cbimbly-eoroei.  I  looked  at  id,  yoor  Rive- 
rinoe,  an'  my  teeth  begin  to  wather.  I  don't  know 
how  it  was,  sur,  bnt  I  sapposa  the  Diyil  timpted  me, 
for  I  pnt  it  into  my  pocket ;  hut.  if  yoa  plaize,  sur, 
111  give  it  to  yoa,"  and  he  pat  hishand  into  his  pocket. 

"Give  it  to  me!"  said  Father  O'Hi^ns ;  "no 
certainly  not  i  give  it  back  to  the  owner  of  it." 

"  Why,  then,  yonr  Rivarinoe,  snr,  I  offered  id  to 
bim,  and  he  wonldn't  take  id." 


"iWik 


,,„_  J RiTeriiWB  kindly!"    8^71  Terenes, 

111  do  that  HUDB  imnwdiatel;,  plaize  God  ;  bin 
"  "  "'II  haie  the  shlolntion,  if  joa 


Tere- 
joicing 


TO  AN  OLD  WIG.    ' 

H*1L  thoo  !  that  Kesl  bo  orng  in  this  old.l)ox  j 
■    -With  awe  I  bend  before  thy  wood-builtBhrinfl! 
Oh,  lis  not  cloned  with  gine,  nor  naila,  not  locln 

And  hence  the  hlias  of  riewing  thee  is  mine. 
like  my  paor  aunt,  thou  tiast  seen  better  days  ; 
-  Well  eotled  and  powdered,  onoe  it  WM  thy  lot 
Balls  to  fieqneot,  and  nuMnetsdcs,  find  plays. 

And  panoramaB,  and  I'JcBnw.  Mot  what. 
Oh,  thou  hast  heard  fiMii.'MMlanie  Mara  sing, 

And  oft-timea  sjaitcij  Bi|,Irt>rd  Major's  treat  [ 
And  onoa.ftt  court,  wert  Ddficed  by  the  King, 

Thy  form  was  so  commaflioas^  and  so  neat. 
Alaa!  what  art  thon  now?  a  mere  old  mop, 

With  wbicbonr  housemaid  Nan,  wbo  hates  abroom, 
Dosts  all  the  ohamben  in'  atj  little  shop, — 

Then  Bhly-hidss  thee  in  tins  Inmber-room. 

Snch  a  the  fate  of  wig»— and  mortals  too  ! 
.   After  a  few  more  jetus  than  thine  are  past, 
The  Turk,  the  ChriniaD,  PaffSn,  and  the  Jew, 
Stun  aH'be  tbmi  up  in  a  box  at  List. 


Wigs  torn  to  rUattri,  a. 


Vain  man  1  to  talk  » loud,  snd  look  so  tifi. 
Haw  mutU  the  diffarenee  'Iwixt  thee — and  a  <rig ! 
How  mull,  indeed— for,  (peak  tba  trath  I  mnit— 
'(,  andnuD  tnnis  to  i/uit. 


im,  udW 


u  ynif  donksy  is  elmoet  be 
msckerel-on  his  1 


ble  Tith  the  load  Q'msckerel.oi 
been  thoQght  proper  that  jour  pab,  the  droreiii  and 
Blaaxhter-meQ»  uioald  be  Titneasefl  of  TotAumdeTer 
pena}t>  we  maj  eiflict  apoa  Jon,  in  case  ve  finda  jon 
gniltj  on  the  crime  that  jon  are  chnjged  vilh ;  it  Till 
be  necessary  to  receive  the  diapoationa  of  tJie  Titneawg 
ritbont  bringing  the  donkej  into  court,  becaosef  jtm 
see,  Ihe  hampers  Toold  perwenC  Von  of  the  rit- 
aeBBOR,  I  grievea  to  saj,  is  jonr  loman — howaomdever, 
oat  of  marc;  to  yoni'  aittiwatioa,  wa  isn't  bnnght 

Bill,  "niankee,  your  Torehip,  Ihsnliee,  my  roman   ' 
Sarah,  atanding  here  afore  me  patterinK  TordB  vbat'd 
send  me  to  tbe  mill,  TOoId  be  lajiog  on  too  thick  for  a 
corey  to  bear.    I  thanka  yonr  Tonliip — if  I  nmat 
mount  the  nan  again,  1  Toalda^  ha>e  it  in  sight  o' 

Mag.  Prisoner,  ;on  am  charged  onder  Hoster 
MartinV  bact,  vi'  almoat  killing  your  donkey  to  death. 
Answer — am  yon  goilty,  or  not  gnilty  P 


vanted  to  be  bmmniable,  that  in, 
mm'na,  I  conld  ha'  told  him  to  a  knacker  for  Gto 
hog— «11'b  von  torthatere.  Iwntgniltyof  anattempt 
to  kill  the  donkey  to  death  ;  hat  if  it's  gmltf  for  • 
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eoMarmongflr  to  itrike  bis  moke  vhen  ha  TonH  kemarp, 
ry  then  I  wjb  goilty,  and  Ihink  IVe  no  came  to  cry 
stinking  fish. 

Mag.  Yon  pleads  gnilty,  then  ?  Let  me  as  a  joUj 
good  tromp  of  a  beak,  vot  I  ia,  ndwiBa  jon  to  eat  yaai 
vorda.    At  all  eventa,  chance  year  locli  an  a  proper 

SilL  1  leaves  that  ere  ehanee  to  jotu  Torship's  omi 
breaals ;  if  thej  have  not  a  vord  fop  poor  Bill,  vj  I 
aiDt  got  dinunock  to  emplo;  a  Uvtjcr : 

Mag.  Yon  von^  go  baok  then  P 

£i(£  I'm  llied  to  it,  iMck  and  edge,  and  no  gun- 

Mag.  Brallier  Beak,  nothing  more  ia  left  for  oa  Co 
do  nor  to  Donaider  on  the  amount  o'  the  line.  Air 
though  the  caae  o'  the  nnfortDnate  coetermonger  ad- 
"  a  little  pitj,  a^ll,  for  the  proper  d'"    ' 


the  milk 

:  of  hmnane  kindn 

8a»-aatheimm 

ortalBlack- 

atone  aaya — amongat  the 

bHllock 

in^ng 

nd  donkey. 

Iha  nietropnUi,  an; 

rwood« 

mjle,  a^d! 

for-ard. 

m  onr  parts  ronld 

setnlwdheia: 

foaisea 

nt  bo  yielded  lo. 

a  you  made 

np  jour 

mindaaatotheY< 

irdio?  Q 

uilty? 

It  remains. 

then,fo. 

r  me  to  force  the  penalty. 

Prlaon 

er,  doea  not 

Ton  of  ; 

1  for'ard 

to  Bl>eak  to  yonr 

Sill.  Not  iron,  yonr  voiship  ;  I  didnt  go  for  to 
think  to  ax  em  ;  but  let  them  choi^olt,  and,  may  I 
never  die  in  child-bed,  if  from  one  end  of  Kent-etreeC 
lo  t'otheiSTOLi  can  find  a  kid  to  aay  notbink  a^  me. 


lo  t'otheisTOLi  can  find  a  ki 
Mag.  ^ng  out  for  vitnei 


(Enter  Fha  Witnea.) 
What  am  yoo  ? 

Wit.  A  coal-heaver,  yonr  Tonhip. 

Mag.  Vot  know  you  on  the  priaoner  ? 

Wit.  Kuan,  yonr  vorthip  !  that  he's  the  hnmaneat 
Ettan  aa  ever  Akinnedaheel — the  firat  at  Billingsgate 
in  a  uaming,  the  laat  to  go  to  roost  at  dark  ;  von  an 


' — if  he  goes  U 
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never  vos  thon^t  oMliing  «!■■  nor  >  tramp  ;  he  dsab 
in  the  freihest  msckerd  uid  the  lugest  nitstn  ;  fin' 
bnTing  and  nUing  to  the  best  ■draDtage,  give  me  Bill 
Finch  before  anjr  hid  in  Kant-street. 

Stag.  But  Tot  knom  ;oa  on  his  morftl  cnrrotter  P 

Wil,  HiH  maw— maw — ale  CHnotler,  jottT  TOnHp  ? 
ry  he  plajH  at  ahoye-ha'penuj  lika  a  cock, 

Mag.  Are  tTure  any  more  Tikiesftee  ? 

(Anotlter  Wihi£ii  comeifancard.) 
Vot  knowa  yon  on  the  prisonCT  ? 

Wit.  Nothing  hot  good,  my  lorthnr. 

Mag.  Vaa  he  never  look'd  np  in  the  Yatchns  ? 

Wit.  Not  never  but  onca,  my  lorthnr  ;  and  ttlti 
ere  r<i6  for  a  Bhindj,  vhen  tb  Toe  both  lushy. 

Mag.  Vot  else  do  yon  know  P 

Wit.  Vv,  as  this  here,  my  lort) 
the  mill,  they  vont  make  him  vork  hard. 

Mag.  Am  yon  nothing  else  to  sbow  ?  Did  he  not 
nerer  do  no  great  nor  mag-nannj-mon'  netion  ? 

Wit.  Do  BDy  irho,  my  l<nthiir7  fe— Yci.  H« 
twice  floocpd  lus  graadmother,  and  twice  put  hi*  old 
blind  &ther  into  a  valer  bntl  '. 

Mao.  Am  there  any  more  vitnesMS  ? 

■-  1  had  the  bama- 
id  here  and  listen 
that  ere.  If  too 
doem't  think  I'm  a  tnunp,  t/y  it's  no  more  nse  than 
taking  coals  to  Newcastle  to  patter  here. 

Mag.  Qennemen,  is  your  opinion  still  ansbook'd  ? 
Prisoner,  what  am  yon  to  lay  vj  the  ft^  penalty  of 
forty  hog  should  not  he  levelled  a-top  on  TDU?  Ifyoa 
is  got  nothing  to  offer,  now  is  the  time  to  launch  out. 

Bill.  In  e,  moment,  yonr  vonhip— in  a  momBnt.— 
[Blowing  hisnose.]  Damn  it,  my  nose  is  rather  tron- 
bleaome.  Yoor  voNup  1  had  been  three  months  to 
the  mill  for  a  'aault,  and  m;  donkey — as  good  a  toq 
to  go  as  ever  was  «een — had  not  done  no  wort  all  that 
eie  time.    I  had  come  home  aa  frisky  aa  n  fly  in  a 
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tnMle-pot.  I  found  Sfcrah— th»t'>  my  vomin,  yoor 
TOnhip— witb  all  her  tofK^rj  op  tha  floe,  bal  mmmj 
bH  other  TBg&  Veil,  jmu  vonhipf  J  inw]t«d  my  paJa 
to  a  bit  of  ft  blow  ont,  and  Then  re  vne  all  as  nutnj 
as  a  lot  o'  ebammiea  on  a  Ms;-da;,  then  comea  in  a 
core  to  «aj  there  vo«  a  glnt  o'  mackerel  down  at  the 
GMe.  1  hampered  my  moke,  and  <et  off  vi'  the  bags 
to  lay  in  a  dollop,  I  hadn't  got  fnrder  nor  the  t'other 
aide  o'  Smiffel,  rhen  mj  doi^ej  Kot  his  leg  in  a  plng- 
bole.  I  ups  ri'  m;  Irit  of  tab — [albeniiip  a  stick  about 
the  nie  of  a  rolling-pin  J — run  np  to  him,  and  Tailed 
arsy  on  hi<  behind  bb  long  as  I  voa  able  ;  vhen  np 
comes  a  covee,  and  brans  to  preach  a  sarmint  abont 
ornelty  to  the  hanimal.  I  nerei  atoned  it^-nerer 
■topped.  Vould  any  o'  yoor  Tonhips  P  Jolly  good  tuck 
to  Jon  and  your  TOmen,  sayg  I !  Tonld  any  o'  yonr 
vonhipa  ha'  atmck  a  donkev,  as  if  you'd  been  going 
to  killa  flea  or  a  bug?  Mo,  you  ronldnt  1  Yoo'd 
ha'  dona  a>  I  did.  And  TOt  did  I  ?  ry,  I  topp'd  the 
donkey  tika  a  tack  ;  and  had  yonr  rocdiip  been  tha 
donkey — yon're  an  enough — ao  help  me  tatur,  I'd  ha' 


TO  MY  ailCK. 

.AiTEND  my  mose,  and  vitb  thee  bring 
Thy  most  hsrmoniaiu  facile  Btring  ; 
Qrant  me  thy  potent  aid,  to  dng 

My  Stick. 
Aisat  me,  alt  ye  aacred  Kioe, 
To  celebrate  thii  stick  of  mine, 
And  111  dsTota  unto  yonc  ehrine 

My  Stick. 
Coma  Pegaeos — I'm  safe  astride — 
A  qoickar  pace  mnit  soon  be  tried. 
Or  1  will  lay  upon  thy  bide 

Hy  Stick. 


Them  I  gallop  on  with  might  nud  mun, 
PuTuumu'  top  well  qoiclilr  g^n. 
And  111  ponna  tb«t  plesamg  atiain, 

M7  Stick. 
Hul,  beH,  aU  tuul  I  man'i  firm  support 
Throiuh  evil  and  Huoogh  good  report ; 
Hail,  bul,  bU  hul  I  'tis  tbee  I  court  , 

M7  Stick. 
In  eveij  clime,  in  everj  oge, 
Or  saint  or  aaisga,  sot  or  sage, 
Hsn  leans  on  tbea,  in  vnrj  UMgfi, 

Hia  Stick. 
When  Satan  tor  his  sins  was  driTon 
Forth  from  the  eternal  jojs  of  heaven, 
We  read  that  nnto  him  was  giren 

A  Stick. 
The  tallest  pine  was  bnt  a  wand 
Compared  to  that  he  took  in  hand. 
To  help  him  o'er  the  burning  strand. 

His  Stick. 
With  what  did  Balaam  smite  his  sssP 
What  pledge  gave  Jndah,  too  F  alaa, 
What  streteh'd  poor  Abel  on  the  grass  ? 

A  Stick. 
The  Preacher  says—"  thy  son  chastise. 
Or  he  Kill  thee  1"  agun  he  cries — 
"  Spare  not  the  rod,"  and  rod  implies 

In  infsnoj,  wlut  was  my  piide  ? 
What  was't  for  which  I  often  cried  ? 
What  did  I  saddle,  mount,  and  ride  ? 

W.J  Sdck. 
And  when  my  tardy  teens  bcgSQ, 
J  flonriah'd  rft  my  gay  rattan  : 
lioa  grao'd  me  nhjle  1  aped  the  man, 

MyStiek. 


With  ^t-l>«d  BUfB  and  hair  in  cnrli. 

Aided  &  lliir  ni«JBHic  twirts. 

We  m*dii  lul  hiTVC  "moDgM  the  girli, 

M;  Stick. 
Wimt  never  left  me  in  a  >pree  ° 
What  Dudo  the  dlrnnksn  CharUafl  flee  ? 
What  hrobe  their  beads  and  lanlema  ?  thee, 

MjSUck. 
C^niodng  at  eenw  midnight  revel. 
If  Buj  dued  to  prove  imdvil, 
We  ware  iht  bm  to  pin  the  deril, 

Hj  Stick. 
WbM  ituids  mj  friend  io  hlood;  tnj  ? 
What  eheera  me  on  my  lonEij  waj ! 
What  keeps  the  ;e1piiig  cars  at  b«T  f 

My  Stick. 
Then  help'et  me  tlmnigh  mud  and  miie, 
HioQ  mAk'at  me  BtAiid  mx  iDches  higher. 
With  thae  1  lord  it  like  a  eqmre, 

Mj  Stick. 
Theatre,  nurirat,  cbnrdi,  or  fair, 
Whetsrer  I  am,  thou  art  there, 
£t^  childteii  crj>-4hsie  goea  a  p^ 

Of  Slicka. 


My  Slick. 

What  mataee  me,  when  with  vhjaky  coddj 
I'm  dnmk  and  Mapid  u  a  noddy. 
Walk  hone  lite  any  aober  body. 

My  Slick. 
With  taper,  atmif^  nrll-pabdied  atou, 
And  gracenil  cnrre,  thou  art  a  gem 
To  decorate  a  diadem. 


«7 

Whatbar  of  uh,  elia,  oak,  or  lina. 
Of  rsre  bsraboo,  or  hmnblB  (rine, 
Hail  I  hain  all  Lul !  foi  thou  art  miaa, 

M;  Stick. 
I[  life's  meridian  epared  to  ne, 
Depend  apon  it  tboa  ahalt  be 
StiU  part  and  particle  of  me, 

My  Stick. 
When  stnff'd  with  liumr  and  pride, 
Too  fat  to  walk,  a  iteed  111  ride, 
And  prondlj  floariab  at  mv  ^a, 

Mj  Stick. 
Totterinc  down  life'i  decliii^, 
I'll  confidenll;  Inut  to  thee, 
llioalt  prove  the  eama  kind  friend  to  me, 

Hj  Stick. 
Yet  wo  ia  ma  ;— true  friendaliip  neiar, 
In  this  rile  «-orld  did  last  for  ever, 
Pall  death  iroio  me  some  day  nU!  sever 

My  Stick. 
But  till  mj  door  of  life  is  shot, 
Till  in  mj  kindred  cartli  I'm  pnt, 
Till  life's  eitinct.  Til  never  cut 

Mj  Stick. 


PAT  AND  THE  MAGISTRATE. 

A  P1TLA.NDER,  With  a  pols  as  red  aa  the  Bed  lion,  nt 
Brsntford,  and  rendered  AiU  more  red  by  a  copious 
discharge  of  hlaod  vhiob  oozed  through  a  dirty  ng 
tied  over  a  recent  vroond  on  his  scalp,  applied  to  a 
maffistrate  for  a  warrant,  when  the  following  dialogue 

Mag.  Well,  Fat,  (for  hia  ceuntenanoe  operated  aa 
a  sort  of  finger- poat,  pointing  to  Uie  road  whence  ha 


478 
PtU.  I'd  ba  muting  >  wvnnt,  jour  nonhij/i 

Moff^  Asumt  vhom  ? 

Pat,  Agin  Barney  OXeu?,  pituie  jonr  Rivirince. 

Mag.  FornhMP 

Pa(.  For  mnrther,  your  grace. 

Mag.  Wliom  did  he  mnrther  ? 

Pat.  Hnrther  I  Och,  the  divil  a.  crHtnre  bat  mjBilf, 
jonr  eieelleney. 

Mag.  Indeed !  Has  he  reallj  heen  giutty  of  tliat? 

Pa(.  Bymjsowl  hehas!  Bad  lack  to  him  !  He 
hoa  mflde  &  hole  in  Bij  Dapper  big  enoo^  to  bnry  a 

Mag,  He  has  not  killed  yon  ontright,  I  see. 

Pat.  Och  sure,  it  iBot  his  &nlt  that  he  haant,  for 
he  intended  it,  end  nothing  eonr. 

Mag.  I  rappose  an  aesanll  warrant  mill  anit  job? 
When  did  he  ananlt  yon  F 

Pal.  He  'saughted  me  last  night,  about  tvio  o'clock 
this  mominc,  your  serene  highness  ? 

Jfnff.  Did  he  strike  jon  with  a  stick  ? 

Pat.  No,  my  lord,  it  was  a  anaJl  taste  of  a  poker. 

Mag.  A  poker '.  What  a  dieadfnl  morderaDs  wea- 

Pot.  Amh :   snre  yonr  holiness,  it  is  indeed,  in- 

Mag.  Where  were  TOD  whan  this  happotted  ? 
Pat.  Where  was  I P  sore  I  was  in  bed. 
Mag.  Asleep  or  awake  ? 
Pat.  As  eonod  as  a  roach,  yonr  majesty. 
Mag.  And  what  provocation  had  you  given  hint, 
Pat.  Diiil  a  prorocation  at  all,  most  noble.     How 
conld  I  when  I  was  dead  drunk  asleep  ? 
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Pal.  Pailh,  Ton  ba™  eueBsed  it,  yonr  RiTJiinw. 

Mag.  And  wW  tiToaght  joa  there  P 

Put.  That's  mors  than  I  can  telt,  joor  honour, 
bamng  it  waa  the  liqnor. 

Maj.  Waa  tliia  all  jdq  did  to  pioFoka  his  anger? 

Pat.  Diril  a  thing  else. 

Mag.  Was  there  anj  other  person  preaont  ? 

Pal.  Not  a  crature— in  dependent  of  bja  wife,  dat 
wu  in  bed  with  me,  jour  grace. 

Mag,  His  wife  !  were  jou  in  bed  vtith  bia  nife  P 

Pat.  In  coorae  I  waa,  Vodf  worship  I 

Mag.  And  don't  jon  iMnk  jon  deuerrod  what  jaa 

Pat.  Ii  it  me  P  Not  I,  indeed,  it  was  all  a  mistaha. 

Mag.  Mistake! 

Pat.  Yea,  1  thought  it  was  mj  own  wife  in  the 
darli,  I  went  into  the  room  in  a  mistake ! 

Mag.  Welt,  I  hope  jon  committed  no  other  mis- 
take. Yoa  most  be  oacefol  in  future.  I  cannot  grant 
yon  a  wsrraint. 

Pat.  Thank  yonrmajestj.  If  he  bite  me  agin  it 
Bbail  go  tor  something.  By  mj  aowl  I  will  give  him 
a  ciBck  that  will  knock  bim  ioto  the  middle  of  next 
week.    So  an  iliigant  good  day  tc  yonr  mightineas. 

Pulling  op  his  unmentioiuibles,  he  liopp'd  off  in  a 
real  Irian  trot. 

It  tnmed  out  that  Paddv  went  into  the  bed  uncon- 

bint  ^th  the  poker,  and  fortunately  his  eIcoU  waa 
thick  enough  to  resist  the  iutended  finisher.  Bac- 
ney'a  alcepmg  beauty  was  also  awoke  by  the  shock, 

der  out  of  the  chamber  of  her  lord  and  nuiter. 


THE  BUND  BOY. 


ThM  wBVM'iii  ererr  hresia?     He's  often  seen 
Beude  jod  cotCa^  wall,  or  on  the  zreen. 
With  otbfn,  mfttcbed  in 


soul  of  tbeu  aports,  13  dolr  coerished  bete  ; 
And,  liark !  that  laugh  is  ilia,  that  jofial  cit  ; 
He  heara  the  ball  and  trundling  hoop  bm^  hj. 
And  niDB  the  giddj  conrae  with  all  hia  might,— 
A  Terj  child  in  every  thing  hot  sight. 

With  oirounigoribed,  bat  not  abated  pow'ra, 
Pla;  the  great  object  of  his  infant  houre, 
in  manj  a  game  he  takes  a  nois;  pnrl, 
And  showa  Che  native  gladness  1^  his  heart- 
But  AQon  be  hearfi,  on  pleaenre  all  iuttiat. 
The  new  Huggestion,  and  the  qniok  asent : 
The  grove  invites,  delight  fills  every  bresat ; 
To  leap  the  ditsh.  and  asek  the  duivny  nest. 
Away  they  stut,  leave  bitlla  and  hoops  behinil. 
And  one  oompaoion  leave, — the  boy  13  bhtid  1 

Hli  ^nisy  puuti  their  distant  pidha  so  |^y, 
that  childish  fortitude  anhile  gires  way: 
He  feslE  his  dresdlnl  loss,  yet  &oit  the  pain,  . 
Soon  he  resnmes  his  cheeifnlnass  again. 
Pondering  haw.l>est  his  momeats  to  employ. 
He  rings  his  littU  eoags  of  nameless  joy, 
Creeps  on  tho  warm  g»on  tnrf  for  many  an  hoOT, 
And  plncks,  by  chance,  the  whito  and  yellon  Sown 
Smoothing  their  stems,  while  resting  on  his  knees. 
He  binds  a  nosegay  whioh  ho  never  se*s ; 
Along  the  bomewud  path  then  feels  hia  way, 
Lifting  his  brow  against  the  shining  day, 
■--'   —-■- 1  nUyful  capture  round  his  eyes. 


And,  with  a  playful  capture  roond 
Preaeots  n  BBhing  parent  with  the 


TOASTS  AND  SENTIMENTS.  , 


The  Queen,  andinajabealwajsiiToin  thebewtopf 

her  Subject!. 
Mat  'hB  beslth  of  oat  Sorereign  keep  paos  with  tbe 

wiahea  of  her  people. 
The  Qaeen,  and  SQceesa  to  hor  anzia  bj  na  and  land. 
Kis  Royal  Hialineia  Prince  Albert. 
The  Pnnoeffl  RojaL 
All  the  BotbI  Family. 

All  our  independent  NAlei,  and  all  nolle  hearti. 
Hiy  the  cDnstitution  of  Oreat  Britain  and  Ireland 

flanrith  and  prosper  to  the  Uteat  pesleritj. 
Firmness  in  the  senate,  valour  in  the  field,  aod  torti- 

tnde  on  the  wavet 
Mft7  the  swoid  of  Jiutice  be  anajed  by  the  hand  of 

Mercj. 
May  tbe  eeeds  of  diseruiou  uerer  find  grotrth  in  the 

soil  of  Oreat  Britain. 
Ma;  the  meanest  Briton  Kara  the  higheat  alan. 
Britona  in  uoitj,  and  unity  in  Britona. 
A  cobweb  pair  of  breeches,  a  porcupine  aaddle,  a  hard- 
trotting  horse,  and  a  long  jonmey,  to  the  enemioa 

Hay  tbe  worth  of  the  sat 
May  kings  and  anbjeots  i 

by  love. 
May  be  who  hai  neither  wife,  nor  estate,  in  Britain, 

never  have  a  ahaie  in  the  government  of  it 
A  Bpeedy  ennoTt  to  all  tbe  eneiniei  of  Brilajn  willioat 

a  dmrback. 


Haj  Britiah virtue  eMne  when eveiy  olJier  lighl  Unit. 
The  conunerce  of  Dritain  and  Iceluid. 
The  Rose,  Thiitle,  and  Shamtock,  maj  the;  flonnsh 
nnited  hj  the  coniinoii  graft  of  UniDn. 
The  land  of  the  Rose, 
Where  hbertj  glows. 
The  land  of  the  Shamrock, 
'      The  Emerald  Inle. 

The  Lmd  of^the  Thistle, 
,     And  heather  so  green. 

Knelai 
Ma;  Sie  enemies  of  Great  Britain  auS  Ireland  never 

meet  a  friend  in  either  country. 
Maj  every  sncceediog  centnrj  maintain  (he  principles 

of  the  glorionfi  Kevolation,  enjoy  the  blesangs  of 

them,  and  transmit  them,  nni ni paired,  to  futnreagEs. 
May  the  enemiee  of  Grreat  firilsin  know  the  want  of 

l>eet  and  darel. 
May  those  who  would  revel  in  the  min  of  Britain,  or 

het  ladies,  dance  in  a  hemjjan  neckcloth. 
Mav  the  annnla  of  Great  Britain  never  snffer  a  moral 

Anniliilation  to  the  trade  of  corruption. 

May  the  produce  of  Great  Britain  never  exceed  her 

conanmpUon. 
May  eveiT  Briton  be  loyal  and  find  a  loyal  proteclion. 
May  loyalty  flonrish  for  ever. 
Hay  the  rights  of  Great  Britwn  never  be  invaded  by 

foreigiiers. 
Success  to  our  turns  by  sea  and  land. 
Short  ahoes^and  long  corns  to  the  enemies  of  Gre&t 

Britain. 
Blay  the  hearts  of  onr  sons  be  modest  and  brave,  and 


ever  the  portion  of  Great  flritai 
Brilfun  ;  and  may  the  land  of  oiur  nativity  bo  ever  tha 
abods  of  freedom,  and  the  birth-phw^e  of  beroaa. 


to  the  pock 
to  the  bead: 


Cork  to  tho  beeb,  Cash 

lusns,  and  Concord 

light  for  Qreat  Brituo. 
CanfuMon  tMbose  who,  irearina;  the  miuk  of  patriot- 

ism,  pull  Tt  vtl,  Bnd  deiert  tbe  caoae  of  liberty  in 

tha  da^  of  trial 
DUuppaintment  to  thoae  who  form  expactations  of 

Improvament  to  the  inreotion*  of  our  ijountry. 
Improvement  to  our  arts,  and  invsntion  to  oar  nrtisti. 
Liberty,  proaperitj,  and  lecimtji  from  oppression. 
May  truth  and  liberty  preiail  througboat  the  world. 
May  the  protecting  arm  of  the  civil  power  alwbja  d^ 

fsnd  OUT  lights. 
Ma;  the  tree  of  libertj  flonriAh  ronnd  the  glob«,  and 

eTer;  hnman  b«iDg  partake  of  iu  tnilt. 
The  land  of  oar  torefathere,  ma;  it  erer  continue  free. 
Hay  Che  weight  of  our  ^ea  never  bend  the  back  of 

Msy  *oar  enemies  never  touch  the  union  dish— roaal- 

beef,  barley-cakes,  puddings,  and  potatoes. 
Uay  trade  and  □uuinfactuies  be  aniestrained  b;  the. 

fetters  of  loonopoly. 
Haj  Che  skin  of  our  foea  be  tnmed  into  paicbmsiit. 

And  our  rights  written  thereon. 
Ma;  he  who  pbta  the  aation'a  doivnfall  get  whnt  ba 

doserves — a  halter. 
Hay  we,  as  Christiaui,  be  tealoos  without  nnoharitfr- 

blaness — as  subjects,  loyal  without  servility — and, 

aa  citizens,  free  without  faction. 
May  Uie  bUaaoma  of  liberly  never  be  blighted. 


Qenetsl  Kenty, 
Hay  BumnndiDg  natiDiu  admire,  and  prefer  the  ex- 

oellencB  of  onj  tuts  and  mannfactnn^ 

Socceu  to  our  Brmj,  ancoeas  to  our  fleet  ; 

And  oar  foes  be  compell'd  to  beod  eA  our  feet. 
U>j  the  Uureli  of  Great  Britsin  never  be  blighted. 
May  llie  liberties  of  man  never  be  clipped  bj  tho 

sheera  of  bad  economy. 

rer  be,  aa  it  olnaja  haa  been,  a  fio- 


asylum  to  the  anfortonate  ai 


Ihs  Englial 

foruga  stock. 
The  Sea,  and  may  it  always  bring  a  Bering  tide  of 

to  Great  Britain. 
Hay  the  tar  nho  loses  one  eje  in  d«feuoe  of  hla  co 

try,  never  afte  distress  with  the  ""' — 


cks  like  pitoh  to  his  duty. 


tbs  foe  well  laired,  and  ters  well  feathered. 

Britain's  sheet  anchor,  her  tan,  and  the  wooden  walla 
of  Old  England. 

Should  the  French  come  to  Dover,  may  they  misa 
Ileal  in  their  landing. 

May  our  btaie  tais  never  be  in  the  Fleet  (prison). 

England's  bnll-do^s — may  they  be  ever  ready  to  re- 
ceive the  enemy  in  good  stile. 

Long  may  the  foe  tremble,  and  every  friend  njoice, 

-   at  tlie«mntl  of  the  Britidi  fleet 

Lots  of  beef  and  oeeans  of  grog. 

Uay  the  tars  of  Old  EngUod  trininpluuitly  eail, 

And  over  its  enemies  ever  prevail 

Jlay  the  Naiy  of  Great  Britain  never  know  defeat 
but  by  name. 

The  noild's  wonder,  asd  Grest  Briton's  pride — lier 

May  the  boat  of  PUasore  always  be  steered  by  Uie 

pilot  of  Raasaii. 
May  we  never  want  a  Nelson,  to  show  as  enen^  tbU 

we  can  bent  them  with  one  band. 


Hftv  oar  eaentlen  b«  piekled  ta  tiie  brine  IbM  pre- 

HTves  Old  EDslsnd. 
An  annj  that  wUl  Mndd  ;  bat  no  Maadins  ormj. 
Dsyi  of  eaeo,  and  niehta  of  pleaaarB. 
The  rosos  of  Lore  withoat  me  thorns. 
JjBagbing  lOTeTH  to  merry  moida. 
May  we  kin  nhom  we  plea>e,  and  please  nbom  mt 

May  the  wings  of  Love  loee  every  feather. 
The  angle  married,  and  the  married  bapp;. 
A  E^end,  and  a  bottle  to  give  bitn. 

afriend  to  partake  of  it. 


A  drop  of  good  stuff,  and  a  snag  part] 
To  spend  the  evening  social  and  bearl 
CbeerfnlnBsa  in  our  cnps * ' 

_ id  young  women. 

Friendly  may  we  part,  and  quickly  meet  again. 

ing's  reflection. 
May  the  binges  of  friendship  never  rust. 
Ma^tbeluop  of  friendship  be  lighted  with  the  oil  of 

May  we  alvfsja  have  a  friend,  and  know  his  value. 
Ability  to  serve  a  friend,  and  honour  to  conceal  it. 
May  we  never  see  aa  old  friend  with  a  new  fiice. 
May  merit  never  be  compelled  to  beg  for  reward. 
May  we  net-er  break  a  joke  to  crack  a  reputation. 
Our  injoriea  written  in  sand,  and  onr  friendship  in 

May  our  endeavours  to  please  be  always  crowned  ivith 

tiity  the  heart  that  sympathizes  in  the  distresses  of 

May  the  morning  of  prosperity  shine  on  the  evening 

of  adversity. 
May  we  never  wont  a  bait  when  we  iish  for  content. 
Ail  Fortune's  danghlers  except  the  eldest,  Alii  fortune. 
Good  luck  till  we  ace  tired  m  it, 
Good  trade  Mad  wall  paid. 


BleM  with  contan 


lad  from  mufortone 


the  cbJinicler  of  a  good  man. 
M»7  we  be  always  merrj  ai  wise. 
Ha;  we  olnsjg  delight  to 


fraa, 


i&  ftom  the  HtmgH  of  n 
MsV  mitfortunes  make  us  wist. 
Msj  tha  desires  of  our  beaita  be  rirtaDni,  wii 

■Maj  poverty  even 
Ua^  the  womeD  n 

liTS  ID  free. 
Mnj  every  day  brii 


Maj 


ce  happii 


19  tlun  yesterday. 


Ha;  vre  ^ways  be  able  to  redat  tbe  niunlta  of  pros- 
perifj  and  adverfit J. 

Mar  tlie  gales  of  consolation  be  ever  open  to  the  chil- 
dren of  aTBktioa. 

May  projiperity  never  make  lu  arroganl,  nor  ailver- 
Eitj  mean. 

Wenty  to  Hie  poor,  nnd  feeling  to  the  ridi. 

The  giei-headed  man,  wboso  acttona  bave  secored  the 
approba^on  of  all  good  men. 

Ma;  we  ceaae  to  blame  the  wap  of  Froridence. 

Ma;  tbe  tongae  speak  the  aentimenla  of  the  heorL 

May  ve  look  fonvard  with  pleaaure,  and  beckwurd 
witli  content. 

Hay  casual  miatakea  never  be  conatmed  into  wilful 

Sprightlinesa  in  yoath,  atability  in  manhood,  and  le- 

May  we  always  aoe  our  neigbbour'a  distresses  vfith  an 

eye  of  cumpasaion. 
Hay  tamplation  never  conquer  virtue. 
Life's  best  pilot,  ivisdom  and  discretion. 
Hay  Hppetile  attend  on  e°od  Liing,  and  haiUth  wait 


tent  of  her  need  hi 


Mid  eyery  iuhabilant  be  preBenled  with  the  freedon 
Maj  all  the  governnienM  of  the  world  speak  the  will, 

And  promote  the  happinesa  of  the  governed. 
Everluting  happinesa  luthe  aui  who  g&ve  the  death- 
blow to  the  alaTe- trade. 
All  the  locietica  assadaied  for  promoting  the  h&ppi- 

aaa  of  (he  human  race. 
Maj  revolntiona  never  ceate  while  tyranny  exists. 
May  the  freedom  of  election  be  precened,  the  trial  bj 

jurj  maintuned,  and  the  liberty  of  the  preu  Hcnr- 

ed|  to  the  latest  posterity . 
HsF  all  mankind  make  free  to  enjoj  the  blessings  of 

liberty,  but  never  take  the  liberty  to  nibvcrt  the 

principlee  of  freedom. 

May  the  miseries  of  war  never  more  have  oxislence 

among  enlightened  nations. 
Coafaaioji  to  those  despots  who  combine  themaelvoa 

against  the  liberties  of  mankind. 
May  the  frowns  of  avajiee  never  disfigure  the  face  of 

Health  to  the  Queen  ;  prosperity  to  the  people  ;  and 
.      may  her  ministry  ever  direct  their  endeavours  to  the 

Hay  the  whole  world  become  more  and  more  enlight- 
ened and  civilized. 

May  OTcry  civil  government  be  founded  on  the  natural 
t^ht  sofmui. 

May  civil  and  reli^oua  liberty  always  go  hand  in  hand. 

May  civil  distinctions  among  men  be  founded  upon 
public  utility. 

Jikj  the  halt  of  our  enemi«  always  betray  the  lame- 
ness of  their  deugns. 

To  all  honest  reformers  of  our  countiy. 

May  Sritisb  virtoe  alirays  find  a  protector,  but  navtr 


Ubj  the  Um  of  (h*  bad  be  tl^nja  toaiaaaiat  to  tluM 

of  oatnre. 
Tba  liberl  J  of  tlie  praaa.  iind  m 
"  '        Ui  of  IM  last. 

.     ,  imOTtfiL 

d  policies  Son  from  npiighl  and  Ube- 

Onr  cMunlTT,  may  it  continne  to  la  the  land  of  liberty 

to  tlie  end  of  the  world. 
The  inade  of  a  house,  and  the  outside  of  a,  prison. 
The  plcssuie  of  plesting. 
The  reanrrectioD  of  friendahip,  and  the  fnimJ  of 

Hay  we  Btrive  to  avoid  law  aa  n&do  ths  deriL 

A  saeny  heart  and  &  foil  purse. 

An  npnght  jud^,  and  a  downiight  jnrj. 

Fair  daya,  fair  times,  and  fair  ladiea. 

No  DiB^i:  bat  the  macic  of  bright  eyea. 

May  big  wiga  cover  wise  beads. 

May  the  deril  nerer  »how  his  cloven  foot. 

SnccesE  to  that  eovemment  which  prefen  armed  cili- 

lena  to  anneiT elaiea. 
The  abolition  ofdomesticalavHTythniag^ODt  the  world. 
Sacccsa  to  tho  induatrioua  peasantry  of  G^reat  Britain 

and  Ireland,  and  may  they  profit  by  their  indusiiy. 
Religion  without  priestcraft,  and  polilica  with  out  party. 
May  the  brow  of  the  brave  never  wnnt  a  wreath  to 

The  Que««,  and  may  true  Britons  never  be  without 

her  likeness  in  their  pockela 
BolineGa  to  our  paatots,  honesty  to  o^ 

and  humanity  to  oar  rolera. 
May  those  who  delist  in  w^,  ahare  ita  calamities. 

May  Feaee  o'er  BriMJo  spread  her  mnga, 

And  commerce  fill  her  porta  with  gold. 
Ifay  the  amilea  of  peace  diip«se  the  fronna  of  war. 
May  neither  precedent  nor  antiquity  be  a  eanction  to 

May  ta^tation  be  leaoonad  aamully. 


M9 

M&7  U>e  natinn  that  [dota  agunt  aDOtfier's  libarCy  or 

prosperitf,  fall  s  victim  to  ila  own  tntrigneB. 
Haj  he  who  betrxya  Mb  coDntry,  know  the  wont  of  n 

coanlrj  to  Bhelter  in.  *  ~ 

Mar  those  who  root  np  the  treo  of  libertT  be  cnuhed 

byitsfftlL 
Honour  and  affluence  to  the  patrons  of  trade,  liberty, 

and  propartj. 
May  the  love  of  country  be  imprinted  in  Bveiy  Bri- 

A  lasting  peace,  or  an  honowablo  war. 

May  the  brave  heart  nover  want  protection. 

An  Engtiahman^a  birthright,  trial  b;  jury. 

May  our  seaman,  frnia  the  captain  to  tlie  cabin-boy, 

be  like  oar  ships,  hearts  of  oak. 
May  the  ensigna  of  the  British  Navy  always  prove  the 

lirbingers  of  dismay  and  defeat  to  their  enemies. 


members  ia  the  defence  of  Ma  conntiy,  ba  ro-mi 
bered  by  hia  Brave  eountryinen. 
May  tha  gale  of  proapcrity  watt  ns  into  the  port  of 

Afore  hard  ships  to  Britain,  and  less  to  her  enemies. 

A  broadside  of  comfort  to  every  distresBed  hevt. 
May  no  true  son  of  Neptnne  evtr  flinch  from  his  gun. 
Giria  for  sailors,  and  sailors  well  stored  for  girli. 
Grape-shot  to  our  friends,  and  chain-shot  to  our 

A  round  dozen  to  oil  pirates. 
The  immorltd  memoi 

British  Admiral  tu 
Oar  naval  afffurs  well  managed. 
Neptune's  favanrites,  Bririsa  sailors. 
A  BriLieh  seaman's  toast:  saccus^toeTOryyounacack- 

boat  who  Venturis  on  tha  sea  in  defence  of  Qreat 


AH  ships  at  aea,  and  a!l  aeorBhipa. 

8ncce«s  to  the  fair  for  manning  the  Navy. 

Uaj  the  ofFBpring  of  the  brave  tar,  who  falls  in  the 


Tha  British  Amy.  Mi 
istic^  be,  fortitude  in 
in  thp  iiour  of  da:ig 


never  iind  its  way  to  the  hi 
May  the  armj  of  Great  Brit 

M&y  the  Boldier  never  fall  a  sacrifice  hut  to  glorv. 
The  Waterloo  heroes,  wid  may  the  widows  and  chil- 
dreo  of  those  who  fell  in  that  memorahle  battle, 


«  thru  ugh  their  de.'ith. 

lier,  who  never  toroed  his  back  to 

■  bare  a  friend  turn  his  back  to  him, 

-De  bj  a  soldier  nev^  be  used  in  ■ 


Msj  the  a 

badcaoBo. 
May  the  soldier's  orphan  ni 
Benat;  without  atf^tation, 
Love  witho 

M^the'caBtioosfai. 

appearance  of  I^ive. 
May  Love  and  Reason  be  Mends,  and  Beantj  and 

l^donee  marry. 
May  "  Lovers' Vows"  never  endin"  Lover's  Quarrels." 
Her  I  love  best. 
Sincerity  before  reflrri-ige,  and  fidelity  afterwards. 


T  be  deceived  bj  tbe 


Charm 


Intboi 


Lovs  and  opportnnity. 

Love  in  everj  bmut,  libertj  in  ererj  huu-t,  And  learn- 

Long  life,  pure  loie,  and  bonndless  libertf. 

Lore  without  fear,  and  life  wilhaut  care. 

Ijite,  lore,  liberty,  and  true  friendahip. 

May  the  lovers  of  the  fair  sex  never  want  mciuu  to 
support  and  defend  them. 

May  ws  Rive  way  to  that  which  unbend)  the  tores  of 
thought.  Love. 

Ma;  the  villain  who  rain  a  modest  female  of  her  vir- 
tue, outlive  every  (riend. 

May  the  joys  of  the  fair  give  pleaenre  to  the  heart. 

Ma;  the  epArks  of  love  hrighten  luto  a  flame. 

May  we  be  beioved  by  those  we  love. 

May  the  fair  danghteis  of  Britain  be  ifsplendenl  in 
beauty,  virtue,  and  honour. 

May  the  conHdeoco  of  love  be  rewsrdod.nith  constancy 

May  the  honourable  lorer  be  blessed  with  the  object 


Thelasiwe 

ove,  and  the  frie 

d  wo  can 
f  beauty, 

can  send 

trast. 
Modesty 

a  good  ^ 

and 
ife. 

virtue. 
The  grcHlea 

blessing  Hea 
f  Love,  Kind 

™n 

The  pillurs 
The  face  tha 

and  Con 

Nature  pain 

9,  a 

Jidthehe. 

IrtSk 

no  decept 

May  the  gen 

ETona  Iieart  e 

-neet  a  ch 

When  Love 

art 

pr» 

poser  of  a 

May  the  union  of  peiBODB 

be 

always  fo 

ondedon 

that 

ofheai 

Canstsucy  in  love,  and  eincerity  in  friendship. 
Sense  to  win  a  besrt,  and  merit  to  keep  it. 
May  the  blush  of  conscious  inaoceooe  ever  deck  the 

faces  of  the  Britiali  fair. 
May  our  jojs  with  the  fair  give  pleasure  to  the  heart. 
Uay  the  tempers  of  wives  l>e  suited  to  those  of  their 


M«7  llMwewBloTOtniljbaBTOrbelieT'd, 

And  tfaoae  who  deceive  as  be  erer  deceiy'd. 
Tbe  lore  of  libert]',  Bud  the  liberty  of  la>e. 
M»j  tliOM  who  enter  Ihe  iwij  paths  of  matrimosj 

never  meet  with  tbonu. 
Hay  matrimoii;  and  domestio  bliag  go  hand  in  banii. 
Haf  we  never  mwkap  the  bean^  of  pradeace,  nor 

treapasa  an  the  botom  of  ftienddnp. 
Love  to  one,  friendship  to  a  few,  and  good-will  to  aQ. 
llaj  onr  tova  of  tbo  glue  never  make  ns  forget  deoHio}'. 
Mb;  Fwtane  reBemble  the  bottle  and  bmv^  and  stand 

by  the  man  who  can't  atand  by  himself. 
May  we  act  witb  mson  when  the  bottie  circalate& 
When  wine  enlivens  the  heart,  may  friendsWp  (uiv 


Maytl; 


I  of  mirth  be  i^nlated  by  (he  dial 


A  bottle  at  night  and  bsBiness  in  the  mominK. 

A  hearty  snpper,  &  full  bottle,  and  a  soft  bed,  to  the 
man  who  tights  Che  batltn  of  his  conntry. 

Good  wine  and  good  company,  to  the  loven  of  res- 
■onable  enjoyment. 

May  the  Joiee  of  tlie  rich  gr^>e  enliven  each  soul. 
And  gooa-haiQO)ir  preside  at  the  head  of  each  bowl. 
We  meet  to  be  merry,  then  let  as  part  wise. 
Nor  suffer  Ifaa  bottle  to  blind  Reason's  eyes. 

Friend^ip  without  interest,  and  lore  witsoat  deceit. 

Fidelity  lo  onr  friends,  and  grace  to  onr  enemies. 

Gratitode  to  preserve  old  friends,  and  good  behavioiir 

Heaven's  beat  gift— a  friend. 

Hay  friendship  draw  the  corii,  and  love  the  cnrtain. 

Ha;  the  baik  of  friendship  never  stike  on  the  reck  of 

May  we  be  rich  in  fnends  rather  Clion  money. 
May  trieadship,  love,  and  trath,  nntte. 
May  all  bonest  sonls  find  a  friend  in  need. 
MajwBI»v«,  by  overleaping  tha  boimd»ot  piwUnea, 
(reepasa  upon  tbe  limits  of  friendship^ 


Mn/  tiieiidiihiii  be  enlivened  bj  good-hnmonr,  bnt 

Maj  tlie  diUK^rence  of  opinion  never  divide  friends. 

Our  favonrite  frienda  and  fnyonrite  girl. 

Thi^  sunshine  of  the  idii1-~«  friend. 

May  our  friendship  coQtitino  as  long  as  onr  liveL 

May  he  that  deserts  his  Mend  in  me  time  of  need, 

come  to  know  Ilie  want  of  one. 
The  soul  of  frieiidahip,  honour. 
Ma)-  onr -hounds,  liars«s,  and  hearts,  never  fwl  ni. 
May  eveiT  fox  hunter  be  nell  mounted. 
May  the  heart  of  the  iportnnan  never  know  afflietion 

'nie  Jolly^FortsmaD  that  bests  about  the  bnah. 

The  nuatresa  that  never  fails  to  start  game. 

May  we  alw&ys  mn  the  game  breast  faiph- 

hfay  opinion  never  float  on  the  wave  otignDmnce. 

May  our  actions  ever  eriace  the  belief  that  honesty  u 

the  best  policy- 
May  the  pleasures  of  joiUi  sftird  na  cansolatian  in  a|^ 
Hay  health  paint  the  cheek,  and  siueerity  the  mind. 
May  bashful  merit  rise  to  favour,  and  daxmg  inaolcnco 


May  fbrtans  fill  the  cnp  wiwre  ehatitr  guides  the  hand. 
May  the  devil  never  psj  nidta  riirosci,  nor  receive  eom- 
,      E^ny  at  home. 

LrtKrty,  m»  it  nevet  degenersta  into  licenUoosness. 
May  we  look  around  with  ptaaaom,  and  upward  vrith 

gratitude. 
Humanity  in  proqieiity,  and  fortitude  in  distress. 
May  the  sunsbine  of  comfort  djapel  the  cloud  of  care. 
Poverty  always  at  the  rear,  and  hope  and  power  ready 

All  OUT  wit*  suppliad,   and  onr  virtaoiu  wistaea 


Atl  we  nish  snd  sU  ws  vant,  when  wa  iisk  noihing 

aiireasaiiHble. 
Desire  and  abilitj  to  do  good. 
Equni  jpanishment  to  the  nigged  meal  and  tbe  rich 

Fsilh  in  even  kind  of  commerce. 
From  discord  roAf  hajmonj  arise. 
Freedom  to  those  who  dare  honourably  to  contend 

foril. 
Fm^it;  nithoal  meanness. 
Freedom  to  the  slave. 
Great  edsd  boDest,  sjid  honest  men  great. 
However  obscure  we  are  bj  birth»  may  we  never  be 

renowned  for  Crimea. 

A  pot  and  a  pipe,  snd  a  good-natnred  wife, 
Just  to  make  me  feel  happj  the  reet  of  nij  life, 

Hunutnitj  in  proBpprilj,  and  fortitude  in  distress. 

Health  of  body,  peace  of  mlad,  a  clean  shirt,  and  a 

Integrity  to  those  who  wear  tbe  robe  of  justice. 

May  the  mind  never  feel  the  decay  of  the  body. 

Honest  men  and  bonay  lasses. 

Hay  the  beat  day  we  have  seen  be  tbewomt  in  onr  lives. 

May  we  learn  to  live  welL 

May  liarmony  arise  fnim  the  ashes  of  discord. 

May  tbe  vicious  thorn  be  eclipsed  by  the  badding  rose. 

May  eacli  succeeding  moment  be  as  happy  aa  the  last. 

Hay  mcanuesB  never  accompany  riches. 

May  we  never  be  bhnd  to  oof  own  errors. 

May  we  cherish  hope  and  conquer  fear. 

May  we  be  slaves  to  nothing  but  our  duty. 

Our  bappinesa  sincere,  and  our  joys  lasting. 

Hay  tbe  cheerful  imat  never  want  a  pleaaant  com. 

panion. 
May  Poverty  never  stare  us  in  the  face  without  pre- 

seoting  Hope  sa  ber  auecessor. 
Hay  otir  principles  be  upright,  and  our  moiala  pure 
May  diacemiiu;  eyea  bestow  cbarity,  and  ^isceroiiic 

objecia  ncMve  iL 


Mnj  ve  deriTB  nmnaemeat  from  busness  aniJ  imptove- 

Jltty  private  Krief  aertT  affect  the  pablic  irelfnrQ. 
May  length  3  daja  be  crowned  with  prndenee. 
May  we  alwaphe  in  poasession  of  the  power  to  ptesH. 
May  onr  looks  nerer  bB  at  variaace  with  oor  Ihonghtt 
May  the  prison  gloom  be  cheered  b;  the  isyl  of  hope, 

and  liberty  fetter  the  arms  of  oppreasion. 
May  we  never  want  courage  when  put  to  the  shift. 
May  we  live  in  honest  pleasaieand  din  out  of  debt. 
May  Iho  tnmpike-road  to  happiness  be  free  frem  toU- 

bsTS  and  bye-vraja,  and  furnished  with  gnide-poets. 
May  every  honest  man  (urn  out  a  rogae. 
May  the  juice  of  the  grape  never  dnva  reason  from 

May  our  awn  wants  never  proceed  from  negligence 


Plenty  to  the  benevolent,  and  poverty  to  the  miser, 

Biohea  to  the  generous,  and  power  to  the  morcifuL 

Gniety  in  innocence. 

Hay  those  who  are  first  in  sway  be  foremost  in  virtue^ 

The  freedom  of  the  press. 

May  happinesa  inereaaa  with  length  of  years. 

Health,  bappineBs,  richea,  and  a  good  wife. 

SuocesB  to  those  who  wish  it  to  others 

The  life  we  love,  with  those  we  love. 

The  land  we  lire  in. 

Raconciliation  to  onr  friends. 

Lenity  to  the  faults  of  others,  and  sense  to  discorer 

ed,  and  jolly  boys  toman  Ihem. 
ir  liberty,  and  our  liberty  our 


Mny  the  polished  lieart  Eiake 


The  ple&gurea  of  iiDa);matian  realiied. 
Envj  in  hd  sJr-pomp  without  a  passage  to  breathe 
'  through. 
When  WB  n^ch  in  a  calm,  may  wo  be  slwaye  prapa- 

Chnrch  KDd  Que«n. 

Cbarma  ta  strike  the  aight.  and  merit  ts  irin  the  heart. 

A  Venas  bom  from  O^n't  bed— Britannia. 

Maj  Bntiah  virtue  nhine  H-ben  everj  other  ligfat  ia  <rat. 

The  joUj-  sportsman  that  enten  the  ooTsrt  nithont 

being  bit  b?  the  tot 
Tbtt  fax's  bniih  over  the  thatched  taTSm. 
Artless  lovB,  sod  disinterested  friendship. 
Here's  to  the  month  that  can  keep  A  secret. 

mjo    -■    ■   ■ 


FH«idabip  in  marble,  animosit;  in  duM. 

May  ve  uwaya  be  bomb-proof  againit  villanj- 

Hay  the  streama  of  rapture  meet  each  oClier,'  and  aeizs 
life  in  the  middle  current 

Our  absent  friends. 

Caledonia ;  may  it  ever  he  the  abode  Of  frseJom,  and 
the  birth-place  of  berooi. 

In  the  voyage  of  life,  may  oontent  be  onr  cabin  pas- 
senger. 

All  tails  but  tell-tales. 

Emulation  in  virtnona  breads. 

Here's  life  duoty  droM ed  mth  tlw  nreet  nuoe  of 


/    *97 
M%  iMden 

."^lun  dealing 

Aj  ne  live  aQ  tba 
near  u  red  cost,  nor  the  hjpO' 
IT  Uiat  opens  before  joa  knock. 


TJlJ^Bif^,  m 


May  paper-credit  I 
Maj  we  alwaja  cleti 


;ere!t  of  out  Que 


Mor  our  trade  and  msTiufactories  1m  unrestnuned  by 

the  fetters  of  monopoly. 
May  the  lawa  never  be  miacoastraed. 
Hay  Britona  never  have  a  tjrant  to  oppose. 
Aiay  Britona  DCier  incade  me  riglits  of  otbere. 
A  strong  cord  and  a  long  cord  to  those  who  make 

Msj  the  hospitaHe  hearU  of  Ihs  Sons  of  Blunder  ne- 
ver be  seduced  from  their  attachment  to  the  con- 

Gieenwiob  Hospital,  and  health  to  its  sapportera. 
May  the  adjeclive  Victorious,  be  ever  joinsd  to  the 

substantive  Britain. 
Ererj  goldier  bis  right,  acid  every  deserter  a  halter. 


All  elevated  situati 


M»y  ™  friiNpi-w 

™me  right 

wW       ,%«( 

.1  friend  .. 

id  real  pwn  to  t 

tbe  >an  Ibat  ripen 

Apotandawhitf.s 
As  sensibilitj  ia  the 

'"ebll.frf'na 

tore,     "^v^wt 

cherished.    . 

Gratitude  to  remem 

ber.Bndsem 

» to  forget. 

foil;  of  tbone  Who  sp_e  the  manners  of  the 
great  be  alvcays  held  up  to  lidicHle. 
Haj  m  always  do  nnto  others  ab  we  woold  the;  Ahonld 

Tbe  QlorioAs  HcTolntion,  which  placed  n  William  on 
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